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Richard, Duke of Gloucefter, third Son'to the Duke of York, afterwards 
+ King Richard IT. 
Edmund, Earl of Ru'land, youngeft Son to the Duke of York. 
Duke of Nortolk, 
Marqui/s of Montague, 
Earl of Warwick, 
Earl of Salisbury, of the Duke of York's Party. 
Earl of Pembroke, 
Lord. Haftings, 
Lord Staffords 
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i ot er hi ¢ Unkles to the Duke of York. 
Sir William Stanley, afterwards Earl of Derby. 
Lord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray. 
Sir John Montgomery. 
Lieutenant of the Tower, 
Mayor of Coventry. 
Mayor and Aldermen of York. 
Humphry 4nd Sinklo, two Hwat/men. 
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; King HENRY VL. 





A fo Deoskacd: OaBoN Bot 


Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Edward, Richard, 
Norfolk, Mountague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 


WARWICK. 


Wonder how the King efcap’d our Hands? 
York. While we purfu’d the Horfemen of 
the North, 
Fe flily ftole away, and left his Men: 
Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 
Whofe warlike Ears could never brook Re- 
Chear’d up the drooping Army, and himfelf, (treats 
Lord Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breaft, 
Charg’d our main Battel’s Front; and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of common Soldiers flain. 
Edw, Lord Stafford’s Father, Duke of Buckingham, 
Is either flain or wounded dangerous. 
I cleft his Beaver with a down-ight blow : 
That. this js true, Father, behold his Blood. 
Mount. And, Brother, here’s the Earl of Wilt fhire’s Biaod, 
hom I encountred as the Battels join’d. 
Kich. Speak thou for me, and tell them vhat I did. 
Vor. IV, B 3 Tork, 


ee 
SS = 


























a ee ee ee ee 












1540 The Third Part of 


York, Richard hath beft deferv’d of all my Sons: 
But is your Grace dead, my Lord of Somer/et?2 
Norf. Such hope Have all the Line of Fohn of Gannt. 
Rich. Thus do I hope to fhake King Henry's Head. 
War. And fo do I, victorious Prince of York. 
Betore I fee thee feated in the Throne, 
Which now the Houfe of Laucaffer ufurps, 
I vow by Heav’n, thefe Eyes thall never. cldfe. 
This ts the Palace of the fearful King, 
And this the Regal Seat 5 poffels it York, 
For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs. 

York. Aflift me then, fweet Warwick, and [ will; 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf. We'll all affift you; he that flies thall die. 

York, Thanks, gentle Norfolk; ftay by me my Lords, 
And Soldiers {tay and lodge by me this Night. | They go up. 

War. And when the King comes, offer him no. violence, 
Unlefs he feek to thruft you out by force. 

York, The Queen this day here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks we fhall be of her Counfel; 

By Words or Blows here let us win our right. 

Rich, Arm'd as we are, let’s {tay within this Houle. 

War. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call’d, 
Unlefs Plantagenet, Duke of York, be King, 
Ard bafhful flenry depos’d, whole Cowardife 
Hath made us by-words to our Enemies, 

York, Then leave me not, my Lords, be refolute, 
I mean to take pofftffion of my Right. 

War. Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft 
The proudeft He that holds up Lancafter. 
Dares {tir'a Wing, if Warwick thake his Bells. 

Vil plant Plantagenet, root him up who dare: 

Refolve thee Richard, claim the Exgli fb Crown. 

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland Weftmor- 
<i land, Exeter, and others. ; 

K. Henry. My Lords, look where the {t 
Even in ‘ie Chair of State; belike he ina Nebel fal 
Back’d by the Power of Warwick, that falfe Peer 
To afpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King, 
Earl of Northumberland, he flew thy Father, — 
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And thine, Lord Ciffard, and you have both-vow’d revenge 
On him, his Sons, his Favourites, and his Friends. 
North. If | be nor, Heav'ns be reveng’d on me. 
Cf. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in Steel. 
Weft, What, thall we fuffer this? Let’s pluck him down. 
My Heart for anger burns, I cannot brook ir. 
K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Earl of Weft morland, 
Clif. Patience is for Poltroons, and fuch is he : 
He durft not fit there had your Father liv’d. 
My gracious Lord, here in the Parliament 
Lec us affail the Family of York, 
North, Well hift thou fpoken, Coufin be it fo. 
K. Henry Ah; know you not-the City favours them, 
And they have Troops of Soldiers at their beck ? 
Weft. But when the Duke is flain, they'll quickly fly. 
K. Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henry's Heart, 
To make a Shambles of the Parliament Houfe. 
Coufin of Exeter, Frowns, Words, and Threats, 
Shall be the War that Henry means to ufe. 
Thou factious Duke of York, defcend my Throne, 
And kneel for Grace and Mercy at my Feet, 
I am thy Soveraign. 
York, Henry 1 am thine. 
Exe. For fhame come down, he made thee Duke of 
York. 
York, It was my Inheritance, as the Earldom was. 
Exe. Thy Father was a Traitor to the Crown. 
War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crown, 
In following this ufurping Henry, 
Clif. Whom fhould he follow, but his natural King? 
War. True, Clifford, and that’s Richard Duke of York. 
K. Henry. And thall I ftand, and thou fit in my Throne? 
York, It muft and hall be f, content thy felf. 
War. Be Duke of Lancaffer, let him be King. 
Weft, He is both King and Duke of Lancafter, 
And that the Lord of Weftmorland fhall maintain. 
War. And Warwick thall difprove it. You forget, 
That we are thofe which chas’d you from the Field, 
And flew your Fathers, and with Colours {pread 
March’d threw the City to the Palace Gates. 
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North Yes, Warwick, 1 remember it to my grief. 
And by his Soul, thon and thy Houfe fhall rue it. 
Weft, Plantagenet, ot thee and thefe thy Sons, 
Thy Kinfmen, and thy Friends, I'll have more lives 
Thin drops of Blood were in my Father’s Veins. 
Cif. Urge it no more, left that inftead of words 
I fend thee, Warwick, fuch a Meflenger, 
As fhall revenge his Death, before I ftir. 
War. Poor Clifford! how I {corn his worthlefs Threats. 
York, Will you, we fhew our Title to the Crown¢ 
Ifnot, our Swords fhall plead it in the Field. 
K. Henry. What Title haft thou, Traitor, to the Crown? 
Thy Father was, as thou art, Duke of York, 
Thy Grandfather Roger AZortimer, Earl of Adarch. 
I am the Son of Henry the Fifth, 
Who made the Dauphin and the Fresch to ftoop, 
And feiz’d upon their Towns and Provinces. 
War. Talk not of France, fith thou haft loft it all. 
K. Henry. The Lord ProteGor loft it, and not I; 
When I was Crown’d I was but nine Months old. 
Rich. You are o!d enough now, 
And yet methinks you lLofe: 
Father, tear the Crown from the Ufurper’s Head. 
Edw. Sweet Father do fo, fet it on your Head. 
Mount. Good Brother, 
As thou lov’ft and honoureft Arms, 
Let’s fight it out, and not ftand cavelling thus, 
; Rich. Sound Drums and Trumpet, and the King will 
Vs 
York. Sons, Peace. 
K. Henry. Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to {peak 
War, Plantagenet thall {peak firft: Here him Lords, 
And be you filent and attentive too, 
For he that interrupts him, thall not live. 
K. Henry. Th ok’ftthouthat 1 willleave my Kine! 
W herein a Grandfire and my Father me By Teens 
No ; firft thall War unpcople this my Realm; 
Ay, and their Colours often born in France, 
Aud now in Exgland, to our Hearts great Sorrow, 
Shall be my Wainding-fheet: Why faint you, Lords? 
My Title’s good, and better far than his. 


War. 
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War. But prove it, Henry, and thou thal: be King. 
K. Henry. Henry the Fourth by Conqueft zot the Crown. 
York. “Iwas by Rebellion again{t his King. 
K. Henry. I know not what to.fay, my Title’s weak: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an Heir ? 
York. What then 2 
K, Henry. And if he may, then am I lawful King: 
For Richard, in the view of many Lords, 
Refign’d the Crown to Henry the Fourth, 
Whofe Heir my Father was, and I am his. 
York. He rofe againft him, being his Sovenign, 
And made him to refign his Crown perforce. 
War. Suppofe, my Lords, he did it unconttrain’d, 
Think you ’twere prejudicial to his Crown? 
Exe. No; for he could not fo refign his Crown, 
But that the next Heir fhould fucceed and rign. 
K, Henry. Art thou againft us, Duke of Exeter ? 
Exe. Hisis the right, and therefore pardon me. 
York, Why whifper you, my Lords, and anfwer not 2 
Exe. My Confcience tells me, he is lawful King. 
K. Henry, All will revolt from me, and turn to him, 
Morth, Plantagenet, for all the claim thou hay’ft, 
Think not, that Hezry fhall be depos’d. 
War. Depos’d he fhall be, in defpite of all, 
North, Thou art deceiv’d : 
Tis not thy Southern Power 
Of Effex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kents 
Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and pond, 
Can fer the Duke up indefpight of me. 
Cif. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifferd vows to fight in thy defence; 
May that ground gape, and {wallow me aliv’s 
Where [ fhall kneel to him that flew my Faher. 
K. Hezry, Oh Clifford, how thy wordsrevive my Heart. 
York. Henry of Lancaffer, reign thy Crown: 
What mutter you, or what confpire you, Lerds? 
War. Do right unto this Princely Duke of York, 
Or £ will fill the Houfe with armed Men, 
And o’er the Chair of Stare, where now he fits, 
Write up his. Title with ufurping Blood. , 
| He fiamps with his foot, and the Soldiers Pew themfelves. 
B 4 K Henry. 
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1544 The Third Part of 
K. Henry. My Lord of Warwick, hear me but one word; 
Let me for this time reign as King, 
York, Confirm the Crown to me, and to mine Heirs, 
And thou fhale Reign in*quiet while thou liv’ft. 
K. Henry. 1 am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the Kingdom after my deceafe. 
Clif. What wrong is this unto the Prince, your Son? 
War. \Vhat good is this to England, ai d himfelf2 
Weft. Bate, fearful, and defpairing Heury! 
Clif. How haft thou injur’d: both thy felf and us! 
Weft. Y cannot ftay to hear thefe Articles. 
North. Nor I, 
Clif. Come Coufir, let us tell the Queen thefe News. 
Weft. Farewel, faint-hearted and degenerate King, 
In whofe ‘cold Blood no {park of Honour bides. 
North, Be thou a prey unto the Houfe of York, 
And die in Bands, for this unmanly deed. 
Cif. In dreadful War, may’ft thou be overcome, 
Or live in Peace abandon’d and defpis'd. 
| Exeunt Nor. Cliff. Weftm. 
War. Turn this way, Flenry, and regard them not. 
Exe, They feek revenge, and therefore will not yield. 
K. Henry. Ah Exeter ! 
War. Why fhould you figh, my Lord? 
K. Henry. Not for my felf, Lord Warwick, but my Son, 
Whom [ unnaturally fhall difinherit. 
But be it as it may; I here entail 
The Crown to thee, and to thine Heirs for ever: 
Conditionally, that here you take an Oath, 
To ceafe this Civil War; and whilft I live, 
To honour me as thy King and Soveraign : 
Neither by Treafon nor Hottility, 
To fcek to put me down, and Reign thy flf. 
- York; This Oath I willingly take, and will perform. 
War. Long live King Henry : Plantagenet, embrace him. 
K. Henry. Andlong live thou, and thefe thy forward Sons, 
York. Now York and Lancafter are reconcil’d. 
Exe. Accurft be he that feeks to make them Foes, 
Sonet. Here they come down, 
York, Farewel, my gracious Lord, Pll to my Caftle. 
War. And Vil -keep Londos with my Soldicrs, 


Norf. 





Before I would have granted to that AG. 
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Norf. And I to Norfolk with my. Followers. 
“Mount. And I unto the Sea from whence I came. | Exe. 
K. Henry. And I with grief and forrow to the Court. 
Enter the Queen, and the Prince of Wales. 

Exe. Here comes the Queen, 

Whofg looks bewray her anger: 

I'll fkeal away. 
K. Henry. Exeter fo will I: [ Going. 
Queen. Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee-— 
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will. ftay. 
Queen. Who can be patient in fuch extreams ? 

Ah wretched Man! wouldI had dy’d a Maid, 

And never feen thee, never born thee $on, 

Seeing thou haft prov’d fo unnatural a Father. 

Hath he deferv’d to lofe his Birth-right thus ? 

Hadi{t thou but lov’d him half fo much as i. 

Or felt that pain which I did for him once, 

Or nourifht him, as I did with my Blood; 

Thou wouldft have left thy deareft Heart-blood there, 

Rather than made that Savage Duke thine Heir, 

And difinherited thine only Son, 
Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me: 

If you be King, why thould not I fucceed ? 
K. Henry, Pardon me, AZargaret; pardon me, {weet Son; 

The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc’d me. 
Queen, Enfore’d thee? art thou King,and wilt be forced? 

I fhame to hear thee fpeak; ah timorous Wretch! 

Thou haft undone thy felf, thy Son, and me, 

And given unto the Houle of York {uch head, 

As thou fhalt Reign but by their fufferance. 

To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, 

What is it, but to make thy Sepulchre, 

And creep into it far before thy time ? 

Warwick is Chancellor, and the Lord of Calais, 

Stern Faxlconbridge commands the narrow Seas, 

The Duke is init Protector of the Realm, 

And yet fhale thou be fafe? fuch fafety finds 

The trembling Lamb, invironed with Wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a filly Woman, 

The Soldiers fhould have tofs’d me on their Pikes, 


But 
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But thou preferr’{t thy Life before thine honour. 
And feeing thou doft, I here divorce my felf, 
Both from thy Table, Aexry; and thy Bed, 
Until that A@ of Parliament be repealed, 
Whereby my Son is difinherited. 
The Northern Lords, that have forfworn thy Colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread: 
And {pread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace, 
And utter ruin of the Houfe of York, 
Thus do | leave thee; come Son, let’s away, 
Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them. 
K. Henry. Stay, gentle A¢argaret, and hear me fpeak. 
Queen. Thou halt {poke too much already; get. thee 
cone. 
K. Henry. Gentle Son Edward, thou wilt ftay with me? 
Queen. Ay, to be murther’d by his Enemies, 
Prince. When I return with Victory from the Field, 
I'll fee your Grace; till then I'll follow her. 
Quten, Come, Sor, away, we may rot linger thus, 
Exeunt QO ueen and Prince. 
K. Henry. Poor Queen, 
Flow love to me, and to her Son, 
Hath made her break out into terms of Rige. 
Reveng’d may the be on that hateful Duke, 
Whofe haughty Spirit, winged with defire, 
Will coft my Crown, and like an empty Eagle, 
Tire on the Fleth of me, and of my Son, 
The lofs of thcfe three Lords torments my Heart; 
Ili write unto them, and intreat them fair: 
Come, Coufin, you fhall be the Meffenger, 
Exe. AndI-hope thal! reconcile them all. | Exit. 
Enter Richard, Edward, and Mountague. 
Rich, Brother, though [ be youngeft, give me 
Edw. No, I can better play the O:ator, 
Mount. But Phave reafons {trong and forcible. 
Enter the Duke of York, 
York. Why, how now Sons and Brother, ata ftrife 2 
W hat 1s your Quarrel ? how began it hrft2 
Edw. No Quarrel, buta fliche Contertion, 
Tork: About whar2 
Rich, About that which concerns your Grace and us, 
The Crown of England, Father, which js yours, Tork, 


leave. 
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York. Mine, Boy ? not ’till King Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your Right depends not on his Life, or Death. 
Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now: 
By giving the Houfe of Lancafter leave to breathe, 
It will our-run you, Father, in the end. 
York. 1 took an Oath, that he fhould quietly Reign. 
Edw. But fora Kingdom any Oath may be broken: 
I would break a thoufand Oaths to Reign one Year, 
Rich. No; God forbid your Grace fhould be forfworn. 
York. I thall be, if I claim by open War. 
Rich. Pll prove the contrary, 1f you'll hear me fpeak. 
York, Thou can’{t not, Son, it is impoflible. 
Rich. An Oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful Magiftrate, 
That hath Authority over him that Swears. 
Hlenry had none, but did ufurp the Place. 
Then feeing *twas he that made you to depofe, 
Your Oath, my Lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do but think, 
How fweet a thing it is te wear a Crown, 
Within whofe Circuit is Elyfum, 
And ali that Poets feign of Blifs and Joy.’ 
Why do we linger thus? I cannot reft, 
Until) the white Rofe that I wear, be dy’d 
Even in the Jukewarm Blood of Henry’s Heart. 
York. Richard, enough: I will be King, or die. 
Brother, thou thalt to. Loadon prefently, 
And whet on Warwick to this Enterprize. 
Thou, Richard, fhalt go to the Duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, thall unto my Lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentifbmen will willingly rife. 
In them [ truft; for they are Soldiers, 
Wirty, courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. 
While you are thus employ’d, what refteth more, 
But that I feek occafion how to rife? 
And yet the King not privy to my drift, 
Nor any of the Houfe of Lancafter. 
Entcr Gabriel. 
Bur flay. what News? why com'‘{t thou in fuch poft? 
Gab, The Queen, 
With 
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With all the Northern Earls and Lords, 
Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand Men; 
And therefore fortifie your Hold, my Lord. 
York. Ay, with my Sword, 
Whar, think’{t thou that we fear them? 
Edward and Richard, you thall tay with me, 
My Brother J4ontague thall poft to London. 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reft, 
Whom we have left Prote@ors of the King, 
With powerful Policy {trengthen themfelves, 
And truft not fimple Hezry, nor his Oaths. 
Mont, Brother, I go: I’]l win them, fear it not, 
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. 
| Exie Montague, 
Enter Sir John Mortimer, avd Sir Hugh Mortimer. 
Tork. Sir Fohn, and Sir Hugh Adortimer, mine Uncles, 
You are come to Sandal ina happy hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to befiege us, 
Sir ‘Fohn. She fhall not need, we'll meet her in the Field, 
Tork. What, with five thoufand Men? 
Rech. Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
A Woman’s General; what thould we fear? 
| march afar of 
Eaw. I hear their Drums: 
Let’s fet our Men in oder, 
Ard iffue forth, and bid them Battel ftreight. 
York, Five Mento twenty, though ‘the odds be oreat, 
I doubt not, Uncle, of our Vidory. 
Many a Battel have I won in Fraxce, 
When as the Enemy hath been ten to one: 
Why thould I nct now have the like Succef;2 
[ _Alarum. Exit. 
Enter Rutland and his Tutor, 
Ret. Ah, whether fhallI flie, to fcape their Hands ? 
Ah, Tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes, 
Exter Clifford. 
Cif, Chaplain, away, thy Priefthood faves thy Life ; 
As forthe Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe Father flew my Father, he fhall die. 
Fator, And I, my Lord, will bear him Company, 
Clif 





King Henry VI. ~ 1549 


Clif. Soldiers, away with him, 
Tutor, Ah Clifford, murther not this innocent Child, 
Left thou be hated both of God and Man. [ Exit. 
Cif, How now ? is he dead already ? 
Or is it fear that makes him clofe his Eyes? 
Pil open them, 
Kut. So looks the pent-up Lyon o’er the wretch, 
‘That trembles under his devouring Paws: 
And {fo he walks, infulting o’er his Prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his Limbs afunder. 
Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy Sword, 
And not with {uch a cruel threatning Look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me {peak before I die: 
I am too mean afubjec of thy wrath, 
Be thou reveng’d on Men, and let me live, 
Cif. In vain thou fpeak’ft, poor Boy: 
My Father’s Blood hath ftopr the paflage 
Where thy Words fhould enter, 
Kas. Then let my Father’s Blood open it apainy 
Fle isa Man, and, Clifford, cope with him. | 
Cif. Had I thy Brethren here, their Lives and thine 
Were not revenge fufficient for me: 
No, if I digg’d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 
And hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 
It could not flake mine Ire, nor eafe my Heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of York, 
Is as a fury to torment my Soul: 
And "tll I root out their accurfed Line; 
And leave not one alive, I live in Hell. 
Therefore 
Kut. O let me pray before I take my Death: 
To thee, I pray fweet Clifford, pity me. 
Cif. Such pity as my Rapier’s point affords. 
Kut. I never did thee harm; why wilt thou flay me? 
Clif. Thy Father hath. 
Kat. But ’twas e’er I was born, 
Thou haft one Son, for his fake pity me, 
Left in revenge thereof, fith God is jult, 
He be as miferably flain as I. 
Ah, let me live in Prifon all my Days, 
And when I give o¢cafion of Offence, 
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Then let me die, for now thou haft no caufe. 
Clif. No caufe? thy Father flew my Father, therefore die. 
Kut. Dit faciant, lawdis fumma fit ifta rue, | Stabs hime 
Clif. Plantagenet, 1 come, Plantagenet. 

And this thy Son’s Blood cleaving to my Blade, 

Shall ruft upon my Weapon, ‘till thy Blood 

Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe off both. [ Exit. 

Alarum, Enter Richard Duke of York. 
York. The Army of the Queen hath got the Field: 

My Uncles both are flain in refcuing me, 

And all my. Followers, to the eager Foe 

Turn back, and fly, like Ships before the Wind, 

Or Lambs purfu’d by hunger-f{tarved Wolves. 

My Sons, God knows what hath bechanced them: 

But this I know, they have demean'd themfelves 

Like Men born to Renown, by Life or Death. 

Three times did Richard make a Lane to me, 

And thrice cry*d, Courage, Father, fight it out: 

| And full as oft come Edward to my fide, 

i With Purple Falchion, painted to the Hile 
! In Blood of thofe that had encountred him; 
And when the hardieft Warriors did retire, 
Richard cry'd, Charge, and give no foot of Ground, 
And cry’d, a Crown, or elfe a glorious Tomb, 
A Scepter, or an Earthly Sepulcher. 
With this we chatg’d again ; but out alas, 
We bodg’d again; as I have feen a Swan 
a With bootlefs labour fwim againft the Tide, 
And {pend her ftrength with over-matching Waves, 
[4 fhorte Alarum within. 
Ah hark, the fatal Followers do purfue, 
And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury. 
And were I ftrong, I would not fhun their fury. 
The Sands are numbred that make up my Life, 
Here muft I ftay, and here my Life muft end. 
Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, ‘the Prince of 
Wales, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchlefs fury to more rage : 

i {am your Butt, and I abide your fhot. 

| North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plamtagener. 
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lif. Ay, to fuch merey as his ruthlefs Arm 
With downright payment fhew’d unto my Father. 
Now Phaetox hath tumbled frem his Car, 
And made an Evening at the Noon-tide Prick. 
York. My Athes, as the Pheenix, may bring forth 
A Bird, that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that hope I throw mine Eyes to Heav’n, 
Scorning whate’er you cah affi& me with. 
Why come you not? what! Multitudes and fear? 
Clif. So Cowards fight when they can fly no farther, 
So Doves do peck the Falegns piercing Talons, 
So defperate Thieves, all hopele(s of their Lives, 
Breath out [nvectives *gainft the Officers. 
York. Oh, Clifford, but bethink thee once apain, 
And in thy thought o’er-run my former time: 
And if thou canft, for blufhing, view this Face, 
And bite thy Tongue that flanders him with Cowardice, 
Whofe frown hath made thee faint and fly e’er this. 
Gif. I will not bandy with thee Word for Word, 
But buckler with thee Blows twice two for one. 
Queen. Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the Traitor’s Life: 
Wrath makes him deaf; fpeak thou, Northumberland. 
North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him fo much, 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. 
What Valour were ir, when a Cur doth grin, 
For one to thruft his Hand between his Teeth, 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away? 
Et is Wars prize to take all vantages, 
And ten to one is no impeach of Valour. 
Clif. Ay, ay, fo ftrives the Weodcock with the Gin. 
North, So doth the Cony ftruggle in the Net. 
York; So triumph Thieves upon their conquer’d Booty, 
So true Men yield, ‘with Robbers fo o’er=-matche, 
North. What would your Grace have done unto him now? 
Queen. Brave Warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ftand upon this Mole-hill here, 
That caught at Mountains with out-{tretched Arms, 
Yet parted but the fhadow with his Hand. 
What, was it you that would be Exglana’s King? 
Was’t you that revell’d in our Parliament, 
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15f2 The Third Part of 
And made a Preachment of your High Defcent 2 
Where are your mefs of Sons to back you now, 
The wanton Edward, and the lufty George ? 
And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, 
Dicky, your-Boy, that. with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in Mutinies ¢ 
Or with the reft, where is your Darling Rutland ¢ 
Look York, I ftain’d this Napkin with the Blood 
That valiane Clifford, with his Rapier’s point, 
Made iffue from the bofom of the Boy; 
And if thine Eyes can water for his Death, 
I give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. 
Alas, poor York, but that I hate thee deadly, 
I thould lament thy miferable Strate. 
I prithee grieve, to make me merry, York. 
Whar, hath thy fiery Heart fo parcht thine Intrails, 
That not a Tear can fall for Rutland’s Death, 
W hy art thou patient, Man ? thou fhould’{t be madz 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus; 
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may fing and dance. 
Thou would’ft be fee’d, I fee, to make me fport: 
York cannot fpeak, unlefs he weir a Crown. 
A Crown for York——and, Lords, bow low to him: 
Hold you his Hands, whilft I do fet it on. 
| Putting a Paper Crown on his Heads 
Ay marry, Sir, now looks he like a King : | 
Ay, this is he that took King Hexry’s Chair, 
And this is he was his adopted Heir. 
But how is it, that great Plantagenet 
Is crown’d fo foon, and broke his folemn Oath? 
As I bethiak me, you fhould not be King, 
Till our King Henry had thook Hands with Death, 
And will you pale your Head in Hezry’s Glory, 
And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 
Now in this Life againft the holy Oath? 
Oh, ‘tis a fault too too unpardonable. 
Off with the Crown, and with the Crown his Head, 
And whilft we breath take him to do him dead, 
Clif. That is my Office, for my,Father’s fake. 
Queen. Nay fay, let’s here the Orizons he makes, 
York. She-Wolf of France, 
But worfe than Wolves of France, Whofe 
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Whofe Tongue more poifons than the Adder’s Tooth: 
‘How il'-beleeming is it in thy Sex, 
i To triumph like an Amazonian I rull, 

Upon their Woes, whom Fortune captivates? 

But that thy Face is Vizard-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with ule of evi] Deeds, 

I would affay, proud Queen, to make thee blufh; 

To ‘tell thee whence thou cam{t, of whom deriv’d; 
Were fhame enough to thame thee 

Wert thou not thamelef;: 

Thy Father bears the I ype of King of Maples, 

O: both the Sicils and Fernfalem, 

Yet not {> wealchy as. an Englifh Yeoman. 

Hith thie poor Monarch taugh: thee to infult2 

It needs not, .nor it boots thee not, proud Queen; 
Unlefs the Adage mult be virify’d; 

That Beggars mounted run their Horfe to Death: 
‘Tis Beauty that doth oft make Women proud, 

But God he knows, toy {hare thereof is fmall, 

"Tis Virtue that doth make them moft admir'd, 

The contrary doth make thee wondred ar, 

"Tits Government that makes them feem Divine; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to every good; 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or asthe South to the Septentrion. | | 

Ob Tyger’s Heart, wrape in a Woman's Hide, 

Flow could’it thou drain the Life-blood of the Child; 
To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal, 

And yet be feen to wear a Woman’s Face ? 

Women are foft, mild, pitiful and ff Xible; —. 

Thou ftern, obdurate; flinty, rough, remorfelefs, 
Bidft thou\me rage ¢ why now thou haft thy wifh. 
Would’ft have me weep? w! y now thou haft chy will, 
For raging Wind blows up inceflant Show’rs, 

And when the rage allays, the Rain begins; 

Thefe Tears are my {weet Rutland's O {- quies, 

And every drop cries vengeance to his Death, 

"Gainft thee, fell Gifford, and th €, falfe French Woman: 

North. Bethrew me, bit his Paffions move me lo, 
Thier hardly can I check maine Eyes from Tears: 
Vor. IV, | 3 York. 
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York. That Face of his, . 
The hu ery Cannibals eoule not have toucht 
Would not have ftain’d the Rofes juft wit 
But you are more inhuman, more inex rable : 
Oh ten ti mes more, than Tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthledis Queen, a bh: aplets Father’s Tears: 
This Cioth thou dip’dft in BI lood-of my {weet Boy 
And I with T ears do Wath the Blo od aWwaye 
Keep thou the Napkin, and go boalt of this, 
And if thou re ge the heavy Story right, 
Upon my Soul, the Hearers will fhed Tears : 
Yea, even my Foes will fhed fal oe Tears; 
And fay, alas, it was a pitcous De 
There take the sar and, with the Crown, my Curfe. 
And in thy need, fuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel Hand. 
Hard-hearted Cifford, take me from the World, 
My Soul to Heav’n, my Blood upon your Heads. 
North. Had he been ene ‘ereman to all my Kin, 
I fhould not for my Life but weep with him, 
To fee how inly Sorrow gr ee his Soul, 
Queen, What, weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 
Think but upon the wrong he.did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting Tears. 
Clif. Here’s for my Oath, here’s for my Father’s Death, 
Qucen. And here's to right our gentle-hearted King. 
Stabbing him. 
York, Open thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. 
My Soul flies through thefe Wadnads,. to feek out thee, { Diese 
Queen. Off, with his gene and fet it on York.Gates, 


So York may overlook the Town of York. | Exennt. 
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A March. Enter Edward, Richard, azd their Poower, 
Edy b Beare ider how our Priacely Father fcap’d ; 


r whether he be fcap’d away, or no, 
r 4 fo + 
Fpom Clifford's, and Northumverland s purfuit ? 


Had he been ta’en we fhould have heard the News ; 
Had 
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Had he been flain, we fhould have heareé tl. News; 
Or had he feap’d, methinks we fhould have heard 
The happy Tidings of his good efcape. 
OW tares my Brother? why is he fo {ade 
Kich. I cannot joy, until £ be refoly’d, 
Where our right valiant Father is become, 
I faw him in the Battel range abour, 
And watcht him how he lingled Clifford forth, 
Methought be bore him in the thickeft Troop, 
As doth a Lion in a Herd of Neat; 
Or asa Bear encompafs’d round with Dogs, 
Who having pincht a few, and made them cry, 
The reft ftand all aloof, and bark at him, 
So far’d our Father with his Enemies, 
So fled his Enemies my warlike Father: 
Methinks ’tjis prize enough to be his Son. 
See how the Morning opes her Golden Gutes,’ 
And takes her farewel. of the glorious Sun, 
How well refembles it the prime of Youth, 
Lrim’d like 2 Yonker, prancing to his Love? 
Law. Dazle mine Eyes? or do I fee three Suns 2 
&ich. Three glorious Suns, each one a peife& Sun, 
Not feparated with the racking Cloud;, 
But fever’d in a pale clear-fhining Sky, 
See, fee they join, embrace, and feem to kifs, 
As if they vow’d fome League inviolable: 
Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one Sun. 
In this the Heaven figures fome Event. 
“Edw. ’Tis wondrous {trange, 
The like yet never heard of, 
I think it cites us, Brother, to the Field, 
That We, the Sons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our, Meeds, 
Should Notwithitanding join our Lights together, 
And over-thine the Earth, as this the Word, 
Whate’er it bodes, henceforward wil] | bear 
Upon my Target three fair fhining Suns, 
Rich. Nay, bear three Daughters ; 
By your leave; I {pak ir, 


You love the Breeder better than the Male. 
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Enter a Meffenger. 
But what. art thou, whofe heavy Looks foretel 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue? 

Azef, Ah, one that was a woful looker on, 
When as the Noble Duke of York was flain, 

Your Princely Father, and my loving Lerd. 

Edy. Ob, {peak no more! for I have heard too much. 

Rich. Say how he dy’d, for I will hear it all. 

Mef: Tinvitoned he was with many Foes, 

And ftood againft them, as the hope of 7roy 
Againft the Greeks, that would have entred 77oy. 
But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds ; 

And many Stroaks, though with a little Ax, 

Hews down and fells the hardeft-timber’d Oak. 

By many Hands your Father was fubdu’d, 

But only flaughter’d by the ireful Arm, 

Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen: 

Who crown’d the gracious Duke in high defpight, 
Laugh’din his Face; and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthlefs Queen gave him, to dry his Check, 
A Napkin, fteeped in the harmle{s Blood 

Of fweet young Ratland, by rough Cifford flain: 
And after many Scorns, many foul Taunts, 

They took his Head, and on the Gates of York 
They fet the fame, and there it doth remain, 

The faddeft {peétacle that e’er I view'd. 

Edw. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we have no Staff, no Stay, 
Oh Clifford, boift’rous Clifford, thou haft flain 
The Flower of Exrepe for his Chivalry, 

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquifh’d him, 

For Hand to Hand he would have vanquifh’d thee, 
Now my Soul’s Palace ts become a Prifon: 

Ah, would the break from henee, that this my Body 
Might in the Ground be clofed up in reft ; 

For never henceforth fhall I joy again, 

Never, oh never fhall I fee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot weep, for all my Body’s moifture 
Scarce ferves to quench my Furnace-burning Hert s 
Nor can my Tongue unload: my Heart’s great burthen, 
For felf-fame Wind that I fhould fpeak withal, 
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Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Breaft, 
And burn me up with Flames, that Tears would quench. 
To weep, isto make lefs the depth of Grief: 
Tears then for Babes; Blows and Revenge for me, 
Kichard, 1 bear thy Name, Ill venge thy Death, 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

£dw. His Name that valiant Duke hath left with thee: 
His Dukedom, and his Chair with me is left. 

Rich. Nay, if thou be that Princely Eagle’s Bird, 
Shew thy defcent, by gazing ’gainft the Sun: 
For Chair and Dukedom, Throne and Kingdom fay, 
Either that is thine, or elfe thou wert not his. 

March. Enter Warwick, Marque/s af Montague, and 

their Army. 

War. How now, fair Lords? what fare? what News abroad # 

Kich, Great Lord of Warwick, if we fhould recount 
Our baleful News, and at each Word’s deliverance 
Stab Poinards in our Blefh, ’till all were told, 
The Words would add more anguifh than the Wounds. 
QO, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is fliin. 

Edw. O, Warwick! Warwick! that Plantagenet, 
Which held thee dearly as his Soul's Redemption, 
Is by the ftern Lord Clifford done to Death, 

War. Ten days ago I drown’d thefe News in tears, 
And now to add more meafure to your Woes, 
I come to teil you things fith then befaln, 
After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

here your brave Father fought his lateft Gafp, 
Tidings, as {wiftly as the Poft could run, 

ere brought me of your Lofs; and his depart. 
I then in London, Keeper of the King, 
Mufter’d my Soldiers, gather’d flocks of 
March’d towards Sr. Albans to Intercept the Q een, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along : 
For by my Scouts I was advertifed 

at fhe was coming, with a full intent 
To dath our late Decree in Parliament, 
Touching King flenry’s Oath, ard your Succefion: 
Short Tale to make, we at S:. Albans met, 
Our Battels join’d, and both ides fiercely fought; 
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But whether *twas the coldnefs of the King, 
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Who lock’d full gently on his Warlike Queen, 


That robb’d my Soldiers of their heated Spleen; 
Or whether ‘twas report of her Succefs, 

Or more.than common fear of Cliffora’s Rigour, 
Who thunders to his Captives Blood and Death, 

I cannot judge ; but to conclude with Truth, 
Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went: 
Our Soldiers like the Night-Owl’s lazy fligat, 

Or like a lazy Threfher with a Flail, 3% 
Fell gently down, as if they ftruck their Friends. 
I cheer’d them up with Juttice of our Caule, 


With Pro: 
Bi all in 
And we, 


fof high Pay, and great Reward ; 
n, they had no heart to fight, 
hem, no hope to win the Day, 


So that we fl.d; the King unto the Queen, 
Lord George your Brother, Norfolk, and my telf, 
In hatte, Poft-hafte, are come to join with you: 


For in the 


Marches here we heard you were, 


Making another Head, to fight again, 
Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from. Burgundy to England? 
War. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers; 
And for your Brother, he was lately fent 
From your kind Aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy, 
With aid of Soldiers to this needful War. 
Rich. *Twas odds belike when valiant Warovick fled; 
Oft have I heard his Praifes in Purfuir, 


But ne’er, 


"till now, his Scandal of Retire. 


War, Nor now my Scandal, Richard, doft thou hear: 
For thou thalt know this {trong right Hand of mine 


Can pluck 


the Diadem from faint Heury’s Head, 


And wring the awful Scepter from his Fift, 


Were he - 


fi ~ i yea 
And ne ts 


is famous, and as bold in War, 


fam’d for Mildnefs, Peace and Prayer. 


Rich. I krew it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not, 
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Tis bove I bear thy Glories makes me fpeak. 
But 10 this troublous time what’s to be done 2 
chall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 


” 


And wrap our Bodies i black mourning Gowns, 
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Tell our Devotion with revengeful Arms? 
If for the laft, fay Ay, and to it Lords. 
War. Why therefore Warwick came to feek you our, 
And therefore comes my Brother Afontague: 
Attend me Lords, the proud infulting Queen, 
With Clifford, and the haught 2Vorthsmberland, 
And of their Feather many more proud Birds, 
Have wrought the eafie-melting King, like Wax; 
He {wore confent to your Succeffion, 
His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, 
And now to London all the Crew are gone, 
To fruftrate both his Oath, and what befide 
May make againft the Houfe of Lancaffer. 
Their Power, I think, is thirty thoufand ftrong : 
Now if the help of Norfolk, and ‘my felf, 
With all the Friends that thou brave Earl of March, 
Amosgit the loving Welchizen, canft procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thonfand, 
Why Via! to Lozdou will we march, 
And once again beftride our foaming ‘Stéeds, 
And once again cry, Charge upon our Foes, 
But never once ‘again turn’ back and fly, 
Riche Ay, now methinks I ‘hear great Warwick {peak 
Ne’er may he live to fee a Sun-fhine Day, 
That crys Retire, if Warwick bid him tay. 
Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy Shoulder will I Jean; 
And when thou fiil’ft (as God forbid the Hour) 
Mult Edward fall, which petil Heaven forfend, 
War. No longer Ear] of AZarch, but Duke of Tork: . 
The next degree is Exgland’s Royal Throne: 
For King of England fhaltthou be proclaim’d 
In every Borough as we pafs along, 
And he that throws not up his Cap for Joy, 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his He-d: 
King Edward, valiant Richard, Montague 
stay we no longer, dreaming of Renown, 
But found the Trumpets, and about our Task. 
Rich. Then Clifford, wete thy Heart as hard as Steel, 
As thou halt thewn it flinty by thy D 
i come to pierce it, of to give thee mine. 
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Law, Phen tttike up Drums, God ard Sr. George for us. 
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Enter a Adcflenger. 
War. How now? What News? | 
ef. The Duke of Norfolk fends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a puiflant Hoft, 
And claves your Company for {pecdy Counfel. 
War. Why then it forts, brave Warriors let’s away. 
| Exeunt omnes, 
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Cliff rd, Noithumb. rland, 
and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Tr ampets. 
Queen, Welcome, my Lord, to this brave Town of York; 
Yond:r’s the Head of that Arch-enemy, 
That fought to be encompaft with your Crown, 
Doth not the Od}: Ct cheer your Heart, my Lord? 
K. Henry, Ay,astheRocks cheer them that fear cheirWracks 
To {ee this fiche It irks my very Soul: 
With-hold Revenge, dear God, ’tis not my faulr, 
Nor wittingly have I infring’d my Vow, 
Cif. My gracious Liege, this too much Lenity 
And harmlefs Pity muft be laid afide: 
To whom da Lions caft their gentle Looks? 
Not to -he Beaft that would uiurp their Den, 7 
Whole Hand is that the Forcft Bear doth lick 
Not his that {poils her young before her Face. 
Who feapes the lurking S: rpent's mortal fing 2 
Not he that fets his Foot upon her Back. 
The imallef{ Worm will turn, being trodden on, 
And Doves will peek in fafeeuard of their Brood, 
Arnbitious Tork did level at thy Crown, 
Thou fmiling, while he koit his angry Brows, 
He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 
And raife his Iffue like a loving Sire; 
Thou being a King, bleft with a goodly Son, 
Didft yield co ent to difinherit him; 
Which agued thee a moft unloving Father, 
U>rcafonable Creatures feed their Young, 
And though Man’s Face be feaifal to their Eyes, 
Yer 10 protection of their tender ones, 
Wo hath nor feen them even with thofe Wings, 
Which fometimes rhey have us’d with fearful flighe, 
Make War with him that climb’d unto their Neft, 
Offering their own Lives in their Young’s Defence? 
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For Shame, my Liege, make them your Prefident: 
Were it not pity, thar this goodly Boy 
Should lofe his Birth-right by his Father's Fault, 
And long hercafter fay unto his Child, 
What my great Grandfather and Grandfire got, 
My cureke{s Father fondly gave away. 
Ah, what a Shame was this? look on the Boy; 
Aad let bis manly Face, which promifeth 
Succefsful Fortune, fteel thy melting Heart, 
To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
King. Full well hath Gifford plaid the Orator, 
Inferring Arguments of mighty Force: 
Bat, Chfford, tell me, didft thou never hear, 
That things ill got, had ever bad Succels, 
And happy always was it for that Son, 
Whofe Father for his hoording went to Hell: 
Pil leave my Son my virtuous Deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left me no more: 
For al the reft is held at fuch 2 Rate, 
A’s brings a thoufand-fold more Care to keep, 
Than in Poffefhion any jot of Pleafure, 
Ah €oufin York, would thy beft Friends did know, 
low it doth grieve me that thy Head is here. 
Queen. My Lord, cheer up your Spirits, our Foes are nigh, 
And this foft Courage makes your Followers faint: 
You promis’d Knighthood to our forward Son, 
Untheath your Sword, and dub him prefently. 
Edward, kneel down. 
King. Edward Plantagenet, arife a Knight, 
And learn this Leffor, draw thy Sword in right. 
Prince. My gracious Father, by your Kingly Leave, 
T’il draw it as apparent to the Crown, 
And in that Quarrel ufe it to the Death. 
C4f. Why that is {poken like a toward Prince, 
Enter a Meffenger. 
M€ef: Royal Commanders, be in readinefs, 
For with a Band of thirty thoufand Men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York. 
And in the Towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 
Darraigo your Battel, they are near at hand. 
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1562 The Third Part of =~“ 
Clif. 1 would your Highnefs would depart the Field, 





The Queen hath beft Succefs when you are abfent. 


Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our Fortune. 
K. Henry. Why that’s my Fortune too, therefore I'll ftay. 
North Be it with Refolution then to fight. 
Prince. My Royal Father, cheer thefe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thofe that fight in your Defence: 
Unfheath your Sword, good Father; cry St. George. 
Adarch. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 7 
Edw. Now petjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for Grace, 
And fet thy Diadem upon my Head; 
Or bide the Mortal Fortune of the Field? 
Queen. Go rate thy Minions, proud infulting Boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in Terms, 
Before thy Soveraign, and thy lawful King? 
Edw, 1 am his King, and he fhould bow his Knee; 
f was adopted Heir by his Confent; 
Since when, his Oath is broke: for as I hear, 
You that are King, though he do wear the Crown; 
Fave caus’d him, by new AG of Parliament, 
‘Fo blot out me, and put his own Son in, 
Clif. And reafon too: 
Who fhould fucceed the Father; but the Son? 

Rich. Are you there, Butcher? O, I cannot fpeak. 

Clif. Ay, Crook-back, here I ftand to anf{wer thee, 
Or any he, the prondeft of thy fort. 

Rich, ° Twas you that kill’d young Ratland, was it not? 

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not fatisfy’d. 

Rich. For God’s fake, Lords, give Signal to the Fight. 

War. What fay’{t thou, Henry, 

Wilt thou yield the Crown? 

Queen. Why how now, long-tongu’d Warwick, dare you 
When you and I met at St. Albansalt, | fpeak 2 
Your Legs did better Service than your Hands, : 

War. Then ‘twas my turn to fly, and now °tis thine. 

Cif. You faid fomuch before, and yet you fled, 

War. “T'was not your Valour, Clifford, drove me thence. 

North. No, nor your Manhood that durft make you ftay- 
Rich. Northumberland, 1 hold thee reverently, 

; atley, for { [ can refrain 
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King Henry VI. : 1563 


The Executién of my big-fwoln Heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel Child-killer. 
Cif, I flew thy Father, call’ thou him a Child? 
Kich. Ay, like a Daftard, anda treacherous Coward, 
As thou didft kill our tender Brother Rutland - 
But eer Sun fet, I'l make thee curfe the Deed. 
K. Henry. Have done with Words, my Lords, and+hear 
me {peak, 
QOxeen. Defie them then, or elfe hold clofe thy Lips. 
Ke Henry, | prithee Pive no Limits to my Tongue, 
1 am a King, and privileg’d to {peak. 
Clif. My Liege, the Wound that bred this Meeting here 
Cannot be cur’d by Words, therefore be ftil}. | 
Rich. Then, Execution, re-unfheath thy Sword 
By him that made us alJ, [ am refily’d 
That Ciifford's Manhood lyes upon his Tongue, 
Faw. Say, Henry, fhall I have my right, or no: 
A thoufand Men have broke their Fafts to Day, 
That ne’er thall dine, unlefs thou yicld the Crown, 
War, If thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 
For York in juftice puts his Armour on, 
Prince. \t that be right, -which Warwich lays is right, 
There is no Wrong, but every thing is right. 
War, Who ever got thee, there thy Mother ftands, 
Bor well I wot, thou haft thy Mother’s Tongue. 
Queen. But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But ike a foul mifhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark’d by the Dettinies to be avoided, 
As venomous Toads, or Lizards dreadful stings, 
Rich. Iron of Waples, hid with Englifh Gilt, 
Whofe Father bears the Title of a King, 
(As if a Kennel fhould be call’d the Sea) 
Sham’ft thou nor, knowing whence thou art extraughr, 
‘Lo let thy Tongue detea thy bafe-born Heart. 
Law. A Wifp of Straw were worth a thoufind Crowns, 
To make this thamelefs Callet know her felf. 
édelen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Atenelans, 
And ne’er was Acvamemnon’s Brother wrone’d 
By that falfe Woman, as this King by thee, 
His Pather revell’d inthe Heart of France, 
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The Third Part of 
And tam’d the King, and made the Dauphin ftoop: 


And had he match’d according to his Srate, 
Fle might have kept that Glory to this Day. 
But when he took a Beggar to his Bed, 


Oo 


And grac’d thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day, - 
Even then that Sun-fhine brew’d a Shower for him, 
That wath’d his Father’s Fortunes forth of France, 
And heap’d Sedition on his Crown at home: 
For what hath broach’d this tumule but thy Pride ? 
Hadit thou been meek, our Title {till had flepr, 
And we in Pity of the gentle King, 

Had flipe our Claim until another Age. 


Cla. But when we faw our Sunfhine made thy Spring, 
And that thy Summer bred us no encreafe, 


We fet the Ax to thy ufurping Root; 
And though the Edge hath fomechiag hit our felves, 


« 


Yet know thou, fince we have begun to {trike, 
We'll never leave, ‘till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath’d thee growing with our heated Bloods. 


+ 


Edw. And in this Refolution I defie thee, 


Not willing 


SY 


af} 


y longer Conference, 


Since thou deny’dit the gentle King to {peak. 


Sound Trump: ts, 


And either Vitory, or e'fe a Grave. 


Queen, Stay, Edward - 
Edw, No, wrangling Weman, we'll no | 
Fhefe Words will coft ten thoufan 


Alarum. 





Excurfons. 


I lay me down a litt!e while to breathe: 
For Strokes receiv’d, and many Blows repaid, 
Have rob’d my ftrong-knit Sinews of their Strength, 


And fpight of {pight, necds muft i reft a while, 


Edw. Smile, gentle Heav’n; or ftrike, ungentle Death; 


Enter Edward running, 


let our bloody Colours wave, 


ner flay. 

d Lives this Day. 
Exennt omnese 
Enter Warwick, 
War. Fore-{pent with Toil, as Runners with 4 Race; 





For this World frowns, and Edward's Sun js clouded, 


War. How now, my Lord,what hap? What ho 


Enter Clarence. 


Cia. Our Hap is Lofs, our Hope but fad Defp 


Our Ranks are broke, and Ruin follows us, 
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King Henry VI. 1565 


What Counfel vive you ? whether fhall we fly2 

Edw. Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with W ings, 
And weak we are, and cannot fhun purfuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich, Ah Warwick, why halt thou withdrawn thy felf? 
Thy Brother’s Blood the thirfty Earth hath drunk, 
Broach’d with the fteely point of Clifford's Lance: 
And in the very pangs of Death he cry’d, 

Like to a difmal Clangor heard from far, 
Warwick, revenge; Brother, revenge my Death. 
So underneath the Belly of his Steeds, 

That ftain’d their Fetlocks in his {moaking Blood, 
The Noble Gentleman gave up the Ghoft. 

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our Blood ; 
Pil kill my Horfe becaufe I will not fly: 

Why ftand we like foft-hearted Women here, 
Wailing our Loffes, whiles the Foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 

Were plaid in jeft by counterfeiting A@ors, 
Here on my Knee I vow to God above, 

I'll never paufe again, never ftand ftill, 

“Till either Death hath clos’d thefe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. 

Edw, O Warwick, do bend my Knee withthine, 

And in this Vow do chain my Soul to thine. 
And e’er my Knee rife from the Earth’s cold Face, 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes,my Heart to thee, 
Thou Setter up, and Plucker down of Kings, 
Befeeching thee (if with thy Will it ftands 
That to my Foes this Body mutft be prey) 

Yet that thy brazen Gates of Heav’n may ope, 

And give fweet paflage to my finful Soul. 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where-e’er it be, in Fleav’n, or in the Earth, 
Rich, Brother, 

Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary Arms: 

I that did never weep, now melt with wOe, 

That Winter thould cut off our Spring-time fo. 

War. Away, away: 

Once more, {weet Lords, farewel. —_ 
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Cla. Yet let us all together to our Troops ; 
And give them leave to fly that will not ftay; 
And call them Pillars that will ftand to us; 
And if we thiive, promife them {uch Rewat 
As Victors wear at. the Oly» mee Game 
This may plant Courage i their qi ailing Brealts, 

For yet is hope of tik and Vi ctory ; b 
Fore-flow no lor eer, make we hence amain. | Exeunt. 
Excurfions. Enter Richard ana Clifford. 
Rich. Now, Cifora, I have fingled thee al 
:ppofe this Arm is for the Duke of York, 
a this for Rutland, both b bou: ad to révenge, 
Wert thou environ’d eee Brazen Wall. 

Clif. Now, Richa Thy Lam with thee here 
This is the Hand chat ftabb’d thy Father York. 

And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutlc 

And here’s the Heart that triumphs in. their Ae 
And cheers thefe Hands that flew thy Sire and Brother, 
\d'o execute the like upon thy felf, 

And fa have at thee. 
They fight, Warwick enters, Clifford flies. 
» Nay Warwick, fingle out fome other Chace, 
For I oa felf will hunt this Wolf to death, | Exennt. 
Alarum. Enter King Hi ory alon . 

K. Henry. This Battel fares li ke to the Means s War, 
When dying Clouds contend with growing z; ight, | 
What time the Shepherd blowing of his al 
Can neither call it perfe Day er Night. 
Now {ways it this way, like the felf-fame Sea, 
Fore’d by the T ide to combat with the Wind: 
Now fways it ig way, like the felf-fame Sea, 
Bore’d to retire y fury of ch e Wind, 
Sometime, the F] ore ails, and thenthe Wind, 
Now, one haa better, the a abheh: r belt, 
Both tugging to be Victors, Breaft to Breatt, 
Yet neither Cor queror, nor conquered; 
So is the equal poize of this fell War. 
Fis re on this Mole-hill will I fic me down, 
To whom God will, there be the-V ictory : 
For Afargaret my Que en, and Ciifford too 
Have chid me from the Battel, {wearing both, 

a . Spe ‘ : 
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King Henry VI. ' 1585 


Would I were dead, if God’s goad will were fo: 

For what is in this World, but Grief and Woe? 

Oh God! methinks it were a happy Life, 

To be no better than a homely Swain, 

To fit upona Hill, as I do now, 

To carve out Dials queintly, point by point, 

hereby to fee the Minutes how they run: 

How many makes the Hour full compleat; 

How many Hours bring about the Day, 

Flow many Days will finith up the Year, 

How many Years a mortal Man may live. 

When this is known, then to divide the times: 

So many hours muft I tend my Flock, 

So many hours muft I take my relt, 

So many hours muft ] contemplate, 

So many hours muft I {port my felf, 

So many days my Ewes have been with young, 

S0 many Weeks e’er the poor Fools will Ean, 

So many Months e’er I fhall fheer the Fleece: 

59 Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months, and Yeats, 

Paft over; tothe end they were created, 

Would bring white Hairs unto a quiet Grave. 

Ah! what a Life were this? how {weet, how lovely? 

Gives not the Haw-thorn Buth a {weeter fhade 

Yo Shepherds, looking on their filly Sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider’d Canopy 

To Kings, that fear their Subje@s treachery 2 

O yes, it doth, a thoufand-fold it dath, 

And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curds, 

His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottel, 

His wonted fleep, under a freth Tree’s thade, 

All which fecure, and {weetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Prince’s Delicates, 

His Viands fparkling ina golden Cup, 

His Body couched in a curious Bed, 

When Care, Miftruft and Treafons wait on him. 

Alarum, Enter a Son that had kill'd bis Father at one Door, 

and a Father that had kill d his Son at another Door, 

Son. Ill blows the wind that profits no body, 

This Man whom hand to hand I flew in fiche, 

May be poffefled with fome ftore of Crowns, : 

An 
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The Third Part of ‘as iJ 


A ndI that, laply, take them from him now, 

May yet, e’e: Night, yield both my Life and them 

To fome Manelf:, as this dead Man doth me. 

Who's this? Oh Ged! it is my Father’s Face, 

Whom in this Confl @, 1, wnawares, have kill'd: 

Oh heavy times! begetting fuch everts. 

From London, by the King was [ preft forth, 

My Father beng the Earl of Warwick's Man 

Came on the part of York, preft by hs Mafters 

And I, who a his hands receiv'd my Life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what [ did; 

And pardon, Father, for I knew not thee, 

My Tears thall wipe away thefe bloody marks : 

And no more words, ’till they have flow’d their fill, 
K. Henry. O piteous fpectacle! O bloody umes! 

Whiles Lions War, and Battel for their Dens, 

Poor harmlefs Lambs abide their Enmiry. 

Weep, wretched Man, I'll aid thee Tear for Tear, 

And let our Heartsand Eyes, like civil War, 

Be blind with Tears, and break o’er-chare’d with Grief; 

Enter a Father, bearing of his Son. 

Fath. Thor that fo ftoutly haft refitted me, 

Give me thy Gold, if thou haft any Gold: 

For [ have boaght it with an hundred Blowss 

But let me fee: Is this our Foe-man’s Face 2 

Ah, no, no, 10, it is my only Sons 

Ah Boy, if any Life be left in thee; 

Throw up thine Eye; fee, fee, what fhowers arife, 

Biowa with the windy Tempeft of my Heart, 

Upon thy wotnds, that kills mine Eye and Heart: 

O pity, God, this miferable Age! 

What ftratagens? how feil? how butcherly? 

Erroneous, mitinous, and unnatural; 

This dealy quarrel daily doth beger? 

O Boy! thy Father gave thee Life too foon; 

And hath bercft thee of thy Life too late. [ grief 5 
K, Henry, Woe above woe; grief, more than common 

O that my Dath would ftay thefe rueful deeds : 

© pity, pity, gentle Heaven, pity. 

Tae red Rofeand the white are on his Face, 
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King Henry VI. — 1569 


The fatal Colours of our firiving Houfes. 
The one his purple Blood right well refembles, 
The other his pale Checks, methinks, prefenteth + 
Wither one Rofe, and let the other flourifli; 
f you contend, a thoufand Lives muft with er. 
Son, How will my Mother, for a Fathers Death, 
Lake on with me, and ne’er be fatisfy’d2 
Fath, How will my Wife, for flaughter of my Son, 
Shed Seas of Tears, and ne’er be fatisfy’d ? 
K. Henry. How will the Country, for the woful chances, 
Mils-think the King, and not be fatisfy’de 
Son, Was ever Son fo rew’d a Father’s Death 2 
Fath. Was ever Father fo bemoan’d his Son 2 
K. Henry. Was ever King fo griev’d for Subje&s woe ? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times fo mich. 
Sox. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 
Fath. Thefe Arms of mine fhall be thy winding-fheet, 
My heart, fweet Boy, fhall be thy Sepulcher, 
For from my Heart thine Image ne’er fhall go, 
My fighing Breaft fhall be thy Funeral Bell; 
And fo obfequious will thy Father be, 
Sad for the lofs of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for aii his valiant Sons. 
Pil bear thee hence, and let them fight that vill, 
For I have murther’d where I thould not kil. [ Exit, 
K. Henry. Sad-hearted Men, much overgone with Care; 
Here fits a King, more woful than you are. 
Alarums. Excurfions. Enter the Queen, Prince of 
Wales, avd Exeter. 
Prince. Fly, Father, fly ; for all your Friends are fled; 
And Warwick rages like a chafed Bull: 
Away, for Death doth hold us in porfuit. 
Queen. Mountyou my Lord, towards Berwi-k poft amain 3 
Edward and Richard \\ke a brace of Grey-houads, 
Having the fearful flying Hare in fight, 
With fiery Eyes, fparkling for very wrath, 
And bloody Stee] grafpt in their ireful Hands, 
Are at our backs, and therefore hence amain, 
Exe. Away ; for vengeance comes along with them, 
Nay, ftay not to expoftulate, make {peed, 
Or elfe come after, 1°II away before, 
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"The Third Part f 


K, Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good {weet Exeter: 
Not that I fear to ftay, but love to go | 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away- | Exeunt, 
Aloud Alarum. Enter Clifford wounded. 

Clif, Here burns my Candle out; ay, here it dies, 
Which whiles it lafted, gave King Hevry light. 
O Lancafter! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than my Body’s parting with my Soul: | 
My Love and Fear glew’d many Frends to thee, —‘[ Fading, 
And now I fall, thy tough Commixtures melt, | 
Impairing Alenry, ftrengthning mils-proud York; 
And whither fly the Gnats, but to the Sun? 
And who fhines now, but Henry’s Enemies ? 
O Phebus! hadi thou never giv’n corfent, 
hat Phaeton fhould check thy ficry Steeds, 
Thy burning Car never had fcorch’d the Earth. 
And Henry, hadit thou fway’d as Kings fhould do, 


























it 
if ! Oras thy Pather, and his Father did, 
i ‘ving no ground unto the Houfe of York, 
| 5 Chey never then had fprung like Summer Flies: 
bar {, and tea thoufand in this lucklefs Realm, 
ti Had left no mourning Widows for our Death, 
fl, And thou this day, hadft kepe thy Chair in Peace. 
Py For what doth cheri(fh Weeds, but gentle Air ? 
ia And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
a Bootlefs are Plaints, and curelefs are my Wounds, 






No way to fly, nor ftrength to hold our flight; 
The Foe is mercilefs, and will not pity : 
For at their Hands I have deferv’d no pity 
| The Air hath got into my deadly Wounds, 
rae And much effufe of Blood doth make me faint - 
ai Come York, and Richard, Warwick, and the ref{t, 
i I ftabb’d your Fathea’s Bofom; iplit my Breaft. | He fainth 
Alarum ana Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, 
| Mountague, Clarence, and Soldiers, 
Abe!) Edw. Now breathe we Lords, good Fortune bids us pawle, 
4 And {mooth the frowns of War with peaceful looks: 

Some Troops purfue the bloody-minded Queen, 
| Tat led calm Henry, though he were a King, 
i As dcth a Sail fill'd with a fretting Guft, — — 
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Commard an Argofieto ftem.the Waves: 
But think you Lords, that Gifford fled with thom 2 
War. No, ’tis impoffible he fhould efcapes 
For though before his Bace | {peak the word, 
Your Brother Richard matk’d him for the Grave; 
And wherefoe’er he is, he’s furely dead, [Clifford groans, 
Rich. Whofe Soul is thar, which takes her heavy leave? 
A deadly groan, like Life and Death’s departing. 
See who it Is, 
Edw. And now the Battel’s ended, 
If Friend or Foe, let him be gently ufed, 
Kich. Revoke that doom of Mercy, for 'tis Clifford; 
Who not contented that he lopp’d the Branch 
In hewing Retland, when his leaves put forth, 
But fet his murth’ring Knife unto the Roor, 
From whence that tender {pray did {weetly (pring; 
I mean your Princely Father, Duke of York, 
War. From off the Gates of York fetch down the head; 
Your Father’s Head, which Chifford placed there : 
Inftead whereof, let his fupply the room, 
Meafure for meafure muft be anf{wered, 
Edw. Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our Houfe, 
That nothing fang but Death to us and ours : 
Now death thall {top his difmal threatning found, 


ty’ And his ill-boading Tongue no more hall {peak, 


War. I think his underftanding is bereft: 
Speak Clifford, doft thou know who {peaks to thee? 
Dark cloudy Death o’er-(hades his Beams of Life, 
And he nor fees, nor hears uss what we fay. 

Kich. O would he did; and fo, perhaps, he doth, 
Tis but his Policy to counterfeit, 
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts 


fi Which in the time of death he gave our Father, 
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Cla. If fo thoy thinkft, 
Vex him with eager words, ‘ 

Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy, and obtain no Grace; 

Edw. Clifford, repent in bootlé{s penitence, 

War. Clifford, devile excufes for thy faults, 

Gla, While we devife fell Tortures for thy Faults: 

Kich. Thou didft love York, and I am Son to York; 

Edw. Thou pitied’ Ratland, | will pity thee, | 
. D M Cla, 
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1672 © rie Third Part of 
Cla. Where’s Captain Margaret, to fence you now ¢ 
War, They mock thee, Clifford, 
Swear, as thou waft wont. 
Rich. What, not an Oath ! Nay, ther the World goes hard, 
When Clifford cannot {pare his Friends an Oath: 
IT know by thet he’s dead, and by my Soul, ? 
If this right hand would buy but twe hours life, 
That I, in all defpight, might rail at him, 
This hand fhould chop it off; and with the iffuing Blood 
Stifle the Villain, whofe unftanched thirft 
York, avd young Rutland, could not fatis fe. 
War. AY; but he’s dead. Off with the Traitor’s Head, 
And rear it inthe place your Father’s ftands, 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England’s Royil King: 
From whence fhall Warwick cut the Sea to France, 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Quea. 
So fhalt thou finew both thefe Lands together, 
And having France thy Friend, thou ‘hale not dread 
The {catter’d Foe, that hopes to rifeagain : 
For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buz to offendthine Ears. 
Fir ft will I fee the Coronation, 
And then to Britany Vl crofs the Sea 
To. effe& this Marriagae, fo it pleafe my Lord, 
Edw. Even as thou wilt, fweet Warwick, let it be; 
For on thy Shoulder do I build my Seat: 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy Counfel and Confent is wanting, 
Richard, ' will create thee Duke of Glo’fter, 
And George of Clarence; Warwick as our {elf 
Shall do, and - as him pleafeth beft. 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, Glo’ 
For Glo'fter’s Dukedom is too aoa pace 
War. Tut, that’s a foolith obfervition: 
Richard, be Duke of Glo’fer : Now to Londoy 
To fee thefe honours in poffeffion, ‘ [ Exel 
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King Henry VI" 1573 
A GIL SEN Et 


Enter Sinklo, and Humphry, with Crofs-bows in their 
Hands. 


Sink, Nder this thick grown brake we’ll fhrowd our felves ; 
For through this Laund anon the Deer will come, 
And in this Covert will we make our ftand, 
Culling the principd of all the Deer. 
flump, Vl {tay avove the Hill, fo both may fhoot. 
Sink, That cannot be, the noife of thy Crofs-bow 
Willi fcare the Herd, and fo my fhoot is loft: 
Here ftand we both, and aim we at the belt, 
And, for the time fhall not {eem tedious, 
Pll tell thee what befel me on a Day, 
In this felf-place, where now we mean to ftand. 
Sink, Here comesa Man, let’s ftay ’till he be paft. 
Enter King Henry with a Prayer- Book. 
K. Henry. From Swtland am I ftol’n even of pure love, 
To greet mine own Land with my wifhful fight: 
No Harry, Harry, *tis no Land of thine, 
Thy place is fill’d, thy Scepter wrung from thee, 
Thy Balm waht off wherewith thou waft anointed, 
No bending Knee will call thee Ce/ar now, 


_ No humble Sutors prefs to {peak for right: 


No; not a Man coms for redrefs to thee; 
For how.can I help them, and not my felf? 

Sink. Ay, here’sa Deer, whofe Skin’sa Keeper's Fee: 
This is the quondam Xing; let’s feize upon him. 

K. Henry. Let me embrace the four Adverfaries, 


, Por wife Men fay, ir is the wifeft courfe, 


Hump. Why linge we? let us lay hands upon him. 

Sink, Forbear a while, we’ll hear alittle more. — 

K. Henry. My Q:e:n and Son are gone to France for aid: 
And, as [ hear, the great commanding Warwick — 


' Isthither gone, to crive the French King’s Sifter 


To Wife for Edward If this news be true, 


 Paor Queen, and Son, your labour is but lofts 
Bor Warwick is a {ubtie Orator ; | 
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solace 
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And Lewis a Prince foon won with moving Words: 
By this account then Afurgaret may win him, 
For the’s a Woman to be pitied much : 
Her fighs will make a batt’ry in his Breaft, 
Fler Tears will pierce intoa Matb:e Heart : 
The Tyger will be mild, whiles fhe doth mourn 5 
And Nero will be tainted with remorfe, 
Yo hear and fee her plaints, her brinifh Tears, 
Ay, but the’s come to beg, Warwick to give: 
She on his ieft fide craving Aid for Henry; 
He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 
She weeps, and fays, her Henry 1s depos’d 5 
He {miles, and fays, his Edward is inftall’d ; 
That fhe poor wretch for grief can fpeak no more: 
Whiles Warwick tells his Title, fmooths the wrongs 
Inferreth Arguments of mighty ftrength, 
And in concfufion wins the King from her, 
With promife of his Sifter, and what elfe, 
To ftrengthen and fupport King Edaward’s Place. 
O Margaret, thus ’twill be, and thou (poor Soul) 
Art then forfaken, as thou went’ft forlorn. 
Alum, Say, what art thou that talk’ft of Kings, and Queens? 
K. Henry. More than I feem, and lefs than I was born to; 
A Mian at leaft, for lefs I fhould not be; 
And Men may talk of Kings, and why not I? 
Hum. Ay, but thou talk’ft as if thou wert a King. 
K. Henry. Why fo I am, in Mind, and that’s enough. 
Finmy. But if thou be a King, where is thy Crown? 
K. Henry. My Crown is in my Heart, not on my Head: 
Not deck’d with Diamonds, and Indian Stones ; 
Not to be feen: My Crown is call’d Content, 
A Crown it ts that feldom Kings enjoy. 
j ot / 
Ham. Well, if you bea King crown’d with Content, 
Your Crown Content, and you muft be contented 
To go along with us. For, as’ we think, 
You are the King, King Edward hath depos’d = 
And we his Subjects, fworn inall Allegiance 
Will apprehend you as his Enemy, 
K. Henry. But did yo never fwear, and break an Oath. 
Hum. No, never fuch an Oath, nor will pot now. 


K. Henry. Where did you dwell when I was King of Eng 
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_ Hum. Here in this Country; where we now remain. 
K. Henry. 1 was anointed King at nine Months old, 
My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings; 
And you were fworn true Subjects unto me: 
And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths 2 
Sink. No, for we were Subje4ts but while you were a King, 
K, Henry. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe a Man? 
Ah fimple Men, you know not what you fwear: 
Look, as I blow this Feather from my Face, 
And as the Air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my Wind when I do blow, 
And yielding to arother when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater guft; 
Such is the lightnefs ef you common Men. 
But do not break your Oath, for of that Sin 
My mild intreaty fhall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the King fhall be commanded, 
And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey. 
Sink. We are true Subje&s to the King, 
King Edward. 
K, Henry. So would you be again to Henry, 
i If he were feated as King Edward is. 
| Sink, We charge you in God’s Name and in the King’s 
To go with us unto the Officers, 
K. Henry. In God’s Name lead, your King’s Name be o- 
And what God will, that let your King perform, _[bey’d, 
, And, what he will, I humbly yield unto. | Exennt. 
) Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, and Lady Gray. 
, K. Edw. Brother of Glo’ffer, at St. Alban’s Field 
This Lady’s Husband, Sir Richard Gray, was flain, 
His Land then feiz’d on by the Conqueror: 
Her fuit is now, to repoflefs thofe Lands, 
, Which we in Juftice cannot well deny, 
' Becaufe in quarrel of the Houfe of York, 
The worthy Gentleman did lofe his Life. 
Glo. Your Highnefs fhall do well to grant her Suits 
It were difhonour to deny it her. 
K. Edw, It were no lefs; but yet I’ll make a paufe. 
| Glo. Yea! is ic fo2 
Tfee the Lady hath a-thing to granr, 
, Before the King will grant her humble Suit. 
, D 4 Clar. 
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Clar. He knows the Game, how true he keeps the Wind? 
Glo. Silence. : 
K, Eaw. Widow, we will confider of your fuits 
And come, fome other time, to know our Mind. 
Gray. Right gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 
May it pleafe your Highnefs to refolve me now. 
And what your plealure is, fhall fatishie me. 
Glo. Ay, Widow! then I'l) warrant you all your Lands, 
And if what pleafes him, fhall pleafe you: 
Fight clofer, or good faith you'll catch a blow. 
Clar. { fear her not, unlefs fhe chance to fall, 
Glo. God forbid that, for he'll take vantages. 
K. Edw. ow many Children haft thou, Widow 2 tell me. 
Clar. | think he means to beg a Child of her. 
Glo. Nay then whip me; he’ll rather give her two. 
Gray. Three, my moft gracious Lord. 
Gio. You fhall have four, if you'll be rul’d by him. 
K, Edw. ’ Twere pity they fhould lofe their Father’s Lands; 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, and grant it then. 
K. Edw, Lords, give us leave, I'll try this Widow’s wit. 
Glo, Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 
*Till Youth take kave, and leave you tothe Crutch. 
K. Edw. Now tell me, Madam, do you love your Children, 
Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love my felf. 
K. Edw. And would you not do muchto doth-m good. 
Gray. To do them good, I would fuftain fome harm, 
K. Edw. Then get yourHusband’s Lands, to dothem good, 
Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majcfty. 
K. Edw. Vil tell you how thefe Lands ate to be cot, 
Gray. So fhall you bind me to your Highnefs Service. 
K, Edw. What Service wilt thou do me, if I pivethem? 
Gray. What you command that refts in me to do. 
K. Eaw. But you will take Exceptions to my Boon. 
Gray. No, gracious Lard, except I cannot do ir. 
K. Edw. Ay, but thou canft do what I mean to ask. 
Gray. Why then I will do what your Grace commandg, 
Glo. He plies her hard, and much Rain wears the Marble. 
Clar. As red as fire! nay, then her Wax will melr. 
Gray. Why ftops my Lord? thall I not hear my Task 2 
K, Edw. An eafie Task, ’tis but to love ; King, 
Gray. That’s foon perform’d, becaufe I am a Subje@. 
Ky Edn)s 
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K.Eaw, Why then, thy Husband’s LandsI freely give thee. 
Gray. I take my leave with many thoufand Thanks. 
Glo. The match is made, fhe feals it witha Curtfie. 
K. Edw. But ttay thee, ’tis the fruits of Love I mean. 
Gray. The fruits of Love, I mean, my loving Liege. 
K, Edw. Ay; but I fear me in another fenfe. 
What Love, think’it thou, I fue fo much to get? 
Gray. My Love’till Death, my humble Thanks, my Prayers. 
That Love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants. 
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean fach Love. 
Gray. Why the you mean not as I thought you did. 
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my Mind. 
Gray. My Mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your Highnefs aims at, if I aim aright. 
K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lye with thee, 
Gray. To tell you plain, I had rather lye in Prifon, 
K, Edw, Why then thou fhalt not have thy Husbana?s 
Lands. 
Gray. Why then mine Honefty thall be my Dower, 
Vor by that Lof £ will not purchafe them. 
K. Edw. Therein thou wrong’ft thy Children mightily. 
Gray. Flerein your Highnefs wrongs both them and me: 
But, mighty Lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadnefs of my Suit; 
Pleafe you difmifs me, either with Ay, or No. 
K. Eaw, Ay ; if thou wilt fay Ay to my requeft ; 
No; if thou doft fay No to my demand. 
Gray. The» No, my Lord; my Suit is at an end. 
Glo. The Widow likes him not, the knits her Brows. 
Clar. He is the blunteft Wooer in Chriftendom. 
K. Edw, Her Looks do argue her repleat with Modefty, 
Her Words do fhew her Wit incomparable, 
All ber Perfections challenge Sovereignty, 
One way or other fhe is for a King, 
And the fha!l be my Love, or elfe my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen? 
Gray. “Tis better faid than done, my gracious Lord; 
T am a Subje& fit to jeft wirhal, 
bur-far unfit to be a Sovereign, 
K, Ed, Sweet Widow, by my State I {wear to thee, 
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I {peak no more than what my Soul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Gray. And that is more than I will yield unto: 
I know [am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
K. Edw. You cavil, Widow, I did mean my Queen. 
Gray. ‘Twill grieve your Grace, my Sons fhall call you 
K. Edw. No more than when my Daughters | Father. 
Call thee Mother, 
Thou art a Widow, and thou haft fome Children, 
And by God’s Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 
Have other fome. Why, ‘tis a happy thing, 
To be the Father unto many Sons: 
Anfwer no more, for thou fhalt be my Queen. 
Glo. The Ghoftly Father now hath done his Shrift. 
Clar. When he was made a Shriver, it was for a fhift. 
K. Edw.. Brother, you mufe what Chat we two have had. 
Glo. The Widow likes it not, for the looks fad. 
K. Edw. You'ld think it ftrange, if I thould marry her. 
Clar. To whom, my Lord? 
K. Edw. Why Clarence, to my felf. 
Glo, That would be ten days wonder at the leaft 
Cia, That’s a day longer than a Wonder Jafts. 
Glo. By fo much is the Wonder in extreams. 
K. Edw. Well, jeft.on, Brothers, I can tell you both, 
Her fuit 1s is granted for her Husband’s Lands. 
Exter a Nobleman 
Nob. My gracious Lord, Heury your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Prifoner to your Palace Gate. 
K. Edw. See that he be convey’d unto the Tower: 
And go we, Brothers, to the Man that took him, 
To qucftion of his Apprehenfion., 
Widow, go you along: Lords, ufe her honourably. 
| Exeunt. 
Manet Gloucctter. 
Glo. Ay, Edward will ufe Women honourably, 
Would he were wafted, Marrow, Bones, and all, 
That from his Loins ro hopeful Branch may {prin ’, 
To crofs me from the golden time I look for:  ~ 
And yet, between my Soul's defire and me; 
The luftful Edward's Title buried, 
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is Clarence, Henry, and his Son young Edward, 

And all the unlook’d for Iffue of their Bodies, 

To take their Rooms e’er I can place my felf: 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe. 

Why then I do but dream on Sovereignty, 

Like one that ftands upon a Promontory, 

And {pys a far-off (hore, where he would tread, 

Wifhing his Foot were equal with his Eye, 

And chides the S:a that funders him from thence, 

Saying, he’ll lave it dry to have his way: 

a0 do I wifh the Crown, being fo far off, 

And fo I chide the means that keep me from it, 

And fo (I fay) I'll cut the Caufes off, 

Flattering me with Impoffibilities ¢ 

My Eye's too quick,my Heart o’er-weens too much, 

Unlefs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 

Well, fay there is no Kingdom then for Richard; 

What other pleafure can the World afford ? 

Pil make my Heaven in a Lady’s lap, 

And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 

And *witch fweet Ladies with my Wordsand Looks. 

Oa miferable thought! and more unlikely, 

Than to accomplith twenty Golden Crowns. 

Why, Love forfworeme in my Mother’s Womb: 

And, for I fhould not deal in her foft Laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with fome Bribe, 

Yo fhrink mine Arm like to a wither’d fhrub, 

To make an envious Mountain on my Back, 

Where fits Deformity to mock my Body ; 

To thape my Legs of an unequal fize, 

To difproportion me in every part: 

Like to a Chaos, or unlick’d Bear whelp 

That carries no impreffion like the Dam. 

And am I then a Man to be belov’d2 

Oh monftrous Fault, to harbour fuch a Thought. 

Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o’er-bear fuch 

Asare of bettcr Perfon than my felf ; 

Ill make my Heaven to dream upon the Crown, 

And whiles I live account this World but Hell, 

Until this-mif-thap’d Trunk that bears this Head, 
Be 
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Be round impaled with a glorious Crowne 

And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 

For many Lives ftand between me and home: 

And I, like one loft in a thorny Wood, 

That rents the Thorns, and is reat with the Thorns, 
eeking a wiy, and ftraying from the way, 

Not knowing how to find the open Atr, 

But toiling defperately to find it out, 

Torment my felf to catch the Exgli/b Crowns 

And from that torment I wili free my felf, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody Ax. 

Why I can fmile, and murther whales I file, 

And cry, Content, to that which grieves my Heart, 

And wet my Cheeks with artificial Tears, 

And frame my Face to all Occafions. 

Vii drown more Sailors than the Mermaid fhall, 

Vil flay more Gazers than the Bafilisk, 

I'l] play the Orator as well as Neffor, 

Deceive more flily than Ud)/fes could, 

And like a Sizon, take another Troy. 

I can add Colours to the Camchon, 

Change fhapes with Proteas for Advantages, 

And f{-t the murtherous AZatchevil to School. 

€an I do this, and cannot get a Crown? 

Tut, were it farther off, Vl plack it down. [ Exit. 


SCENE ‘Ik 


Flouri fh. Enter King Lewis, Bona, Bourbon, Prince of 
Wales, Queen Margaret, and the Far of Oxford. Lewis 
fits, and rifeth Up again, | 


K. Lew. Fair Queen of England, worthy A¢argaret, 
Sit down with us; it ill befits thy State, 
And Buth, that thou fhould’ft ftand, whiles Lewis fits. 
Queen, NO, mighty King of France, now Adargaret 
Muit ftrike her Sail, and leara a while ro ferve, — 
Where Kings command. I was, | muft confefs, 
Great Albion’s Queen, in former golden Days: 
But now mifchance hath trod my Title down, 
And with difhonour laid me on the Gronud, 
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Where I mutt take like feat unto my Fortune, 
And to my humble feat confirm my {elf. 
K. Lew. Why fay, fair Queen, whence {prings this deep 
defpair ? 
Queen. From fuch a caufe as fills mine Eyes with Tears, 
And ftops my Tongue, while Heart is drown’d in Cares. 
K. Lew. Wiate'er it be, be thou ftill like thy felf, 
And fit thee by our fide, | Seats her by him. 
Yicld not thy Neck to Fortune’s yoak, 
Buc iet thy dauntlefs Mind ftill ride in triumph 
Over all mifchance, 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy Grief, 
It fhall be eas'd, if France can yield relief. 
Queen, Thole gracious Words revivemy drooping Thoughts, 
And give my Longue-ty’d Sorrows leave to {peak, 
Now therefore be it known to Noble Lows, 
That Henry, fole poffeffor of my Love, 
Is, of a King, become a banith’d M in, 
And forc’d to live in Scotland 3 Forlorn; 
While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of York, 
Uturps the Regal Title, and the Seat 
Of England’s true anointed law ful King, 
This 1s the Caufe thar I, poor Adargarer, 
With this my Son Prince Edward. Henry's Heir, 
Am come to crave thy juft and lawful Aid: 
And if thow fail us, all our hope is done, 
Scotland hath Wiil to help, but cannot help: 
Our People, and our Peers, are both mif-led, 
Our Treafure feiz’d, our Soldiers put to flight, 
And, as thou feeft, our Selves in heavy plight. 
K. Lew, Kenowned Queen, with Datience calm the Storm 
While we bethink a means to break it off 
Queen. The more we ftay, t 
K. Lew. The more } {tay, 
Oueen. O, but Im Patience 
And fee where come 


2 
he ftronger grows ‘our Foe, 
the more I'll {uccour thee. 
waiteth On true Sorrow. 
s the breeder of my Sorrow. 
Exter Warwick, 
K. Lew, What's he approacheth boldly to our prefence? 
Oxeen, Our Ear! of Warwick, Edward's greatett Friend, 
_ K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee to 
France ? ee | 41 descends. She arifeth. 
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Oueen. Ay, now begins a fecond Storm to rife, 
For this is he that moves both Wind and Tide. 
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed Friends 
I come (in Kindnefs and unfeigned Love) 
Firft to do greetings to thy Royal Perlon, 
And then to crave a League of Amity; 
And laftly, to confirm that Amity 
With Nuptial Knor, if thou vouchfafe to grant 
That vertuous Lady Bona, thy fair Sifter, 
To England's King in lawful Marriage. 
Queen. lt that go forward, Hezry’s hope is done, 
War. And gracious Madam, | Speaking to Bota. 
In our King’s behalf, 
I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kifs your Hand, and with my Tongue 
To tell the paflion of my Sovereign’s Heart; 
Where Fame, late entring at his heedful Ears, 
Hath plac’d thy Beauty’s Image, and thy Virtue, 
Queen, King Lewis, and Lady Bova, hear me {peak, 
Before you an{wer Warwick, His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honeft Love, 
But from Deceit, bred by Neceflity : 
For how can Tyrants fafely govern home, 
Unlefs Abroad they purchace great Alliance ? 
To prove him Tyrant, this reafon may fuffice, 
T hat Henry liveth ftill; bute were he dead, 
Yet here Prince Edward ftands, King Elenry’s Son, 
Look therefore Lewis, that by this League and Mariage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger and Difhonour: 
For though Ufurpers {way the Rule a while, 
Yet Heavens are juft, and Time fuppreffeth Wrongs. 
War. Injurious AZargaret. 
Prince. And why not Queen, 
War. Becaufe thy Father Henry did ufurp, 
And thou no more art Prince than fhe is Queen, 
Oxf. Then Warwick difannuls great Fobn of Gaunt, 
Which did fubdue the greareft part of Spain; 
And after John of Gawst, Henry the Fourth, 
Wofe Wifdom was a Mirror to the wileft ; 
And after that wife Prince, ficnry the Fifth, 
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Who by his Prowefs conquered all France: 
From thefe our Henry lineally defcends, 
War. Oxford, how haps it in this {mooth Difcourfe, 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loft 
All that, which Henry the Fifth had gotten 5 
Methinks thefe Peers of France fhould {mile at that. 
But for the reft; you tell a Pedigree 
Of threefcore and two Years, a filly time 
To make prefcription for a Kingdom’s worth. 
Oxf. Why Warwick, canft thou fpeak againft my Liege 
Whom thou obey’dft thirty and fix Years, 
And not bewray thy Treafon with a bluth 2 
War, Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falfhood with a Pedigree? 
For fhame leave Hexry, and call Edward King. 
Oxf. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to Death? and more than fo, my Father, 
Even in the downfal of his méllow’d Years, 
When Nature brought him to the door of Death? 
No Warwick, no; while Life upholds this, Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houfe of Lancafter. 
Wars And I the Houfe of York, 
K. Lew. Queen ALargaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford 
Vouchfafe at our requett, to ftand afide, 
While I ufe farther Conference with Warwick. 
| They ftand aloof. 
Queen, Heavens grant that Warwick’s Words bewitch him 
not. 
K. Lew. Now Warwick, tell me even upon thy Confcience, 
Is Edward your true King? forI were loth 
To link with him that were not lawful chofen. 
War. Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mire Herour. 
K. Lew, But is he gracious in the People’s Eyes? 
War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 
K. Lew. Then further; all diffembling fet afide, 
Tell me for truth, the meafure of his love 
Unto our Sifter Bona. 
War. Such it feems, 
As may befeem a Monarch like himfelf: 
My {elf have often heard him fay and fwear; 
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That this his Love was an external Plant, 
Whereof the Root was fix’d in Virtue’s:ground, — 
The Leaves and Fruit maintain’'d with Beauty’s Sun, 
Exempt from Envy, but rot from Difdai, 
Unlefs the Lady Boxa quit his pain. 
K. Lew. Now Sifter, let us hear your firm refolve, 
Bona. Your grant, or your denial, fhall be mine. | 
Yet I confefs, that often e’er this Day, | Speaks to Warwick, 
When Lhave heard your King’s defert recounted, 
Mine Ear hath tempted Judgment to delire. 
K. Lew. Then Warwick, this: 
Our Sifter thall be Edward's. 
And now forthwith fhall Articles be drawn, 
Touching the Jointure that your King muft make, 
Which with her Dowry fhall be counterpois’d, 
Draw near, Queen AZargaret, and be a witnefs, 
That Boxa thall be Wife to th’ Exglifh King. 
Prince. To Edward, but not to the Exglifh King. 
Queen. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device, 
By this Alliance to make void my Suit; 
Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry’s Friend. 
K. Lew. And ftill is Friend to him and Margaret 3 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edward’s good Succels ; 
Then "tis but reafon that I be releas’d 
From giving Aid, which late I promifed. 
Yet fhall you have all kindnefs at my Hand, 
That your Eftate requires, and mice can yield, 
War. Henry now lives in Scotiand at his cafe, 
Where having nothing, nothing can he Jofe. 
And as for you your felf, our guondam Queen, 
You have a Father able to maintain you, 
And better;it were you troubled him, than France. 
Queen, Peace impudent and fhamelefs Warwick, peace, 
Proud fetter up, and puller down of Kings, 
I will not hence, “till with my Talk and Tears 
(Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy fly Conveyance, and thy Lord’s falfe Love, 
Poft blowing a thine 
For both of you are Birds of fat Pi Stabe. ie —_ 
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K. Lew. Warwick, this is fome Poft to us, or thee. 
Exter a Poff. 

Poft. My Lord Ambaffador, Fi 
Thefe Letters are for you; [Zo Warwick. 
Seat from your Brother, MarquelS Afontague. 

Thefe from our King unto your Majefty. | To K. Lew: 
And Madam, : thefe for you, [ Zo the Queen. 
From whom I know not. | They all read their Letters. 

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miftrefs 
Smiles at her News, while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince. Nay, matk how Lewis ftamps as he were nettled. 
I hope all’s for the beft, 

K. Lew, Warwick, what are thy News? 

And yours, fair Queen? | 

Queen. Mine fuch as fiJls my Heart with unhop’d Joys. 

War. Mine full of Sorrow, and Heart’s Difcontent. 

K. Lew, What | has your King Married the Lady Graj 2 
And now, to footh your Forgery and his, 

Sends me a Paper to perfwade me Patience? 
Is this Alliance that he feeks with France? 
Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner # 

Queen. I told your Majefty as much before: 

This proveth Edward's Love, and Warwick’s Honefty. 

War, King Lewis, I here proteft in fight of Heaven; 
And by the hope I have of Heav’nly Blifs, 

That [ am clear from this Mifdeed of Edward's ; 
No more my King ; for he difhonours me, 
But moft himfelf, if he could {ee his Shame. 
Did I forget, that by the Houfe of Tork 
My Father came untimely to his Death? 
Did I let pafs th’ abufe done to my Nicce? 
Did I impale him with the Regal Crown 2 
Did [ put Henry from his Native Right ¢ 
And am I guerdon’d at th: laft with Shame ? 
Shame on himfelf, for my Defert is Honour. 
And to repair my Honour loft for him, 
I here renounce him, and return to Henry. 
My Noble Queen; let former grudges pafs, 
And henceforth I am thy true Servitor: 
I will revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, 
And replant Henry in his former ftate: 
Son, Py & Queens 
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turn’d my Hate to Love, 


ihe nds of 


ke to Land them on 
ce the Tyrant from his 5 

*Tis hot his new le Brice ih 
And as for ¢ 
H.'s very likels n 
For matching more for wan 1 Luft 
Or than for ftrength and “hfe ty + of our Ds untry. 

Bona. Dear Brotner, how fhall Bona be reveng’d, 
But by thy help to this diftrefled Queen ¢ 

Oxncen. Renowned Prince, how fhall poor Henry lives 
Unilefs thou refcue him from foul defpati ? 
B quarrel, and this Exili fb Oucen’s are ones 
: fsir Lady Boza, joins with yours. 
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You thall have Aid. 
Outen. Let me give humble thanks for all at once? 
Lew. Then England's Meflenger, retura in Pot, 
ind tell falfe Edpard. thy fuppofed Kine, 
That Lewis of France, ts fen nding over Maske ers 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
Thou feeft what’s pait, g Bicy rthy King withal. 
Bova. Tell him, in hep Fe ‘il prove a Widower fhortly, 
I wear the Willow Garl Mea for his fake. 
Queen. Tell him, my mournin S weeds are laid afide, 
And 1 am ready to put Armor on 
War. Tell him from me, ‘that he hath done me wrong, 
And there fore I'll Uncrown him e’er’t be long, 
bere’s thy Reward, be gone, | Exit Poft. 
K. Lew. But Warssick, 
Thou e Oxford, with five thoufand Men 
Shall crefs the Seas, and bid falfe Edward Batte} : 
And as ceils ferves, this Noble Queen 
And Prince fhall follow with a frefh Supply, 
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Yet e’er thou go, but anfwer me one doubt ; 
What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty 2 
War. This fhall affure my codftant Loyalty, 
_. That if our Queen and this young Prince agree, 
Filey 74) join my eldeft Daughter, and my Joy, 
To him forthwith, in holy Wedlock Bands, 
Queens Yes, I agree, and thank you for your Motion. 
Son Edward, the is Fair and Virtuous, 
Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Warwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irrevocable, 
That only Warwick's Daughter thall be thine, 
Prince. Yes, I accept her, for the wel] deferves it, 
And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand. 
| He gives his Hand to Warwick. 
et = KK. Lew, Why ftay we now ? thefe Soldiers fhall be levy’d, 
And thou Lord Bourbon, our High Admiral, 
mit Shale waft them over with our Roya! Fleer, 
I long *til] Edward fall by War’s Mifchance, 
reot For mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 
Ou [Exeunt. Manet Warwick, 
Mat War. T came from Edward as Ambaffador, 
But return his fworn and mortal Foe : 
Matters of Marriage was the charge he gave me, 
ue) But dreadful War thall anfwer his demand. 
ol, Had he none elfe to make a ftale but me? 
Then none but T, fhall turn his Jeft to Sorrow. 
I was the chief that rais'd him to the Crown, 
And I'll be chief to bring him’ down again: 
Not that I pity Henry's Mifery, 
, Bue feek Revenge on Edward's Mockery. [ Exit. 


fide 


A.C FT ty. SCENE I, 
Enter Gloucefter, Clarence, Somerfet and Montague. 


wi! 
Glo, N° W tell-me, Brother Clarence, what think you 
t Of this new Marriage with the Lady Grayé 
Hath not our Brother made a worthy choice? 
Clar. Alas, you Know, ‘tis far from hence to Frante, 
How could he tay ‘till Warwick made return 7 


z Som: 


wie 


=F 


= oe 


ee 


= ere 


eee 


Le Lee ee | ep | 


ne ee ame 


Fe rere 


Sle ee 
“BS Pew —— ~ 
7s 


SSS 


nein agit 
“ye 


Oe ee ee. 
oo. 


—————-s 


te 


| 
I 
i} 
{ 


A Te ee ye 


> >i 
awe ete rennees —- 


a 


ee 
EE 





Si WERT ci as ‘ 












: 





The Third Part of 








it 1538 
| i} Som. My Lords, forbear this talk - Here comes the King, 
na Flourifb. Enter King Edward, Lady Gray as Queen, Pem- 





ford, and Haftings : Four ftand on one fide, and 





brook, Sta 


| Bi four on the other. é 
1 Glo. And his: well-chofen Bride. 


Ht | Clar; I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 
Wh K. Edw. Now, Brother of Clarence, 
Le How like you our Choice, 
fe That you ftand penfive as half Malecontent ¢ 
Clar; As well as Lewis of France, 
Or the Earl of Warwick, 
Which are fo weak of Courage, and in Judgment, 
That they’ll take no offence at our Abufe. 
K. Edw. Suppofe they take offence without a caufes 
} They are but Lewwzs and Warwick, { am Edward, 
iW Your King and Warwick's, and muft have my will. 
u Glo. And you fhall have your will, becaufe our King} 
Yet hafty Marriage feldom proveth well. 
K. Edw. Yes, Brother Richard, are you offended toot 
Glo, Not 13 no: 
if God forbid that I fhould with them fever'd 
4 W hom God hath join’d together. 
Ay, and ’twere pity to funder them. 
That yoak fo well together. 
K. Edw. Setting your Scorns, and your miflike afide, 
Tell me fome Reafon, why the Lady Gray 
Should not become my Wife, and England’s Queen ? 
And you too, Somer [et and Montague, 
Speak freely what you think. 
Clar. Then this is my Opinion ; 
| That King Lewis becomes your Enemy, 
he For mocking him about the Marriage 
a Of the Lady Bona. 
Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now difhonoured by this new Marriage. 
K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be appeas! 
By fuch invention as I can devife 2 
Mont. Yet to have join’d with France in fuch Alliancé 
Would more have ftrength’ned this our Commonwealth, 
*Gainft foreign Storms, than any homc-bred Marriage. 
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England is fafe, if true.within it felf 2 


eer 


King Henry VI. is 89 
Haft. Why, knows not Adonrague that of it felf 


Mont, Yes, but the fafer, when ’tis back’d with France, 
Haft. ’Tis better ufing France, than trufting France. 
Let us be back’d with God, and with the Seas, 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 
And with their HeJps only defend our felves: 
in them, and in our felves, our fafety lyes. 
Clar. For this one Speech, Lord Haffings well deferves 
To have the Heir of the Lord Hungerford. 
K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will and grant, 
And for this once my Will thall ftand for Law. 
Glo. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done well, 


To givethe Heir and Daughter of Lord Scales 


" Unto the Brother of your loving Bride; 


She better would have fitted me or Clarence ; 


But in your Bride you bury Brotherhood. 


Clar. Or elfe you would not have beftow’d the Meir 
Of the Lord Bouvill on your new Wife’s Son, 


' And leave your Brothers to go {peed elfe where. 


K. Edw. Alas, poor Glarence; is it fora Wife 
That thou art Malecontent ? I will provide thee, 
Clar. In chufing for your. felf, 
You fhew’d your Judgment; 


_ Which being thallow, you fhall give me leave 


=> 


—— 
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' To play the Brother in mine own behalf; 


And to thit end, I fhort y mind to leave you. 
K, Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King; 
And not be ty’d unto his Brother’s will. 
La. Gray. My Lords, before it pleas’d his Majefty 
To raife my State to Title of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you muff all confefs, 
That I was not ignoble of Defcenr, 
And meaner than my felf have had like fortune, 
But as this Title honours me and mine, 
90 your diflikes, to whom { would be pleafing, 
Do clond my Joys with Danger, and with Sorrow. 
K. Edw. My Love, forbear to fawn upon their Frowns ; 
What Danger, or what Sorrow can befall thee, 
So long as Edward is thy conftant Friend, 


Aid their true Soveraign, whom they muft obey ? 
E 3 Nav. 
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Y, whom they fhall obey, and love thee too, 
ihe f they 1e4 LL foe hatred at my Hands: 
Hh Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe, 
i And they thall feel the Vengeance of my Wrath. 
Glo. I hear, yet lay not much, but think the more, 
3 Enter a Poff. 
K. Edw. Now Meflinger, what Letters, or what News 
from France 2 
LF Poff. My Sovereign Liege, no Letters, and few Words, 
But fuch as I (without your {pecial pardon) 
Dare not relate. 
K. Edw, Go too, we pardon thee: 
Therefore, in brief, tell their Words; 
As near as thou canft suefs them. 
What anfwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters ? 
Poft. At my depart thele were his very Words; 
Go tell falfe Edward, thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending over Miaskers, 

















} To revel it with him, and his new Bride. 
if K. Eaw. Is Lewis fo brave? belike he thinks me Henry, 
But what faid Lady. Boua to my Marriage 2 





ee i: Pot. Thefe were her Words, utter’d with mild Difdain: 
Tell him, in hope he’l] prove a Widower fhoitly, 

Vil wear the Willow Garland for his fake 

K. Edw, I blame not her, the could fay little lefs; 

| She had the wrong. But what faid Henry's Queen? 

2 For fo I heard that the was there jn place. 

8 Vly Poff. Teil him (quoth fhe) 

ie My mourning.Weeds are done, 

. And J am ready to put Armour on. 























Te K. Edw. Belike the means to Play the Amazon. 

| But what faid Warwick to thefe [njuries ? 

| bi Poff. He, more Incens’d againft your Majefty 
a Than all the reft, difcharg*d me with thefe Words; 
j te Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
ip il And therefore Pll un 


crown him e’er’t be long, 










' K. Edw, Ha? durft the Trattor breath- out fo proud 
Well, © will arm me, being thus fore-Warn'd : | Words? 
They thall have Wars, and pay for their Prefumption, 
i i, But fay, is Warwick Friends with Margaret ? 
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Poff. Ay, gracious Sovereign, 

They are fo link’d in Friendthip, 

That young Prince Edsard marries Warwick's Daughter, 
Clare Belike the elder ; 

Clarence will have the younger, 

Now Brother King farewel, and fit you faft, 

For I will hence to ‘Warwick's other Daughter, 

That though I want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 
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You that love me, and Warwick, follow me. 
| Exit Clarence, and Somerfet follows, 
Glo. Not [: 
My Thoughts aim at a further Matter : 
I ftay not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. [-Afde. 
K. Edw. Clarence and Somerfet | oth gone to Warwick? 
Yet I am arm’d againft the worft can happen; 
Aud hafte is needful in this defp’rate Cafe. 
Pembrook and Stafford, = uin our behalf 
Go levy Men, and make prepare for War ; 
They are already, or quickly will belanded : 
My {elf in Perfon will ftraight follow you. 
[ Exit Pembrook avd S:afford. 
But eer I go, Hajftings and AMontague 
Refolve my doubt, you twain of allthe reft 
Are near to | Warwick; by Blood and by Alliance; “3 
Tell-me, if you love Warwick more than me; 
If it. be fo, then both depait ti him : 
I rather with you Foes than hollow Friends. 
Butif you micd to hold your true Obedience, 
Give me Affurance with fome friendly Vow, 
That I may never have you in {ufpect. 
Mon. So God help Adontague, as he proves true. 
Haft. And Haftings, as he favours Edward's Cautes 
K. Edw. Now, Broth: t Richard, wiil ye ftand by us? 
Glo. Ay, in defpight of .all that thall withftand you. 
K. Edw. Why 0; then am I fure of ViGtory. 
Now therefore let us hence, and lofe no hour, 
Till we meet Warwick, with his Foreign Power. 
[ Exeunt. 
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Exter Warwick and Oxford in England, with French 
| Soldiers. 
ele War. Truft me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
Wal The common People by numbers fwarm to us. 

Enter Clarence axd Somerfet. 

But fee where Somer/er and Clarence come} 
Speak fuddenly, my Lords, are we all Friends? 

Clar. Fear not that, my Lord. 

War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick, 
i And welcome Somerfet: I hold it Cowardize, 
tr Fo reft miftruftful, where a Noble Heart 
Hath pawn’d an open Hand, in fign of Love: 
Elfe might I think, that Clarence, Edward's Brother, 
Were but a feigned Friend:to our Proceedings, 
But welcome {weet Clarence, my Daughter thall be thine, 
And now, what refts? bur ip Night's Coverture, 
Thy Brother being carelefly encamp’d, 
ii | His Soldiers lurking in the Town about, 

| And but attended by a fimple Guard, 

i We may furprize and take him at our pleafure, 

big Our Scouts have found the Adventure very eafic: 
a That as Ulyffes, and {tout Diomede 
ie With flight and manhood ftole to Rhefus’ Tents, 
q And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Stecds; 
So we, well covered with the Night’s black Mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edward's Guard, 
And feize himfelf: { fay not, flaughter him, 
For L intend but only to furprize him. 
a You that will follow me to this Attempr, 


» Applaud the Name of Henry, with your Leader. 

































P U7 hey all cry Henry. 
ae Why thea, kt’; on Our way to filent fore, 

ve For Warwick and his Friends, God and Saint George. 

a eae | Exeunt. 
i Eater the Watchmen to Luard the King’s Tent. 







| i 1 Watch, Come on, my Mafters, each Man take hisStand, 

ihe The King by this has {-t him down to fleep, 

Hi 2 Watch. What, will he not t Bed? 
i 1 Warch. Why no; for he hath made fokmn Vow 

Hi Never to lye and take his batural Reft, : 

Hit “Till Warwick, or himfelf,, be quite fuppreft: 











2 Watch, 
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2 Watch. To morrow then belike fhall be the Day, 
ItWarwick be fo near as Men report. 
3 Watch. But fay,1 pray, what Nobleman is that, 
That with the King here refteth in his Tent2 
I Watch. ’TistheLord Haftings, the King’s chiefeft Friend, 
3 Watch. ©, isit fo? but why commands the King, 
That his chief Followers lodge in Towns about him, 
While he himfelf keeps in the cold Field 2 
2 Watch.’ Vis the more Honour, becaufe the more dangerous. 
3 Watch. Ay, but give me worthip and quietnefs, 
E hike it better than a dangerous Honour. 
If Warwick knew in what Eftate he ftands, 
"Tis to be doubted he would waken him. 
t Watch. Unlels our Halberds did (hut up his Paffage. 
2 Watch, Ay; wherefore elfe guard we this Royal Tent, 
But to defend his Perfon from Night-foes 2 
Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, avd French 
Soldiers, filent all. 
War, This is his Tent, and fee where ftands his Guard: 
Courage, my Mafters: Honour now or never: 
But follow me, and Edward thall be ours. 
1 Watch. Who goes there ? 
2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieft. 
| Warwick and the reft cry all, Warwick, Warwick, and fet 
apon the Guard, who fly, crying, Arms, Arms, Warwick 
ana the reft following them. 
The Drum beating, and Trumpets founding. 
EnterWarwick, Somerfer, and the reft, bringing the King out 
ina Gown, fitting in a Chair; Glo’fter ana Hattings flying 
over the Stage. 
Som, What are they that fly there? 
War. Richard and Flaftings, let them go, here is the Duke. 
K, Edw. The Duke! 
Why Warwick, when we parted 
Thou cali’dft me King? 
War. Ay, but the cafe is alter'd. 
When you difvrac’d me in my Embaffade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of York. 
Alas, how thould you govern any Kingdom, 
That know not how to ufe Ambaffadors, 
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Nor how to be content ted with one Wife, 
Nor how to ufe your Brothers brotherly, 
Now how to Rudy for the People’s Welfare, 
Wor how to fthrowd your felf from Enemies. 

K, Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 
Art thou here too 
Nay then I fee, that a ay rd roult pact Ws 


. 5 


Yet Warwick, - defpight of al] Mifchance, 
Of thee it ‘4 nd si thy Com) hes eSy 
Edward wii| alw ays bear t himle! fas Kine: 
Though Fortune’s Malice o ee my State, 
My Mind exceeds the Compais of he: W h eel. 
War. Then fos a4 Mind be Edward Englana’s King, 
Takes off bis Crown. 
But Henry now fhall wear the Exglifh Crown, 
And be true Kirg indeed; thou buc a Shadow. 
My Lord of Somerfer, at my ¢ 
See that forthwith Duke Edw 
Unto my Brother Archbifhop of Yorr: 
When I have fought with Pembrook, an 
Til follow you, and tell what anfwer 
Lewis and the La ly Bosa fend to him 
Now for a while farewel good Duke o Fork: 
| They lead him ont forcibly. 
K. Edw. What Bates impofe, that Men muft needs abide; 
T¢ boors not to refift both Wind and Tide. | Exeuat 
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to Loxdox with our Soldiers? 
War. Ay, that’s the firft thing that we have to do, 
To free King Henry from Imprifonmenr, 
And fee him feated in the Regal Throne. [ Exeunt. 
Exter Rivers, and the La dy Gray. 
Riv. Madam,, what makes you in this fudden change ? 
La. Gray. Why Brother River $, are you vet to learn 
W Rat late Misfortune has befaln King Elward? 
_ Riv. What! lofs of fome pitcht Batrel 
Againft Warwick? 
a, Gray. No, but the lofs of his own Roye 2] Perfon. 
‘Riv. Then is my Sov ereion flain ? 
Ia, Gray. Ay, al imoft (lain, for he is taken Pyiforer, 
Kither betray’d by falfhood of his Guard, 
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Or by his Foe furpriz’d at unawares: 
And as I further have to underftand, 
Isnow committed to the Bithop of York. 
Fell] Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe, 
Kiv. Thefe News I mutt confefs are full of Grief « 
Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 
Warwick miy lofe, that now hath won the Diy. 
La. Gray. “Till then fair hope muft hinder Life’s decay. 
And I the rather wean me from Defpair 
For love of Byard’ Cff-fpring in my Womb: 
This is it that makesme bridle in my Paflion, 
And bear with mildnef my Misfortune crof;: 
Ay, ay, for this'I draw in many a Tear, 
And ftop the rifing of Blood-fucking Sighs, 
Left with my Sighs or Tears, I blaft or drown 
King Edward's Fruit, true Heir to th’ Exgli fh Crown, 
Riv, But Madam, 
Where is Warwick then become 2 
La. Gray. I am inform’d that he comes towards London, 
To fer the Crown once more on Henry’s Head : 
Guefs thou the reff, King Edward's Friends muft down, 
But to prevent the Tyrant’s Violence, 
For truft not him thar hath once broken Faith, 
[Whence forthwith ato the San@uary, 
To fave, at leaft, the Heir of Edwara’s Right ; 
There thalll reft fecure from force and fraud: 
Come therefore Jet ys fly, while we may fly, 
Tf Warwick take us, we are fure to die, | Exewne, 
Enter Gloucefter, Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanley. 
Glo, Now m y Lord Haftings, and Sir William Stanley, 
Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into this chiefeft Thicke: of the Park. 
Ihus ftands the Cafe; you know your King, my Brother, 
Is Priforer to the Bifhop here, at whofe Har ds 
He hath good Ufape, and great Liberty, 
And cften but attended with weak Guard, 
Comes hunting this way to difport himfe'f. 
have advertis’d him by fecret Means, 
‘hat if about this hour he make this way, 
Under the colour of his ufual Game, 
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He thall here find his Friends with Horfe and Men, 
To fet him free from his Captivity. . 
Enter King Edward, and a Huat{man with hits. 
Hunt. This way, my Lord, 
For this way lyes the Game. 
K. Edw. Nay this way, Man, 

See where the Huntf{men ftand. 

Now Brother of Glo’fer, Lord Haftings and the reft, 

Stand you thus clofe to fteal the Bithop’s Deer ? 

Glo. Brother the time and cafe requireth hatte, 

Your Horfe ftands ready at the Park-cornere 
K. Edw. But whither fhall we then ? 

Haft. To Lyn, my Lord, 

Ard fhip from thence to Flanders. | 
Glo. Well cueft, believe me, for that was my meaning. 
K, Edw, Stanley, 1 wil requite thy forwardnefs. 

Glo. But wherefore ftay we? ’tis no time to talk. 
K. Edw. Huntifman, what fay'{t thou ? 

Wilt thou go along? 

Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang’d. 
Glo. Come then away, let’s ha’ no more ado. 
K. Edw. Bifhop farewel, 

Shield thee from Warwick's frown, | 

And pray that I may repoffefs the Crown. | Exeunt, 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerfer, young 

Richmond,Oxford, Mountague,and Lieutenant of the Lowel. 
K, Henry. Mr. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends 

Have fhaken Edward from the Regal Seat, 

And turn’d my captive Srate to liberty, 

My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys, 

At our enlargement what are thy due Fees ? 

Liew. Subje&s may challenge nothing of thei: Sov’raignss 

But, if an humble Prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of you Majefly. 

K, Henry. For what, Lieutenant? For well ufing me¢ 

Nay, be thou fure, I'll well requite thy kindnc{s, 

For that it made my Imprifonment a Pleafure: 

Ay, fucha Pleafure, as incaged Birds 

Conceive 3; when afier many moody thoughts, 

At laft, by Notes of Houfhold harmony, 

They quite forget their lofs of Liberty. 
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But Warwick, after God, thou fett’it me free, 
And, chiefly therefore, I thank God, and thee: 
He was the Author, thou the Inftrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortune’s fpight, © * 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the People of this bleffed Land 

May not be punifh’d with my thwarting Stars, 
Warwick, although my Head ftill wear the Crown, 
I here refign my Government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy Deeds. 

War. Your Grace hath ftill been fam’d for virtuous, 

And now may feem as wife as virtuous, 

By {pying and avoiding Fortune’s Malice, 

For few Men rightly temper with the Stars: 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the fway, 

To whom the Heav’ns in thy Nativity, 
Adjude’d an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 
As likely to be bleft in Peace and Wer: 

And therefore I yield thee my free confent. 

War. And I chufe Clarence only for Protector. 

K. Henry. Warwick and Clarence, give meboth your Hands, 
Now join your Hands, and with your Hands, your Hearts, 
That no diffention hinder Government: 

I make you both Protectors ox this Land, 
While I my felf will lead a private Life, 
And in Devotion {pend my latter Days, 

To fins rebuke, and my Creator’s praife. 

War. What anfwers Clarence to his Soveraign’s Will? 

Clar. That he confents, if Warzwick yield confent, 
For on thy fortune I repofe my felf. 

War. Why then, though loath, yet muft I be content: 
We'll yoak together, like a double fhadow 
To Henry’s Body, and fupply his Place; 

I mean, in bearing weight of Government, 
While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe. 

And Clarence, now then it is more than needful 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a Traitor, 
And all his Lands and Goods confifcated. 
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ind that Siucceliion be determined, 
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Clare What elfe? qd 
War. Ay, therein Clarence thal] not want his Dart. i 
K. Henry, But with the ori, of all our chief Affairs, 
Let me intrea:, for I co: mand no} 
Ehat Adargaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 
Be fent for, to réturn from Fravce with {peed: 
Bor *till I fee them here, by doubtful fear, 
My joy of liberty is half ec ips d, 
Clar. It fall be done, my Soveraign, with all {peed. 
Ke Henry, My Lord of Somerfez, what Youth is that, 
Of whom you feem to have fo tender care ? 
Som. My Liege, it is young flenry, Earl of Richmond, 
K, flenry, Come hither, England s Hope: 
| | Lays bis Hand on his Head, 


Tor ' : ‘eae - 
4f iecret Powers fuggeft but truth 


ThHivore 
aii a 


To my di yining Thoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Country’s blifs 
, he be . a J a Ju ot ive 
His looks are full of peaceful Miayefty 
Hepes Fe as J} 2 
His Head by Nature fram’d to Wear a Crown, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himfelf 
Likely in time to blef$ a Resa] Throne : 
Make much of him, my Lords; for this is he 
Mutt help you more, than you are hurt by me, 
Enter a Poft, 
War. What news, my Friend? 
Pojt. That Edward is e{caped from your Brother, 
And fled, as he hears fince, to Burguzdy, 
War. Unfavory news; but how made he efcape ? 
Poff. He was convey’d by Richard, Duke of Glo’ fter, 
And the Lord faftings, who attended him 
In fecret ambuth, on the Foret} fide, 
And from the Bifhop’s Huntfmen refcu’d him: 
For Hunting was his daily Exercife, 
War. My Brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
Bat let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide 
A Salve for any Sore, thar may betid>, l Exeunt. 
Manet S imerfer, Ri — 
| amet Jimerier, Richmond, axd Oxford. 
Som. My Lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's: 
For doubtlef Burgundy will yield him help, 
And we fhall have more Wars before’t be long, 
aro ; ‘ nar c 
As Henry’s late Prefaging Prophecy 
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Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Richmond: 

So doth my Heart, mifl-give me, in thefe Confli@s 

What may befal him, to his harm and ours. 

Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worft, 

Forthwith weil fend hence to Britany, 

Till ftorms be paft of civil Enmity. 

Oxf. Ay, for if Edward re-poffefs the Crown, 
°Tis like that Richmond with the reft thall down, 
Som. It fhall be fo; he thall to Britany. 

Come therefore, let’s about it fpeedily. | Exeunt. 
Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Hattings, and-Soldiers. 
K. Edw. Now Brother Richard, Lord Haftings, and the reft, 

Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 

And fays, that once more I fhall enterchange 

My watned State, for Henry’s Regal Crown, 

Well have we pafs’d, and now repafs’d the Seas, 

And brought defired help from Burgundy. 

What then remains, we being thus arriv’d 

From Raven{purgh Haven, before the Gates of York. 

But that we enter, as into our Dukedom? 

Glo, The Gites made fafte 

Brother, I Jike not this, 

For many Men that ftumble at the T hrefhold, 

Are well fore-told, that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw. Tuth Man, aboadments muft notnow affright us: 

By fair or foul means we muft enter in, 

For hither will our Friends repair to us. 
flaft. My Liege, I'll knock once more to fummon them. 

Exter on the Walls, the Adayor of York, and-his Brethren, 
Mayor. My Lords, 

We were fore-warned of your coming, 

And fhut the Gates, for fafety of our felves; 

For now we owe Allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw. But, Mafter Mayor, if Heary be your King, 

Yet Edward, at the leaft, is Duke of York. 

Mayor. Irne, my good Lord, I know your for no lefs, 

K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing butmy Dukedom, 
As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But when the Fox his once got in his Nofe, 

Fie'll foon find means to make the Body follow. 

Haft. 
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Hoff. Why, Mafter Mayor, why ftand you ina doubt? 
Open the Gates, we are King Hexry’s Friends. 
Mayor. Ay, fay you {0% the Gates fhall then be opened, 
| He defcends, 
Glo. A wife ftour Captain, and foon perfuaded. 
Haft. The good old Man would fain that all were well, 
So ’twere not long of him; but being entred, 
I doubt not I, but we fhall foon perfwade 
Both him, and al) his Brothers, unto Reafon. 
Enter the Mayor, aad two Aledrimen. 
K. Edw. So, Matter Mayor; thefe Gates muft notbefhut, 
But in the Night, or in the time of War. 
What, fear not Man, but yield me up the Keys, 
| Takes his Keys, 
For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 
And all thofe Friends, that deign to follow me. 
March. Enxter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers, 
Glo. Brother, this is Sir Fobx Montgomery, 
Our trufty Friend, unlefs I be deceiv’d. 
K, Edw.Welcome, Sir Fohn; but why come youin Arms? 
Mont. To help King Edward. in his time of ftorm, 
As every Loyal Subje@ ought to da, 
K, Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery: 
But we now forget our Title ro the Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedom, 
°Till God pleafe to fend the reft. 
Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 
f came to ferve a King, and nota Duke: 
Drummer ftrike up, and Jet us March away. 
[The Drum begins a March 
K, Edw. Nay flay, Sir Fohn, a while, and we'll debate 
By what fafe means the Crown may be recover’d, 
Mont. What talk you of debating? in few Words, 
If you'll not here proclaim your felf our King, 
Pll leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 
To keep them back, that come to fuiccour you. 
Why thall we fight, if you pretend no Title 2 
Glo. Why Brother, wherefore ftand you on nice pointss 
K. Edw. When we grow ftionger, 
Then we]! make our Claim: 
‘Till chen, “tis Wifdom to conceal our meaning; 


Haft. 
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Haft. Away with ferupulous Wit, now Arms mutt rule. 
Glo. And fearlefs minds climb fooneft unto Crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends, 
XK. Edw. Then be it as you will; for ’tis my right, 
And Henry but ufurps the Diadem. . 
Mont. Ay, now my Soveraign {peaketh like himfelf, 
And now will I be Edward's Champion. 
Haft. Sound Trumpet, Edward-fhall be here proclaim’d : 
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation. [Flouri fh. 
Sold. Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, oc. 
Mont. And whofoe’er gain-fays King Edward’s richt, 
By this { challenge him to fingle Fight, 
| Throws down his Gauntler, 
“ll. Long live Edward the Fourth. 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery ; 
And thanks unto you all. 
If Fortune ferve me, PY requite this Kindne{s. 
Now for this Night, let’s harbour here at Yorks 
And when the Morning Sun fhall raife his*Car 
Above the Border of this Hor'zon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates : 
For well I wot, that Henry is no Soldier. 
Ah froward Clarence, how evil it befeems thee, 
To flatter Henry, and forfake thy Brother ? 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick. 
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not of the Day, 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. | Exeunt. 
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Enter King Henry,’ Warwick, Montague, Clarence, Ox- 
ford, and Somerfet, 
War, What Counfel, Lords? Edward from Belgia, 
With hafty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 
Fath pafs’d in fafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy People flock to him. 
K. Henry. Let’s levy Men, and beat him back again, 
Clar. A little Fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which being fuffer’d, Rivers cannot quench, 
Vor. IV. F W. 
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War. In Warwick fbire 1 have true-hearted Friends, 
Not mutinous in Peace, yct bold in War, 
Thofe will I mufter up; asd thou, Son Clarence, 
Shalt ftir up in Suffulks Norfolk, and ae Kents 
The Knights and Gentlemen, to come with thee. 
Thoa Brother AZontague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicefter fbire thalt find 
Men well inclin’d to: hear what thou command’tt. 
And thou,. brave Oxford, wondrous well belov’d, 
In Oxford fhire fhalt mutter up thy Friends. 
My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 
Like to his Ifland, girt with th Ocean, 
Or modeft Diaz, circled with her Nymphs, 
Shall reft in Lendox, "till we come to him: 
Fair Lords:take leave, and ftand not to reply. 
Farewel my Soveraign. 
K. Henry. Farewel my Heétor, and my Troy's true hope 
Clar. In fign of truth, I kifs your Highnefs Hand. 
K. Henry, Well-minded: Clarence, be thou fortunate. 
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leave. 
Oxf. And thus I feal my Truth, and bid adieu. 
K. Henry, Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague, 
And all at once, once more a happy. farewel. 
War, Farewel, {weet Lords, lew’s meet at Coventry. 
| Exewts 
K. Henry. Here at the Palace will I reft a while. 
Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordthip?2 
Methinks, the Power that Edward hath. in Field, 
Should not be able to encounter mines 
Exe. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 
K. Henry. That’s not my fear, my meed. hath got me fame! 
ET have not ftopt mine Ears to their demands, 
Nor pofted: off their Suits with flow delays, 
My pity hath been Balm to heal their Wounds, 
My mildoefs hath allay’d their fwelling Griefs, 
My mercy dry’d their water-flowing Tears. 
T have not been defirous of their Wealth, 
Nor mach oppreft them with: great Subfidies, 
Nor forward of Revenge, though they much err'd, 
Then why fhould they love Edward more than me? 
No, Exeter, thefe Graces challenge Grace: 
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And when the Lion fawns upon the Lamb, 
The Lamb will never ceafe to follow him, 
| Shout within. 4 Lancafter! a Lancafter! 
Exe, Hark, hark, my Lord, what Shouts are thefe? 
Enter King Edward and his Soldiers. 
K. Edw. Seize on the thame-fac’d Henry, bear him hence, 
And once again proclaim us King of Exgland. 
You are the Fount, that make {mall Brooks to flow, 
Now ftops thy Spring, my Sea fhall fuck them dry, 
And {well fo much the higher, by their ebb, 
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeak. 
[Exit with King Henry. 
And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courfe, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 
The Sun fhines hot, and if we ufe delay, 
Cold biting Winter mars our hop’d-for Hay. 
Glo. Away betimes before his Forces join, 
And take the great grown Traitor unawares: | 
Brave Warriors, march amain towards Coventry. | Exeunt. 
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Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, tayo Meffengers, 
and others upon the Walls, 


War. Here is the Poft that came from valiant Oxford 2 
Flow far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft Fellow 
I Afef]. By this at Dun{more, marching hitherward, 
War. How far off is our Brother Montague? 
W here is the Poft that ‘came from Montague ? 
2 Me. By this at Dasintry, with a puiffant Troop. 
Enter Somervile. 
War. Say Somervile, what fays my loving Son? 
And by thy guefs, how nigh is Clarence now 2 
Somery. At Southam 1 did leave him with his Forces, 
And do expe@ him here fome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum, 
Somery. It is not his, my Lord, here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Warwick. 
F 2 War. 
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War. \Vho fhould that be ? Belike, unlook’d for Friends, 
Somerv. They are at hand, and you fhall quickly know, 
March. Flouri fb. Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, and Soldsers, 
K. Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, and founda Paile, 
Glo. See how the furly Warwick mansthe Wall. 
War. Oh unbid fpight, is {portful Edward come ¢ 
Where flept our Scouts, or how are they feduc’d, 
That we could hear no news of his repair? 
K. Edw. Now Warwick, wilt thou ope the City Gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy Knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg Mercy, 
And he fhall pardon thee thefe Outrages; 
War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces hence, 
Confefs who fet thee up, and pluck’d thee downs 
Call Warwick Patron, and be Penitent, 
And thou fhalt {till remain the Duke of York. 
Glo. I thought at leaft he would have faid the King, 
Or did he make the Jeft againft his will 2 
War, \s nota Dukedom, Sir, a goodly Gift? 
Glo. Ay, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to give : 
Fil do thee fervice for fo good a Gift? 
War." Twas I that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 
K. Edw. Why then °tis mine, if but by Warwick’s Gift 
War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight: 
And Weakling, Warwick takes his Gift again, 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his Subje&, 
K. Edw. But Warwick's King is Edward’s Prifoner: 
And gallant Warwick, do but anfwer this, 
What is the Body, when the Head is off 2 
Glo, Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caft, 
But whiles he thought to fteal the fingle Ten, 
I'he King was flily finger’d from the Deck: 
You left poor Henry at the Bifhop’s Palace, 
And ten to one you’ll meet him in the Tower. 
K. Edw. “Tis even fo, yet you are Warwick till, 
Glo, Come Warwick, 
Take the time, kneel down, knee] down: 
Nay when; ftrike now, or elfe the Iron cools. 
War. Uhad rather chop this Hand off at 4 blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy Face, 
Than bear fo low a Sail, to ftrike to thee. 
K, Edw 








King Henry Vi. 1605 
hy)  X. Edo. Sail how thou canft, 
nS, Fave Wind and Tide thy Friend, 
ny, 2 his Hand, faft wound about thy Coal-black Hair, 
, Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 
e) Write in the Duft this Sentence with thy Blood, 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 
Exter Oxford, with Drum and Colours. 
War. O chearful Colours, fee where Oxford comes, 
Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaffer. 
Glo, The Gates are open, let us enter too. 
K. Edw. So other Foes may fet upon our Backs. 
Stand we in good Array ; for they no doubt 
Will iffue out again, and bid us Battel: 
If not, the City being but of {mall defence, 
We'll quickly rouze the Traitors in the fame, 
War. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help, 
Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours, 
Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancafter. 
Glo. Thou and thy Brother both fhall buy this Treafon 
Even with the deareft Blood your Bodies bear. 
_ _ XK, Edw, The harder match’d, the greater Viory, 
Wg My Mind prefageth happy Gain, and Conqueft. 
mi Enter Somerlet, with Drum and Colours. 
Som. Somerfet, Somerfet, for Lancafter. 
Glo. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somer/et, 
Fave fold their Lives unto the Houfe of York, 
And thou fhalt be the third, if this Sword hold. 
Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 
War. And lo, where George of Clarence {weeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel : 
With whom an upright Zeal to right prevails 
More than the Nature of a Brother’s Love. 
Come Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick call. 
Clar, Father of Warwick, know you what this means? 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee: 
I will not ruinate my Father’s Houfe, 
Who gave his Blood to lime the Stones together, 
And fet up Lancaffer. Why, troweft thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is fo harth, fo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal Inftruments of War 
Againit his Brother, and his lawful King. 
bi P¢ [Perhaps 
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Perhaps thou wilt obje&@ my holy Oath: 
To keep that Oath were more impiety, 
Than Fepthah, when he facrific’d his Daughter. 
Tam fo forry for my Trefpafs made, : 
That to deferve well at my Brother’s Hands, 
I here proclaim my {elf thy mortal Foe: 
With Refolution, wherefoe’er I meet thee, 
CAs i will meet thee, if thou ftir Abroad,) 
To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me. 
And fo proud-hearted Warwick, 1 defie thee, 
And to my Brother turn my blufhing Cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, 1 will make amends: 
And Richard, do not frown upon my Faults, 
For { will henceforth be no more unconftant. 
K. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more beloy’d, 
Dhan if thou never had’ft defery’d my Hate. 
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is Brother-like, 
War. O palling Traiter, perjur’d and unjuft. 
K. Edw. What Warwick, 
Wilt thou leave the Town and fight ? 
Or thall we beat the Stones about thine Kars? 
War. Alas, | am rot coop’d here for defence: 
I will away towards Barner prefently, 
And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou darft. 
K. Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way: 
Lords to the Field ; St. George and ViGory. | Exeunt. 
March, Warwick and his Company follows, 
Alarum and Excurfions. Enter Edward bringing forth Wat- 
wick wounded. 
K. Edw. So, lye thou there;-die thou, and die our fear, 
For Warwick was a Bug that fear’d us all. 
Now Aontagne fit faft, I feck for thee, 
That Warwick's Bones may keep thine Company, [ Exits 
War. Ah, who is nigh ? Come to me, Hriend, or Foe, 
And tell me who is ViGor, York, or Warwick? 
Why ask I that? my mangled Body fhews, 
My Blood, my want of Strength, my fick Heart fhews, 
That I muft yield my Body to the Earth, 
And by my fall, the conqueft to my Foe, 
Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax’s edge, 
Whofe Arms gave fhelter to the Princely Eagle, 
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Uader whofe fhade the ramping Lion fl-pr, 

Whole top-branch over-peer’d ‘fove’s fpreading Tree, 
And kept low Shrubs from Winter’s pow’rful Wind, 
Thefe Eyes, that now are dim’d with Death's black Veil, 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sur, 

To fearch the fecret Treafons of the World: 

The wruikles in my Brows, now fili’d with BI od, 
Were lik’ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres: 

For who liv’é King, but I could dig his Grave ? 
Aod who durft: {mile, w! en Warwick bent his Brow ? 
Lo, now my Glory fmeard in Duft and Blood, 

My Parks, my Walks, my Manors that I had, 

Even now forfake me; and of all my Lands, 

Is nothing left me, but my Body’s length. 
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mn Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Duff? 


And live we how we can, yet die we muff. 
Enter Oxford and Somerfet. 
Sem. Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Lofs again : 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiffant Power, 
Even now we heard the News: Ah, could’ft ‘hou fly. 
War, Why then I would not fly, Ab At ontag ue, 
If thou be there, fweet Brother, take my Hind, 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while. 
Thou lov’{t me not ; for, Brother, if thou didft, 
Thy Tears would wath this cold congealed Blood, 
That glews my Lips; and will not let me {peak. 
Come quickly Azontague, or I am ded. 

Som. Ah Warwick, Montague hath breath’d his laf, 


| And to the lateft gafp, cry’d out for Warrick : 


And faid, commend me to my valiant Brother. 

And more he would have faid, and more he {poke, 

And founded like a Cannon in a Vault, 

That mought not be diftinguith’d; but at laft, 

I well might hear delivered with a Groan, 

O farewel Warwick. 
War. Sweet reft his Soul; 

Fly Lords, and fave your felves, 

For Warwick bids you all farewel, to meet in Heaven. [ Dies. 
Oxf. Away, away, to meet the Queen’s great Power, 


Flere they bear away his Body, | Exeunt. 
F 4 Flouri fh. 
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Flourifo. Enter King Edward ix trimmphs with Gloucelter 
Clarence, and the reft. 

K. Edw. Thus far our. Fortune keeps an upward court, 

And we are erac’d with wreaths of Victory; 
Bur in the midtt of this bright-fhining Day, 

I {py a black fufpicious threatning Cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious Sun, 

L’cr he atrain his eafcful Weftern Bed: 

I mean, my Lords, thofe Powers that the Queen 
Hath rais’d in Gallia, have atriv’d our Coait, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little Gale will {oon difperfe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence It came; 
Thy very Beams will dry thofe Vapours up, 

For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 

Glo. The Queen js valued thirty thoufand {trong, 

And Somer/fet, with Oxford, fled to her ; 
If fhe hath time to breathe, be well -affur’d 
Her Faction will be full as {trong as ours. 

K. Edw, Weare adver.is’d by our loving Friends, 
T hat th y do hold their. com toward Tewksbury. 
We having now the beft at Barner Fyeld, 

Will thither ftraight, for willinenefs rids way, 
And as we march, our ltrength will be augmented, 
In every Country as we go along: 

Sirike up the Drum, cry Courage, and aWay. | Exeunh 
March. Exter the Cseen, Prince of Wales, Somerfet, 
Oxtord, and Soldiers. 

Queen, Great Lords, wife Men ne’er fic and wail their 
But chearly feck how to redrefs their Haims. | Lofi, 
What though the Maft be now blown over-board, 

Ihe Cable. broke, th: holding- Anchor loft, 

And half our Sailois fwallow’d in the Blood ? 

Yet lives our Pilo+ {tili,. Ist meet that he 

Should leave the Helm, and like a fearful Lad, 

With tearful Eyes add Water to the Sea, 

And give more ftrength to that which hath too much, 
Whiles in his moan, the Ship. fplits on the Rock, 
Which Induftry and Courage might have fay’? 
Ah*what a thame, ah wha: a fault were this. 

Days Warwick was our Anchor; what of that 2 
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| And Montague our Top-maft; what of kin? 

, Our flaughter’d Friends, the Tackles; what of thefe? 
_ Why ts not Oxford here another Anchor? 

And Somerfet, another goodly Matt? 

The Friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklines 2 
And though uaski ful, why not Ved and I, 

For once allow’d the skilful Pilot’s Chareez 

We will not from the Helm to fic and weep, 

But keep our Courfe, though the rough Wind fay no, 
From Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waver, as {peak them fair. 

And what is Edward, but a ruthlefs Sea? 

What Clarence, but a Quick-fand of Deceit ? 

And Richard, but a ragged fatal Rock? 

All thefe, the Enemies to our poor Bark, 

~ ~ = — alas, *tis but a while; 

read On the Sand, why there you quickl fink; 

Beftride the Rock, the Tide will wath son off, 
Or elfe you famifh, that’s a three-fold Death. 
his fpeak I, Lords, to let you underftand, 
In cafe fome one of you would fly from us, 
That there’s no hop’d-for Mercy with the Brothers 
More than with ruthlef Waves, with Sands and Rocks 
Why courage then, what cannot be avoided 
| T'were childith weaknefs to lament or han: 
eee: Methinks a Woman of this valiant Spirit 
i Should, if a Coward heard her {peak thefe words 
Infufe his Breaft with Magnanimity, 
| And make him, naked, foil a Man at Arms. 
| I fpeak not this, as doubting any hete: 
For did I but futpe@a fearful Man, 
He fhould have leave to go away betimes, 
Left in our need he might infe@& anothcr, 
And make him of like Spirit to himfelf, 
If any fuch be here, as God forbid, 
Let him depart before we need his help. 

Oxf. Women and Children of fo high a Courage 
And Warriors faint ! why *twere perpetual Shame. 
Oh brave young Prince! thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may’ft thou live 
To bear his Image, and renew his Glocics. 
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The Third Part of 


Som. And he that will not fight for fwcha Hope, 

Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by Day, 

If he arife, be mock’d and wondéer’d at. 
Oxueen. Thanks, gentle Somerfer, {weet Oxford thanks, 
Prin. Aod take bis Thanks, that yet hath nothing elfe, 


~y 
j 


Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. Prepare you, Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore be refolute. | 

Oxf. [thought no lefs; it is his Policy, 

To hafte thus fait, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he’s deceiv'd, we are in readinefs 

Oxucen, This chears my Heart, to fee your forwardnefs, 

Oxf. Here pitch eur Bartel, hence we will not budge. 

March. Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Clarence, 

and Soldiers. 

K. Edw. Brave Followers, yonder {tands the thorny Wood, 
Which, by the Heav’ns Affiltance, and your Strength, 
Muft, by the Roots, be hewn wp yet eer. Night. 

Ineed not add more Fuel to your Fire, 
For well I wot, ye blaze, to burn them out: 
Give Signal to the Fight, and to it, Lords. 
Queen. Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fhould fay, 
My [ears gain-fays for every word I f{peak, 
Ye fee I drink the Water of my Eye: 
Therefore, no more but this; Henry, your Sovereign, 
Is Prifoner to the Foe, his Stare ufurp'd, 
His Realm a Slaughter-houfe, his Subje&s fain, 
His Statutes cancell’d, and his Treafure {pent : 
And yonder is the Wolf, that makes this Spoil. 
You fight in Juftice: Then in God’s Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give Signal to the Fight. 
Alarum, Retreat, Excurfions, 
Enter King Edward, Glocefter, Clarence, &c. The Quen, 
Oxford, and Somerfet Prifoners, 
K. Edw. Now here’s a Period of tumultuous Broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes Caftle ftraight : 
For Somerfet, off with his guilty Head, 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them {peak. 
Oxf. For my part, Vl not trouble thee with words, 
Som. Nor I, but ftoop with Patience to my Fortune, 
| Exeun 


O neen. 
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To meet with Joy in fweet Ferufal 
K. Eaw. 1s Pioclamatio: made, Tirat who finds Edward 
tt Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life 2 
Glo. It 1s, and lo where youthful Edward comes. 
Exter the Prince of \WVales, 
| K. Edw, Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him fpcak 
What? canfo young a Thorn bepin to prick 2 
Edward, what SatisfaGtion cant thou mike, 
For bearing Arms, for {tirring up my Subjeds, 
And all the Trouble thou haft turn'd me to? 


wt Prince, opeak like a Subjc@, proud ambitious York, 


Queen, So part we fidly in this troublous W orld, 


CH2 « 


=—_— 


aro 


7 


i Suppofe that [ am now my Fathers Mouth, 
ni Refign thy Chair, and where | ftand, kneel thou, 
Whilft I propofe the felf-fame words to thee, 
Which, Traitor, thon would’? have m¢ an{wer to, 
fh Oueen. Ah! that thy Father had been fo refolv’d. 
Glo That you might ftil! have worn the Petticoat, 
And ne’er have ftoln the Breech from Lancafter. 
Prince. Let e4/op Fable in'a Winter’s Night, 
His Currith Riddles fort not with his place, 
| Glo. By Heaven, Brat, Pil Plague ye for that word, 
Queen. Ay, thou watt bora to be a Plague to Men, 
Glo. For God’s fake, take away this captive Scold. 
Prince. Nay, take away this {colding Crook-back, rather, 
K. Edw. Peace, wilful Boy, orl will charm your Tongue. 
Cla. Untutor’d Lad, thou art too Malapert. 
Prince, I know my Duty, you are all undutiful: 
Lafcivious Edward, and thou perjur’d George, 
And thou mif-fhapen Dick, I tel] ye all 
I am your better, Traitors.as ye are, 
And thou ufurp’ft my Fathe.’s Right and mine, 
, K. Edw. Take that, thou likenefs of this Railer here, 
| Stabs hi we. 
Glo, Sprawl'lt thou? take that, to-end thy Agony. 
| Rich. tabs him. 
Clar. And thete’s for twicting me with Perjury. 


| Clar. fabs hin, 
Queen, Oh, kill me too! 


Glo. Marry, and hall. | Offers to kill her, 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, fur we have done too much, 
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Glo. Why thould the live, to fill the world with words? 

K. Edw, What 2? doth the {woon? ufe Means for her Re 
covery. | | 

Glo. Clarence, excufe me to the King my Brother: 

I'll henee to London on a ferious Matter, 
E’er ye come there, be fure to hear fome News. 

Clar. What? what? 

Glo. Tower, the Tower. [E it 
Queen. Oh, Ned, {weet Ned, fpeak tothy Mother, Boy. 
Canit thou not {peak.? O Traitors, Murderers! 

They that ftabb’d'Cefar, thed no Blood at all, 

Did not offend, nor were not worthy Blame, 

If this foul Deed were by, to equal it. 

Fle was a Man; this (in refpeét) a Child, 

And Men ne’er fpend their Fury on a Child, 

W hat’s worfe than Murtherer, that I may name it2 
No, no, my Heart will bur ft, and if I fpezk—— 
And I will fpeak, that fo my Heart may burft. 
Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, 

How fweet a Plant have you untimely cropt: 

You have no Children, Butchers; if you had, 
Thethought of them would have ftirr’d up Remorfe; 
But if you ever chance to have a Child, 

Look in his Youth to have him fo cut off, 

As death{men you have rid this fweet young Prince. 

K, Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by force. 

Queen, Nay, never bear me hence, difpatch me here: 
Hear theath thy Sword, Vil pardon thee my Death: 
What? wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou, 

Clar. By Heaven, I will not do thee fo much Eafe. 

Outen, Good Clarence do, {weet Clarence do thou do it 

Clar. Did’ft thoa not hear me {wear F would not do it? 

Qacen, Ay, but thou ufeft to forfwear thy felf: 

* T'was Sin before, but now ’tis Charicy. 
What, wilt thou not? where is that Devil’s Butcher, Richard, 
Hard-favour’d Richard? Richard, where art thou 2 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almfdeed, 
Petitioner for Blood thou ne’er pull’ back, 
K. Eaw. Away, I fay, I charge ye bear her hence, 
Queen. Socometo you and yours, as to this Prince. 
| Exit Queen 
Ks Edw 
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Mvih, X. Edw. Where's Richard gone 2 
ansiory Cla. To London all in poft, and as I cues, 

To make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 

Brotie; KX. Edw. He’s fudden, if aching comes in his head, 

Now march we hence, difcharge the common fort 
ws, Wath pay and thanks, and let’s away to Loxdon, 

And fee our gentle Queen how well fhe fares, 

\By this, I hope, fhe hath a Son for me. [Excunt. 
Mot,  Bxter King Henry, and Glocefter, jt), the Lieutenant 
Yer’ on the Tower Walls, 

,. Glo, Good day, my Lord; what at your Book fo hard 2 
K. Henry. Ay» my good Lord ; my Lord,I fhould fay rather, 

*Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better: : 

Good Glo'ffer, and good Devil, were alike, 

And both prepofterous; therefore, not Good Lord. 
mej? 0 Sirrahs leave us to our felves, we muft confer. 

| | Exit Lieutenant. 

K. Kenry, So flies the wreaklefs Shepherd from theWolf, 
So firft the harmlefs Flock doth yield his Fleece, 
And next his Throat unto the Butcher’s Knife. 
What Scene of Death hath Roffius now to a@? 
, _ Glo. Safpicion always haunts the guilty mind, 
m0 The Thief doth fear cach Buth an Officer, 
K. Henry. The Bird that hath been limed in a Buth, 
., With trembling. Wings mifdoubteth every Bufh; 
iw And I, the helplefs Male to one fweet Bird, 
by Have now the fatal Obj<@ in my Eye, 
em Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught and kill’d. 
ah: Gl, Why what a peevith Fool was that of Creer, 
', chat taught his Son the Office of a Fow/l? 
EE And yet, for all his Wings, the Fool was drown’d, 
tou K, Henry, I, Dedalus; my poor Boy, Jcaras; 
i Thy Father, AZinos, that deny’d our courfe: 
I The Sun that fear’d the Wings of my {weet Boy, 

_ Thy Brother Edward; and thy felf, the Sea; 
ikl Whofe envious Gulf did {wallow up his Life : 

Ah, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words, 

By Breaft can better brook thy Dagger’s point, 

Dhan can my Eyes that tragick Hiftory, 
ms But wherefore doft thou come? Is’t for my Life? 

7 Glo, Think’ft thou I am an Executioner ? 
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16:4 \ The Third Part of 
K. Henry. A Perfecutor I am fure thou art; 
If murthering Innocents be Executing, 
Why then thou arr an Executioner. 
Glo. Viry Son I kill’d for his Prefumptionm. 
K. Henry, Hadft thou been kili’d when firlt thou didi pres 


. 


Thou hadf{t not liv’d <o killa Son of mine: (fume, 
And thus | Prophefie, that many a thoufand, 
Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear, 
And many an old Man’s figh, and many a Widow’s, 
And many an Orphan’s water-ftanding Eye, 
Men for their Sons, Wives for their Husbands fate; 
And Orphans for their Parents timel<fs Death; 
Shall rue the Hour that ever thou. waft born. 
Uhe Owl thrick’d ar thy Birth, an evil fign, 
The Night-Crow cry’d, aboding lucklefs time; 
Dogs how!'d, and hidsous Tempeft fhook down Trees; 
The Raven rook’d her on the Chimney’s top, 
And chattering Pyes in difmal Difcords fung: 
Thy Mocher felt more than a Mother’s Dain, 
And yet brought forth lefs than a Mother’s hope, 
To wit, an indigefted deform’d Lump, 
Nort like the Fruit of fuch a goodly Tree. 
Teeth haft thou in thy Head when thou waft born, 
To fignifie thou cam’ft to bite the World: 
And, if the reft be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam’ ft ————. 
Glo. Vl) hear no more: 
Dic, Prophet, in thy Speech; | Stabs hith 
For this, amongft the reft, was I ordain’d, 
K. Henry. Ay, and for much more Slaughter after this —— 
O God, forgive my Sins, and pardon thee, | Dies, 
Glo. What? will th’ afpiring Blood of Lancafter 
Sink in the ground? [ thought it would have mounted 
S:e how my Sword weeps for the poor King’s death. 
© may fuch purple Tears be alway thed 
From thofe who with the downfal of our Houfe. 
If any fpark of Life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to Hell, and fay I fene thee thither, 
; | Stabs him Again 
I, that hayve-neither pity, love, nor fear, | 
Indeed ’tis true that Heary told me oft 


For 
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| ForT have often heard my Mother fay, 
I came into the World with my Legs forward. 
Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hafte, 
. dnd feek their Ruin, that ufurp’d cur Right? 
t thou The Midwife wonder’d, and the Women cry ds 
O jetus blefs us, he is born with Teeth! 
| And fol was, which Plainly fignified, 
That I thould foarle, and bite, and play the Dog: 
Vidor; Shen fince the Heav’ns have fhap’a my Bady fo, 
Let Hell make crook’d my Mind to anf{wer it. 
ds fy 1 have no Brother, I am like no Brother: 
th, And this word [ Love] which grey Beards call Divine, 
, Bs refident in Men like one another, 
, And not in me: I am my {elf alone. 
ne; Clarence beware, thou keep’f me. from. the lighr, 
wo Tout I wall fort a pitchy Day for thee: 
‘ For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies, 
That Edward thall be fearful of his Life, 
"And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy Death. 
ne King Henry, and the Prince his Son, are gone, 
"" Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the relt ; 
Counting my felf but bad, “till I be beft. 
Vil throw thy Body in another room, 
And triumph, flenry, in thy day of Doom. | Exie. 
Enter King Edward, Oxecen, Clarence, Gloucefter, Han 
fhings, Nurfe, and Attendants. 
K. Edw. Once more we fit on England's Roya! Throne, 
+, Re-purchas'd with the Blood, of Enemies: 
What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumn’s Corn, 
Have we mow’d down in top of all their Pride2 
Phree Dukes. of Somerfet, threefold Renown’d, 
,. Por hardy and undoubted Champions: 
" DPwo Cliffords, as the Father and the Son, 
nolKA nd two Northumberlands; two braver Men 
at Neer {purr’d their Courférs.at the Trumpets found. 
With them, the two brave Bears, Warwick and Adontagne, 
* That in their Chains fetter’d the Kingly Lion, 
And made the Foreft tremble when they roar’d. 
» Thus have we {wept Sufpicion from our Seat, 
w'And made our Bootftool of Security, 
~ome hither, Be/z, and let me kifs my Boy: 


A615 





a 
SE ee 


ee 
Ne SS 
Ore ee ee — 


<= oe 


ate = 


——— 


hott 


f 
i} 
| 
i 
i 
f 
fh 


; 
. 
1) 
">? 


fer th 


en ee 


ee 


Young 





ensiaentib in Fe =< 


Sl oe ee 


' rh The 4A oA an 
1616 © the Third Part, &C. 


Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my felf, 
Have in our Armours watch’d the winter Night, 
Went all a-foot in Summers fcalding heat, 

That thou might’ft repoflefs the Crown 1n peace, 
And of our Labours thou fhalt reap the Gain. 

Glo. Ill blaft his Harveft, 1f your Head were laid, 

For yet I am not Jook’d on in the World. 

This Shoulder was ordain’d fo thick, to heave, 

And heave it fhall fome weight, or break my back; 
Work thou the way, and that fhal! execute. [ Afde, 
K. Edw. Clarence and Glo'fter, love my lovely Queen, 

And kifs your Princely Nephew, Brothers both. 
Clar. The duty that I owe your Majelty, 
I feal upon the Lips of this fweet Babe. 
K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks 
Glo. And that I. love the Tree from whence thou {prang’tt, 
Witnefs the loving Kifs I give the Fruit: 
To fay the truth, fo Fudas kifs’d his Matter, | Afi, 
And cry’d, all hail, when as he meant all harm. 
K, Edw. Now am I feated as my Soul delights, 
Having my Country’s peace, and Brothers loves. 
Clar. What will your Grace have done with Adargaret{ 
Reignier her Father,to the King of France 
Fath pawn’d the Sicils and Ferufalem, 
And hither have they fent it for her Ranfom, 
K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to Fran 
And now what refts, but that we fend the time 
With ftately Triumphs, mirthfal Comick Shows, 
Such as befits the Pleafure of the Court 2 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, farewel fowr Annoy, 
For here, I hope, begins our lafting Joy. | Exeunt ommth 





— 
— 


Ay 


oft 


Un 


4 
J 


if 





fi 


\ ay 
ANTS TST IN LARA) bad 
ARENSON ent 
AION IN| 
EN Gas 
\\ VANS 
AYN eth 
MMA 
NOMA ce 
AVY yea ennee 


DVT ier 
NANA 
AAR 
WA atts ‘ 
Wh Wt NaN 


NY 
NN 
‘ Hays 


BASS 








THE 


‘Lite and Death 


| 
: 





OF 


RICHARD Ul. 


With the Landing of the 


al of RICHMOND, 
AND THE 


BATTEL at Bo/worth Field 


ae 
BERGMAN 
By spent 


4d COAT 
QAG QAR 
DAG 








DRA Eee ea a.ces 


Printed in the Year 1709, 


> _.__ ae 





we 


a OTe 


oe Sate : 
er ee: 


ane ao 


atrerwards Edward V. Sons te Edward 
é/ 
. j IV. 
Clarence, Brother to Edward IV. 
loucefter, Brother to Edward LV. afterwards Kug i 


we 


Duke ef Bucl Ve : 
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Bi); hop of Ely. 
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Sir Richard Ratcliff, 
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Sir James Tyrrel, 4 
Siw William Stanley. 
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Herbert, 
Sir Wm, Brandon, 
Brakenhury, Lientenant of the Tower. 
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Friends tothe Earl of Richmond. 


Dineen to Edward lV. : 

Lucen Margaret, Widow of He Dry VI. 

Anne, Widow of Edward Prince of Wales, Son to Henry VI. aftermards mate 
ried to the Duke of Gloucetter. 

Dutchefs of York, Mother to Edward1iV, Clarence, and Richard III. 


Sheriff, Purfuivant, Citizens, Ghofis of thofe murder’d by Richard Ill 


with Soldiers and other Attendants. 
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Vs OW isthe Winter of our Difcontent, 
ai Made glorious Summer by this Sun of York: : 
: Si And ail the-Clouds that lowr’d upon our 
ra Houfe, 
=) In the deep Bofom of the Ocean bury’d. 
Now are our Brows bound with Vi@orious 
Wreaths, 


Jur bruifed Arms hung up for Monuments ; 

Jur flers Alarums chang’d to merry Mectings ; : 

Jur dreadful Marches to delightful Meefures. 

3rim-vifag’d War hath fmooth’d his wrinkled Front ; 

ind now tnftead of mounting Barbed Steeds, 
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1620 ¢ The Life and Death 


To fright the 

He capers nimbly in a Lady’s Chamber; 
To the la{civious pleafing of a Lute. 
But J, that am noe fhap’d fi 

Nor made to court afl 
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By drunken Prophefics, Libels, and Dreams, 
To fet my Brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate, the one againft the other: 
And if King Edward be as True and Jutt, 
As Tam Subrle, Palle and Treacherous, 
This Day fhould Clarence clofely be mew’d up, 
About a Prophefie,. which fays, that G 
Of Edward's Heirs the Murtherer fhall be, 
Dive Thoughts down to my Soul, here Clarence comes. 
Enter Clarence, and Brakenbury, guarded. 
Brother, good Day; what means this armed Guard 
That waits upon your Grace ? 
Clar. His Majefty, tendiing my Perfon’s fefety, 
Fiath appoined this Condu& to convey me to th Zowere 
Glo. Upon what Caufe2 
Clar. Becaule my Name is George, 
Glo. Alack, my Lord, that Fault is none of yours: 
He fhould for that.commit your Godfathers, - 


O belike, his Majefly hath fome intent, 


























































That you fhould be new Chr; tned in th 
But what’s the Matter, rh,  tbay ri Bet 


2iisQ Mis VV Py 
(ea. Mirae. whew thaw 2 et prorefi 
Clar. y Ca vA (LIA A, id iC ; i Sais a} . Dut i rOCceitL 
4 fe Dipice Pan 10.4: ‘ 
As yet Ido not; but as T can learn, 
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ely. He harkens after Proj heiress and Dreams, 
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And from >. Crofs. row plu Ck: 
And fays a Wizard to!d } atm, that by G, 
His Iffue dither rite d fhoul. d De 
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And for my Name of Georg re Benak with G, 
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Have mov’d his Flighnefs to commit me nc 5 
Glo, "gy Why ¢ Bs it is when M ) a} I'd by W HEN. 

Tis not the na g@ that fends you te the Tower: 

My Lady Gray his Wit. BREESE tis fhe, 

That tempts him to this h tth E xtremity, 

Was it not fie: and thar Ssed Man of W orfhip, 

3rothes r there, 

That made him fend 26 d ne tings to tl 

From whence this Day he is delivered. 

Weare not fafe, Clarence we 4 e not {2fe, 


Clar. By Heaven, I think there is no Man fecure 
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But the Queen’s Kindred, and Night-walkii if Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the Kj eend M iltvefs Saas 
Heard you not whit an humb! Supplianc 
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ay Haftings as for his-d feliv re 
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lil tel] you what, I think it is 6: ir way, 


lt we will kee P in favour with the King, 
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OT o be ‘her Men, and weat her Livery: 

4 ie The jealous o’er. worn Wido: lef and her felf, 


Since that our R rother dub’d them Gentle women 
Are mighty Gollips in our Mone archy. 


= Brak. T befe eech you ar Graces both to pardon me 


wis Mot ajelty hath {tra} gotly given in cha ree, 
T hat no Man ( hall } have f rivate Con fe ren 
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Stud Death 


Is wife and virtuous, and his noble Queen 
a {trock in aes air, and not jealous. 
e fay, that Shere’s i bake ath a pretty Foot, 
Z Chery oes a ot oo bi a pafling pleafing Tongue: 
That the Queen’s Kin are made Gentle- folks. 
How fay you, Sir 2 can you anny all this 2 
With this, my Lord, my felf have nought to do, 
pent ) do with bh Mit trefs Shore? 
Fellow, he t oth nau oht with ra 
t fecretl ly. alone 





yne, my Lord 
Knave-——would’f@ thou betray me? 
ch your Grace 
nd withal forbear 
ith the noble Duke. 
VV € Pa) th y cha a Rha ad L v5 and will obey, 
We are the Quee I byé éts, and i mutt obey. 
: farewe) }, I will unto the King, 
hatfoe er you will emplo: y mein, 
call Kine Edward’s Widow, Sifter, 
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1e¢ Der han you Nn imagine. 
Clay. & know it Peak th neither of us well. 
Gio. Well, your Imprifenment fhall not be lo ong, 
I wil deliver you, or elfe lye for you: 
Mean time have patience. 
Clar. \ muft perforce; farewel. [£x. Brak. Clit 
Go tread the path that thou fhalt ne’er return? 
Simple piain Clarence——I doJove thee fo, 
That I will fhortly fend thy Soul to Pei Q; 
If Heav’n will take the Prefent ac our Hands. 
But who comes here2 the new deliver’d Haftings? 
Exter Lord. Haltings, 
Haff. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. 
Glo. As much unto m y good Lord Chamberlain: 
Well are you we le: me to this open Air, 
How hath your ? ithip | brook’d Fenbrifonihenc? 
Haft. Waith- pe eae ce, noble Lord, as Prifoners muft: 
But | thal} if ‘i mv Lord, to give thems thanks 
That were the caufe of. my Imprifonment, 
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of Richard HI. 1623 


Glo. No doubt, no doubt, and fo fhall Clzrexce too, 
For they that were your Enemies are his, 
And have prevail’d as much on him, as you. 
Haft. More pity, that the Eagles fhould be mew'd, 
Whiles Kites and Buzzards play at Liberty. 
Glo. What News abroad 2 
Haft. No News fo bad abroad as this at home: 
The King is fickly, -weak, and melancholy, 
And his Phyficians fear him mighiliy. 
Glo. Now by St. Fohn, that news is bad indced. 
O he hath kept an evil Diet ] ng, 
And over-much confum’d his Royal Perfon: 
‘Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he, in his Bed 2 
Haft. He is. 
Glo. Go you before, and I will follow yous 


. [ Bxit Haftings. 
‘Te cannot live, I hope ; and mutt pot die, 
Till George be pack’d with poft-horfe up to Heav’a, 
lll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, : 
Which lyes well fteel’d with weighty arguments, 
And if I fail not in my deep: intent, 
Clarence hath not another day tolive: 
Which done, God take King Edward to his Mercy, 
And leave the World for me to buftle in, 
For then, I'l] marry Warwick's youngeft Daughter : 
What though I kill’d. her Husband, and her Far! 
The readieft way to make the Wench amends, 
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_ Is to become her Husband and her Father: 


The which will I, rot all fo much for Love, 

As for another fecret clofe intent, 

By marrying her, which I muft reach unto. 

But yet I run before my Horfe to Market - 

Clarence {till breaths, Edward fii!) lives and reigns, 

Whea they are gone, then muft I count my Gains, | Exée 
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The Life and Death 


3 A Bs od 


Enter the Coarfe of Henry the Sixth, with Halberds to Luard 
it, Lady Anne being the Adfourner. 


Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load, 
If Honour may be fhrowded in 2 Herfe, 
Whilft I a-while obfequioufly lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancafter. 
Poor key-cold Figure of a ho'y King, 
Pale Afhes of the Houfe of Lancafter ; 
Thou bloodlef$ Remnant of that Royal Blood, 
Be it lawful that I invocate thy Ghoft, . 
To hear the Lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughtred Son, 
Stab’d by the felf fame hand that made thef< wounds, 
Eo, in thefe Windows that let forth thy Life, 
I pour the helplefs Balm of my poor Eyes, 
O curfed be the Hand that made thefc holes! 
Curfed the Heart, that had the Heart to do it! 
Curfed the Blood, that let this Blood from hence, 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can with to Wolves, to Spiders, Toads, 
Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives, 
if ever he have Child, abortive be it, 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
Whofe ugly and unatural Afpee, 
May fright the hopeful Mother at the view 3 
And that be Heir to his unhappinefs, 
If ever he have Wife, let her he made 
More miferable by the Death of him, 
Than I am made by my young Lord, and thee. 
Come now towards Chert/ey with your holy Load, 
‘Faken from Paul’s to be interred there. 
And ftill as you are weary of this weight, 
Reft you, whiles I lament King Henry's Coarfe, 
Enter Richard Duke of Glocefter, 
Glo. Stay you that bear the Coarfe, and fet it down, 


Mune, 
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of Richard II, 1625 


Anne. What black Magician conjures up this Fiend, 

To ftop devoted charitable Deeds 2 
Glo. Villains, fer down the Coarfe: or by St. Paul, 

Ill make a Coarfe of him that difobey Se 
Gen. My Lord, ftind-back; a: d ler the Coffin pafs, 
Glo. Unmanner’d Dog, 

Stand thou when I command: 

Advance thy Halbert higher than my Breaft, 

Or by Sr. Pax/, 11] ftrike thee to my Foot, 

And {purn upon thee, Begaar, for thy bealdnefs. 
Anne, What do you tremble? are you all aftzid? 

Alas, f blame you not, for you are mortal, 

And mortal Eyes cannot endure the Deyj!, 

Avant, thou dreadful Minifter of Hell: 

Thou hidft but power over his mortal Body, 

His Soul thou canft not have; therefore be gone. 
Glo. Sweet Saint, for Charity, be rot focurft. 
Anne. Foul Devil! 

For God’s fake hence, and trouble us Not, 

For thou h.ft made the bappy Earth thy Hell: 

Fill’d it with curfing cries, and deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous Deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy Butcheries, 

Oh Gentlemen! fee! lee dead Henry’ wounds 

Open their congeal’d Mouths, and bleed freth, 


Bluth, bluth, thon lump of fou] Deformity ; 
For “tis thy prefence that exhales this Bloo, 
Prom cold and empty Veins, whereno blood dwells. 
Thy Deeds inhaman, and unnatural, 


Provoke this Deluge moft unnatural, 


O God! which this Blood mad’ft, revenge his Deaths 
O Earth! which this Blood drink’ ft, revenge his Death, 
Either Heay’n with Lightning ftrike the Murth’rer dead, 
Or Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick, 
As thou doft {wallow UP this good King’s Blood, 
Which his Hell-govern’d arm hath butchered, 
Glo. Lady, you know no Rules of Charity, 
Which renders good for bad, Bleffings for Cu: fes. 
dane. Villair, thou kaow’ft nor law of God nor Man; 
No Beaftfo fierce; but knows fome touch of pity. 
Glo But f know none, and therefore am no Beaft 
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1626 \_SThe Life and Death 


Anne. O wonderful, when Devils tell the truth! 
Glo. More wonderful, when Angels are fo'angry: 
Vouchfafe, divine perfeCtion of a Woman, 
Of thefe fuppofed Crimes, to give me leave, 
By circumitance, but to acquit my felf. 
Mune. Vouchiafe, diffus’d infeGtion of a Man, 
Of thefe known evils, burt to give me leave 
By circumiftance, to curfe thy curfed felf. 
Glo. Fairer than Tongue can name thee, Jet me have 
Some paticnt leifure to excufe my felf. 
<4nne. Fouler thao Heart can think thee, 
Thou canft make no excufe that will be currant, 
Unlefs thou hang thy felf. 
Glo. By fuch defpair, I thould accufe my felf. 
“inne, And by defpairing thalt thou ftand excus’d, 
For doing worthy Vengeance on thy felf; 
Phat didft uaworthy flaughter upon others. 
Glo. Say, that I flew them not, 
Anne. Ehen fay, they were not flain: 
But dead they are, and, cevilith Slave, by thee. 
Glo. I did not kill your Husband, 
Anne. Why then he is alive. 
Glo. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edsyard’s Hands. 
“Anne, In thy foul Throat thou ly’ft, 
Queen Margaret faw 
Thy murd’rous Faulchion fmoaking in his Blood : 
The which thou once didft bend againft her Breaft, 
But that thy Brothers beat afide the point. 
Glo. I was provoked by her fland’rous Tongue, 
That laid their guile upon my guiltlefs Shoulders. 
Anye. Thou waft provoked by thy bloody Mind, 
hat never dveam’it on ought but Butcheries: 
idft thou nor kill rhis King? 
Gio. I grant ye... 
inne, D ft grant me, Hedge-Hop, 
Then God grant me.too, 
C amned for that wicked Deed: ' 
mild and: virtuous, 
the Kiag of Heav’n that hth him 
3a Eicav’a, Whore chou fhalt never at ade 
Glo, 
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of Richard III. / 4627 

Gio. Let him thank me that holp to fend him thicher; 
For he was fitter for that place than Earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place but Hel]. 

Gio, Yes one place elfe, if you will hear me name it. 

“inne, Some Dungeon. 

Glo. -Your Bed-chamber. 

Anne. 1\\ Rett betice the Chamber where thou lyeft, 

Glo. So willit, Madam, ’till I lye with you, 

Anne. | hope fo. 

Glo. I know fo. But gentle Lady Anne, 

To leave this keen encounter of our Wits, 

And fall fomething into a flower method. 

Is not the Caufer of the timelefs deaths 

Of thefe Plantagenets, ffenry and Edward, 

As blameful'as the Executioner2 
Anne. Thou watt the Caufe, and moft accurft effe@, 
Glo. Your Beauty was the Caufe of that effeQ@ = 

Your Beauty that did haunt’ me in my fleep, 

To undertake the Death of all the W o:ld, 

So I might live one hour in your fweet Bofom. 

Anne. 1f t thought thar, I tell thee, Homicide; 

Thefe Nails thould-rend that Beauty from my Checks, 
Glo. Thefe Eyes could not endure that Beauty’s wrack, 

You fhould not blemith it, If ftood by; 

As all the World is cheered by the Sun, 

So I by that ; it is my Day, my Life. 
Anne. Black night o’er-fhade thy Day, and death thy Life. 
Glo. Curfe not thy felf, fair Creature, 

Thou art both. 
Anne. © would I were, to be revene’d on thee, 
Glo, It is a quarrel molt unnatural, 

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 
Anne. It isa quarrel juft and reafonable, 

To be reveng'’d on him that kill’d my Husband. 

Glo. He that berefethee, Lady, of thy Husband, 

Did it to help thee to a better Husband. 
dnne, His better doth not breathe upon the Earth. 
Glo. He lives, that loves thee better than he could, 
“4nne. Name him. 

Gio, Plantagenet, 
~inne. Why that was he. 


Gio. 
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Glo. The {elf-fame Name, but one of better Nature. 


Anne, Where is he ? 
Glo. Here: 
Why doft thou -fpit at me ? 
Anne. Would it were mortal Poifon for thy fake. 
Glo. Never came Poifon from fo {weet Place. 
Minne. Never hung Poifon on a fouler Toad. 
Out of my Sight, thou doft infe& mine Eyes. 
Glo. Thine Eyes, {weet Lady, have infe@ed mine. 
Anne. Would they were Bafilisks, to ftrike thee dead, 
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once: 
For now they kill me with a living Death. 
Thofe Eyes of thine from mine have drawn falt Tears; 
Sham’d their Afpe&s with ftore of childifh Drops: 
Thefe Eyes, which never fhed remorfeful Tear, 
No, ‘when my Father York, and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous Moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac’d Clifford thook his Sword at him; 
Nor when thy warlike Father, like a Child, 
Told the fad Story of my Father’s Death, 
And twenty times made Paufe to fob and weep, 
That all the Standers by had wet their Cheeks, 
Like Trees. be-dath’d with Rain: In that fad Time, 
My manly Eyes did fcorn an humble Tear: 
And what thefe Sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy Beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never {ued to a Friend, nor Enemy ; 
My Tongue could never learn fweet {moothing Words; 
But now thy Beauty is propos’d my Fee, 
My proud Heart fues, and prompts my Tongue to {peak. 
[ She looks fcornfully at him 
Teach not thy Lip fuch Scorn, for it was made 
For kiffing, Lady, not for fuch Contempt. 
If thy revengeful Heart cannot forgive, 
Lo here I Jend thee this fharp-poinred Sword, 
Which, if thou pleafe to hide in this true Breaft, 
And let the Soul ferch that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly Stroke, 
And humbly beg the Death upon my Knee, 
| He lays his Breaft open, fhe offers at it with his Sword. 
Nay, do not paufe; forI did kill King Henry; 


| She [pits at him, 
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But ‘twas thy Beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now difpatch: *Twas | that ftabb’d young Edward, 
But ‘twas thy heav’nly Face that fer me on. 
| She falls the Sword. 
Take up the Sword again, or take up me. 
4inne. Arile, Diflembler, though I wifh thy Death, 
{ will not be thy Executioner, 
Glo. Then bid me kill my felf, and I will do it. 
Anne, I have already. 
Glo, That was in thy Rape: 
Opeak it again, and even with thy word, 
This Hand, which for thy love, did kill thy Loye, 
Shall for thy love, kill a far truer Love; 
To both their Deaths fhalt thou be acceflary. 
Anne. { would [knew thy Heart. 
Glo. *T 1s figur’d in my Tongue. 
Anne. 1 fear me, both are falfe. 
Glo. Then never Man was true. 
Anne. Well, well, put up your Sword, 
Glo. Say then, my Peace is made. 
inne. That thalt thou know hereafter. 
Glo. But fhall I live in hope? 
Anne. All Men I hope live fo. 
Glo. Vouchfafe to wear this Ring. 
Look how my Ring encompaffeth thy Finger, 
Even fo thy Breaft inclofeth my poor Heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine, 
And if thy poor devoted Servant m2y 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou doft confirm this Happinefs for ever. 
Anne. What ts it2 
Glo. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad Defigns 
To him that hath moft canie to be a Mourner, 
And prefently repair to Crosby Houfe: 
Where, after I have fo} smaly interr’d 
At Chertfey Monaft’ry this noble King, 
And wet his Grave with my repentant Tears, 
I will with all expedient D; ty fee you, 
Por divers unknown Reafons, I beteech you; 
Grant me this Boon, a 
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Anne. With ail my Heart, and much it joys me too, 
To fee you are become fo penitent. 
Treffel and Barkley, go along with me. 
Glo. Bid me farewel. 
Anne. Tis more than you deferve: 
But fince you teach me how to flitter you, 
Imagine I have faid farewel already. | Exeunt two with Anne, 
Gent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord ? 
Glo. Now to White-Friars, there attend my coming. 
| Exit Coarfe, 
Was ever Woman in this humour woo’d?2 
Was ever Woman in this humour won? 
Pll have her but I will not keep her long. 
What! I that kill’d her Husband, and his Father! 
To take her in her Heart’s extreameft hate; 
With Curfes in her Mouth, Tears in her Eyes; 
The bleeding witnefs of my hatred by, 
Flaving God, her Confcience, and thefe Bars acaingt me, 
And I na Friends to back my {uit withal, 
But the plain Devil and diffembling Looks: 
And yet to win her —— All the World to nothing! 
Ha! 
Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince, 
Edward, her Lord, whom I, fome three Months fince, 
Stab’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury 2 
A {weeter and a lovelicr Gentleman, 
Fram’d in the prodigality of Nature, 
Young, Valiant, Wife, and, no doubr, right Royal, 
The {pacious W orld cannot again afford: 
And will the thus abafe her Eyes on me, 
That cropt the Golden prime of this fweet Prince, 
And made her Widow to a woful Bed2 
Oa me, whofe All not equals Edward's Moiety 2 
On me, that halts, and am mifhapen thus2 
My Dukedom to a beggarly Denier, 
I do miftake my Perfon all this while: 
Upon my Life the finds, although I cannor, 
My {elf to be a marv’lous proper Man. 
Pil be at charges for a Locking-glafs, 
And entertain a {core or two of Tailors, 
To ftudy Fafhions to adorn my Body: 
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Since Iam crept in favour of my {elf, 

I will maintain ic with fome little Coft. 

But firit Pll curn yon Fellow in his Grave, 

And then return lamenting to my Love. 

Shine out, fair Sun, ’till I have boughta Glafs, 

That I may fee my Shadow as I pafs, | Exit. 


3 GrE NE HI. 


Enter the Queen, Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 
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Kiv. Have patience, Madam, there isno doubr, his Majeliy 
Will foon recover his accuftom’d Health, 
Gray, In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe, 
Therefore for God’s fake entertain good Comfort, 
And cheer his Grace with quick and merry Eyes, 
Queen. If he were dead, what would betide on me? 
Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a Lord. 
Queen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms, 
Gray. The Heavens have bleft you with a goodly Son 
To be your Comforter when he is gone, 
Queen. Ab! he is young, and his Minority 
Is put unto the truft of Richard Glo'fer, 
A Man that loves not me, nor none of you. 
Kim. Is it concluded, he fhall be Prote@or ? 
Queen. It is determin’d, not concluded yet: 
But fo ic muft be, if the King mifcarry. 
Enter Buckingham and Derby. 
Gray. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Derby. 
Buck. Good time of Day unto your Royal Grace. 
Derby. God make your Majefty joyful, as you have been, 
Qucen. The Counticf{s Richmond, good my Lord of Derby, 
To your good Prayer will fcarcely fay, Amen; 
Yet Derby, notwithf{tanding fhe’s your Wife, 
And loves not me, be you, good Lord, affur’d, 
I bate not you for her proud Arrogance. 
Derby. 1 do befeech you, either not believe 
The envious Slanders of her falfe Accufers: 
Or if the be accus’d on true report, 
Bear with her weaknefs; which I think proceeds 
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From wayward Sicknefs, and no grou unded vend 
Cueen. Saw you the King to Day, my Lora of Derby? 
Der by. put now, the Du ike of Buckingham an d I 
Are come from vilit ng his Ma aye! ity. 
Queen. hon likelihood of his At mendment, Lords? 
Buck. Madam, go id hope, his € gir {peaks ¢ chearfully, 
Oxcer #. sod Prant him H fealth ; did j you conier with him? 
Buck. Ay, Madam, he defires to make Atonement, 
Between the Duke of Glo’ffer and your Brothers, 
And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; 
And fent to warn them to his Royal. Prefence. 
Oxuecn.Would all were w HL cceaaht that will never be-s=s 
I fear our Happinefs is at the height. 
Exter Gloucefter. 
Glo. ro ey os 1¢@ wrong, and I will not endure it, 
Who is it mplains unto the King, 


That [, rae footh, am ft tern, and love them not? 
By holy Paul, oh s Grace but lightly, 
That fill his Bars with ‘flick di {lentious Rumors. 
Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair, 

Smile in Mens ve ces, fmooth, deceive and cog, 


53 
Duck with French nods, and Apith Courtefie, 
I mutt be held a rancorous Enemy. 
Cannot a plain Man live and think no harm, 
But thus his fimple Truth muft be abus’d 
With filken, fly, infinuating tle 
Gray. To whom in all this pref nce {pe eaks your Grace? 
Gio To thee, that haft not Honeft ae nor Graces 
When have I injur’d thee? when done thee wrong 2 
Or thee? or thee? or any Ee i Faction 
A Plague upon you all. His Royal Grace, 
Whom God preférve, better than you would with, 
Cannot be quiet fcarce a breathing while, 
But you muft trouble him with lewd Complaints. - 
Queen. Brother of Glo ffer, you miftake the Matters 
The | King on his own Royal Difpofition, 
And not i k'd by any Suitor elf, 
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 
Thet in your outward pe fhews it felf 
Againit my Children, Brothers, and my Self, 
Makes him to fead, that t he may learn the ground, 
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Glo. I cannot tell the World js grown fo bad, 
That Wrens make prey, where Eagles dare not perch. 
Since every Jack became a Gentleman, a 
There’s many a gentle Perfon made a Jack. _ LGlo'fer, 

Oxneen, Come, come, we know your meaning, Brother 
You envy my Advancement, and my Friends: 

God grant we never may have need of you. | 

Glo. Mean time God grants that I have need of yous 
Our Brother is imprifon’d by your means, 

My {elf difgrac’d, and the Nobiliry 

Held in Contempt, while great Promotions 

Are daily given to enoble thofe, | 
That fcarce, fome two Days fince, were worth a Noble, 

Queen, By him that rais’d me to this careful height, 

From that contented hap which I enjoy’d, 
Inever did incenfe his Majelty 
Againft the Duke of Clarence, but have been 
An earnelt Advocate to Plead for him, 
My Lord, you do me thameful Injury, 
Falfely to draw me in thefe vile Sufpe@s. 
Glo. You may deny, that you were not the mean 
Of my Lord Haftings late Imprifonment. 
Kiv. She may, my Lord, for——__ 
Glo. She may, Lord Kivers, why who knows not fo? 
She may do mare, Sir, than denying thar: 
She may help you to many fair Preferments, 
And then deny her aiding Hand therein, 
And lay thofe Honours on your high defere, 
hat may fhe not? the May---ay matry may fhe--- 
Kiv. What marry may fhe? 
Glo, What marry may the? marry with 4 King, 
A Batchelor, and a handfom Stripling too: 
I wis your Grandam had @ worfer match, 
Queen. My Lord of Glo'fier, I have too long born 
Your blunt Upbraidings, and your bitter Scoffs: 
By Heav’n I wil] acquaint his Majefty, 
OF thofe grofs taunts, thar oft I have endur'd, n 
I had rather be a Country Servant Maid : 
ana great Queen with this Condition, 
To be fo baited, {corn’d, and ftormed at; 
Small joy have I in being teh a 
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Enter Queen Margarete 
Q. Mar. And \effen’d be that {mall, God I befeech him: 
Thy Honour, State and Seat, is due to me. 2 | 

Glo. What! threat you me with telling of the King? 
I will avouch’e in prefence of the King: 
I dare adventure to be fent to th’ Zower. 
‘Tis time to {peak, 
Bhi My Pains are quite forgot. 
ie 9: Mar. Out Devil ! 
, I do remember themtoo well: 
ae Thou kill’dft my Husband Hezry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor Son, at Tewksbury. 
Glo, E’er you were Queen, 
Ay, or your Husband King, 
I was a pack-Horfe in his great Affairs; 
| A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries, 
Te A liberal Rewarder of his Friends ; 
Len To Royalize his Blood I {pent mine own. 
; . Q. Mar. Ay, and much better Blood 
ath Than his or thine. | 
a Glo. In all which time, you ard your Husband Gray 
Were factious for the Houfe of Lancafter ; 
And Rivers, fo were you; was not your Husband, 
In-Aéargaret's Battel, at Saint Albans flain? 
an Let me put in your Minds, if you forger, 
We: W hat you have been e’er this, and what you are; 
Withal, what I have been, and what f am. 

Q. 44ar. A muith'ous Villain, ard fo ftill thou art. 
Glo. Poor Clarence. did forfake his Father Warwick, 
Ay, and forfwore himfelf, which Jefu pardon 

Q. Mar, Which God revenge. 
ak: Glo. To fight on Edward's party for the Crown, 
ee And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mewed up: 
ie I would to God my Heart were Flint, like Edwara’s, 
, | Or Edward's foft and pitiful; like mine; 
| I am too childifh foolith for this World. 
nh QO. Mar. Hiethee toHell for thame, and leave this Worlds 
| Thou Cacodzmon, there thy Kingdom is. 
(hoy Riv, My Lord of Glo’ffer, in thofe bufie Days, 
Bi nt Which here you urge, to prove us Enemies, — 
We We follow’d then ovr Lord, our Sovereign King; 
So fhould we yous if you fhould be our King, 
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Glo. If I fhould be }—__y had rather be 2 Pedlar; 
Far be it from my Heart, the thought thereof, 
be Ko Queen. As little Joy, my Lord, as you fuppofe 
se Fon fhould enjoy, were you this Country’s King, 
As little Joy you may fuppofe in me, 
That | enjoy, being the Queen thereof, 
Q. Mar. A littie Joy enjoys the Queen thereof; 
For { am fhe, and altogether joylefs, 
I can no longer hold me Patient, 
Here me, you wrangling Pyrates, that fall our 
oo fharing that which you have pill’d from me; 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me2 
If not that I am Queen, you bow like Subje@s; 
Yet that by you depos’d, you quake like Rebels, 
Ah gentle Villain do not turn away. 
Glo. Foul wrink|’d Witch, what mak’ thou in my fight ? 
Q. Mar. Bur repetition of what thou haf marr’d, 
That will [ make, before I Jet thee go, 
Glee Wer't thou not bani ed on pain of Death 2 
Q. Mar. T was; but I do find more pain in Banifhmene, 
badd! Than Death can yield me here by my abode, 
A Husband and a Son thou ow’ft to me, Te Glo. 
n, And thou a Kingdom, all of you Allegiance; [To the Queen, 
This Sorrow that I have by Right is yours, 
And all the Pleafures you ufurp are mine, 
a: Glo. The Curfe my Noble Father laid on thee, 
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wit; And then to dry them, gay’ft the Duke a Clout, 
— 5teep’d in the faulelefs Blood of pretty Rutland; 
His Curfes, then from bitternefs of Sou] 
t, Denounc’d again thee, are now fall’n upon thee; 
And God, not we, have plaga’d thy bloody Deed, 
i; Q. Mar. §> jut jg God, to right the innocent. 
fiat. O, twas the foulelt Deed to flay thar Babe, 
And the moft mercilefs that e’er was heard of, 
bil’ Rive Tyrants themfelves wept, when it was reported, 
Dorf! No Man but Prophefied revenge for it. 
Buck, Northumberland, then prefent, wept to {ee ig, 
Q. Mar, What! were you {narling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the Thioar, 
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And turn you all your hatred now on me é 
Did York’s dread Cuife prevail fo much. with Heav’n, 
‘That Henry's Death, my lovely Edward's Death, 
Their Kingdom’s Ic f;, my woful Banithment, 
Should all but anfwer for that peevifh Brat 
Can Curfes pierce the Clouds, and entes Heaven? 
Why then give way, dull Clouds, to my quick Curfes, 
Though not by War, by Surfeit dye your King, 
As ours by Murther to make him a King. 
Edward thy Son, that now is Prince of Wales, 
For £dward our Son, that was Prince of Wales, 
Die in his Youth, by like untimely Violence. 
Thy {clf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 
Outlive thy Glory, like my wretched felf: 
Long may’ft thou live to wail thy Childrens Death, 
And fee arother, as I fee tl ee now, 
Deck’d in thy Rights, as thou art ftall’d in mine. 
Long die thy happy Days, before thy Death, 
And after many length’ned hours of Grief, 
Die neither Mother, Wife, nor Exg/and’s Queen. 
Rivers and Dorfer, you were Standers-by, 
And fo waft thou, Lord Hajtings, when my Son 
Was ftabb'd with bloody Daggers; God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live his natural Age, 
But be by {ume unlook'd-for Accident cut off. 

Glo. Have done thy Charm, thou hsteful wither’d Hag 

Q. Mar, And leave out thee? Stay Dog, for thou fhalt 
if Heavens have any grievous Plague in ftore, [ hear mes 
Exceeding thofe that I can wifh upon thee, 
O let them keep it, ’ti!l thy Sins be mpe, 
And then hurl down’ their Indignation 
On thee, thou troubler of the poor World’s peace. 
The worm of Confcience {till be-enaw thy Soul, 
Thy Friends fufpet for Traitors while theu liv’ft, 
And take deep ‘Traitors for thy deareft. Friends: 
No flecp: clofe up that deadly Eye of thine, 
Unilefs it be while fome tormenting Dream 
Affright thee witha Hell of ugly Devils, 
Thou elvith-markt, abortive rooting Hog, 

. © 

Thou that waft feai’d in thy Nariviry 
The Slave of Nature, and the Soncf Hijl; 
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Thou flander of thy heavy Mother’s Womb, 
' Thou loathed Iffue of thy Father’s Loins, 
Thou Rag of Honour, thou detefted 
Glo. Margaret, 
QO. Mar. Richard. 
Glo. Ha! | 
) Y. Mar. I call thee noe. 
Glo, I cry thee mercy then; for I did think 
That thou had’ft cali’d me all thefe bitter Names. 
Q. Mar, Why {oI did, but look’d for no reply, 
Oh let me make the Period to my Curfe, 
Glo. °Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret. 
Queen. Thus have you breath’d your Curie againit your felf. 
Q. Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourith of my Fortune, 
Why ftrew’ft thou Sugar on that Bortel’d Spider, 
t. Whofe deadly web enfaareth thee about 2 
Fool, Fool, thou whet’ft a Knife to kill thy felf: 
The Day will come that thou thale with for me, 
+) To help thee curfe this poyfonous Bunch-back’d Toad, 
Haft. Falfe boading Woman, end thy frantick Curfe, 
0 Left to thy harm thou move our Patience, 
yh, Q. Afar, Foul thame upon you, you: have all mow’d mine. 
vv. Were you well ferv'd, you would be taught your Daty 
_ Q. Mar. To ferve me weil, you all fhould do me Duty, 
itherl each me to be your Queen, and you my Subjects : 
iO ferve me well, and teach ycur felves that Duty, 
kt Dorf? Difpute not with her, the is Lunatick, 
QO. Mar, Peace, Mafter Marquels, you are malapert, 
rour fire-new ftamp of Honour is {carce currant. 
) that your young Nobility can judge 
¢, Vhat *twere to lofe it, and be miferable, 
hey that ftand high have many. blafts to fhake them, 
t, And if they fall, they dath themfelves to Pieces. 
Glo. Good Counfel marry, learn it, leara it, Marquefs. 
Dorf. It touches yo., my Lord, ss much as. me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more; but I was bora {6 high 3 
) ir airy buildeth in the Cedai’s top, 
ind dallies with the Wind, and fcorns the Sun. 
Q.. Afar, And turns the Sun to fhede ; alas! alas 
Vitnefs my Son now in the fhade of Desth, 
Vhofe bright out-fhining beams, thy cloudy Wrath . 
H 3 Hoek 
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Tach in eternal Darknefs folded up. 
i buildeth in our diries Neit 5 
O God, that feelt it, do not fufferit, 
As it is won with-Blood, ‘loft be it fo. 
Buck. Peace, peace for fhame, ifnot for Charity. 
Q. Mar. Urge neither Charity tor Sname to me 5 
Uncwaritably with me have you dal, 
And fhamefully my hopes, by you. are butchei’d. 
My Charity is Outrage, Life my Siame, 
And in that Shame, ftill live my Sorrow’s rage. 
Buck. Have dorie, have done. | 
Q. Mar. O Princely Buckingham, YN kifs thy Hand, 
In tign of League ‘and Amiry with thee: 
Now fair befall thee and thy Noble Houfe 5 
Thy Garments are not fpotted with eur Blood; 
Nor thou within ‘the compafs-of my Curfe, 
Buck. Nor no oné here} for Curfes never pafs 
The Lips of thofe that bréathe them th the ‘Air. 
Q. Adar, T will not think but they afcend the Sky, 
And there awake God’s gentle {leering Peace. 
O Buckingham, take care of yonder Dog; 
Look when he fawns he bites 5 and when he bites, 
His venom Tooth will rankle to th: Death; 
Have not to do with him, ‘beware of him, 
Sins Death and Hell have fet ‘their marks on him, 
And all their Minifters attend on his, 
Glo. Whatdoth fhe fay, my Lord of Buckingham? 
Back. Noting that I refpect, my gracious Lord. 
OQ. Mar. Wiat, doft thou fcorn me 
For my gentle Counfel? 
And footh the Devil that I warn tkee from? 
© but remember this another Day ; 
When he ‘fhall fplit thy very Heart with Sorrow; 
And fay poor Afargaret was a Prophetef.. 
Live each of you the Subje@ ‘to his hate, 
And he to yours, and all of you to God's. [ Exite 
Beck.’ My Hair doth ftand an end to hear her Curfes. | 
Riv, And fo doth mine: I muft why the’s at Liberty. 
Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy Mother, 
She hath bad too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, that I have done to her. 
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Dorf. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 
Gio. Yet. you have all the vantage of her wrong: 
00 hot, to do fome body good, 
coo cold in thinking of it now: 
Marry, as fox Clarence, he 1s well repay’d; 
ole is frank’d up to fatting for his pains, 
God pardon them that are the caufe thereof. 
Kiv. A virtuous and a Chriftian-like conclufjon, 
To pray for them that have done fcathe to us, 
Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd, | Afide, 
yj For had I curft now, I had cu: ft my felf. 
Ni Enter Catesby. 
Gate/. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you, 
And for your Grace, and yours, my gracious Lord, 
Queen. Catesby, 1 come; Lords, will you go with me? 
Rive We wait upon your Grace, 
| Exeunt all but Gloucefter, 
Glo. I do the wrong, and firlt begin to brawl. 
The fecret Mifchicf that I {zt a-broach, 
I lay unto the grievous Charge of others, 
Clarence, whom’! indeed have caft in Darknefs, 
I do beweep to many fimple Gulls, 
Namely to Derdy, Flaftings, Buckingham, 
And tell them, ’tis the Queen and her Allies 
That ftir the King againft the Duke my Brother, 
, Now they believe it, and withal whet me 
" To be reveng’d on Rivers, Dorfet, Gray, 
But then I figh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do good far evil: 
And thus I cloath my naked Villany 
With odd old Ends, ftoln foith of Holy Writ, 
And feem a Saixt, when moft I play the Devil, 
Enter tw Villains, 
But foft, here come my Execationers : 
How now my hardy ftout refclved Mates, 
VATE You now going to dilpatch this thing ? 
fs TV, We are, my Lord, and come to have the Warrant, 
| That we may be admitted, where he is. 
Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me: 
When you have done, repair to Crosby Place. 
Bur, Sirs, be fudden in the Execution, 
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Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-{fpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your Hearts to pity, if you mark Him. 
| | Vil. Tut, tut, my Lord, we will not ftand to prate, 
te Talkers are no good doers; be affur’d, 
| We go to ufe our Hands, and not our Tongues. 
. Glo. Your Eyes drop Mili-ftones, when Fools Eyes fall 
Tears. 
I like yousLads, about your bufinefs ftraight. 
Go, go, difpatch. 
Vi, We will, my Noble Lord. [ Exeunt, 
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E yter Clarence and Keeper. 
O Ryrace I he vily to dav ? 
Jd J 











So full r i {eal T (rOr Was (he time. 
Keep. Whar was your Dream, my Lord, I Pray you tell mé 
t é ~/ 









2 Clar. Methoughts that 1 had broken,from the Tower, 
* Ana was embarkd to crofs to Burgundy, 

# And in my Company my Brorhe: Glo’fter, 

ue W ao fiom my Cabin tempted me to walk 

hi Upon the Hatches. “There we ] ok’d towaid Exglanda, 
as And cited up a thau'a':d heavy Times, r 







During the Wars of York and Lancafter, 

That had b:falous. - As hepac’d along 

Le U onthe giddy footing of’ the Fiatches, 

Bc Methought' that Glo’ fer ftumbled, aid in falling 

t * . + ! | t ; . i 
Struck me, that thought tro ftay him, over-board 

















Binh aad Into the tumbling Billows of the Muin. 

hha MSA t : : 

| i O Lord, methought; whit pain it was t5 drown ! 
} What dreadful Noile of Waters in mine Ears! 










W “at fights of ugly Death within mine Eyes! 
Methoughrs, I faw a thoufand fearfy} Wracks - 
A thoufand Moen ‘that Fithes gnaw’d upon: 
W ecges.of Gold, great Archors, heaps of Pearl, 
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Ineftimable Stones, unvalued Jewels 
All fcatter'd in the bottom of the Seas 
Some lay in dead Mens Skulls, and in the holes | 
0 pri Where Eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 
As ’twere in fcorn of Eyes, refl cting Gems, 
My That woo’d the flimy bottom of the Deep, | 
roo EY” And:m rck’d the dead Bones that lay fcatter’d by. 
Keep. Had you fuch Icifure in the time of Death, 
To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep? 
Clar, Methoughr I had, and often did I ftrive 
2 To yield the Ghoft; bur ftill the envious Blood 
Stop’d in my Soul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vat, and wand ring Air; 
But {mother’d it within my panting Bulk, 
Who almoft burft to belch it in the Sea, 
day? Keep. Awak’d you not in this fore Agony ? 
| Clar, No, no, my. Dream was lengthen’d after Life, 
O then began the Tempeft to my Soul: 
I patt, methought, the melancholy Flood, 
With that four Ferry-man which Poets writes of, 
«~~ Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Nighr, 

The firft that there did Steet my Stranger-foul, 
yutt Was my great Father-in-Law, renowned Warwick, 
Ty, Who fpake aloud ——— What Scourge for Perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence? 
And {0 he vanith’d. . The- came wand’ring by, 

A Shadow like an Angel, with bright Hair 
Dabbl’d in Blood; and he thriek’d out aloud ——~ 
Clarence is come, fulfe, fleeting, perjur’d Clarence, 
That ftabb’d me in the Field by Tewksbury; 

Seize on him, Furies, take him unto Torment-— 
With that, methought, a Legion of foul Fiends 
Inviron’d me, and howled in mine Ears 

| Such hideous Cries, that with the very Noife, 
i trembling, wak’d; and fora feafon after 

Could not believe but that T was in Hell: 

Such terrible Impreffions made my Dream, 

Keep. No marvel, Lord, tho’ it affrighted you, 

I am afraid, méthinks, to hear you tell it. = 
Clar. Ah Keeper, Keeper, I hive done thefe things, 
at NOW give evidence: againft my Soul, : 
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For Edward’s fake; and fee how he requites me. 
© God! if my deep Prayers cannot appeafe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my Mifdeeds, 
Yet execute thy Wrath on me alone: 
© {pare my guiltlefs Wife, and my poor Children. 
Keeper, I prithee fit by me a-while, 
Miy Soul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. 
Keep. I will, my Lord, God give your Grace good reff. 
Enter Brakenbury the Lieutenant. 
Brak. Sorrow breaks Seafons and repofing hours, 
Makes the Night Morning, and the Noon-tide Night? 
Princes have but their Titles for their Glories, 
An outward Honour, for an inward Toil, 
And for unfelt [magsnations, 
They often feel a world of reftlefs Cares: 
So that between their Titles and low Name, 
There’s nothing differs but the outward Fame. 
Enter two Villains, 
t Vil. Ho, who’s here ? 
Brak. What would’ft thou, Fellow? And how cam’f 
thou hither? 
2 Vil. 1 would fpeak with Clarence, and I came hither on 
my Legs. 
Brak. What, fo brief? 
1 Vil. ’Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious: 
Let him fee our Commiffion, and talk no more. 
Brak. I am in this commanded, to deliver 
The Noble Duke of ‘Clarence to your Hands. 
B will not reafon what is meant hereby; 
Becaufe | will be guiltlefs from the meaning. 
There lyes the Duke afleep, and there the Keys. 
Wil to the King, and fignifie to him, 
That thus I have refign’d to you my charge, 
t Vil, You may, Sir, ’tisa point of Wifdom: 
Fare you well. 
2 Vil. What, thall we ftab him as he fleeps 2 
i Vil, No; he'll fay ’twas. done cowardly, when he wakes. 
Vil, Why he fhall never wake, until the great Judge 
ment Day. 
1 Vil. Why thenhe’ll fay, we ftabb’d him fleeping. 
24il, The urging of that word Judgment, hath bred 4 
kind of Remorfe in me. 







[ Reads. 







[ Exit 
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es t Vil What? art thou afraid? 
re, 2 Vile Not to kill him, having a Warrant: 
But to be damn’d for killing him, from the which 
No Warrant can defend me. 
ren 1 Vit. I thought thou hadft been refolute. 
2 Vil. Sol am, to ler him live, 
1 Vil. Vil back to the Duke of Glo’fter, and tell him fo, 
cegour §=—2 Hal. Nay, prithee ftay a little : 
t, I hope this paffionate Humour of mine, will changes 
juts; ft was wont to hold me but a while one tells twenty, 
Nici = Vil, How doft thou feel thy felf now ? 
2 Kil. Some certain dregs of Confcience are yet within me, 
1 i, Remember the Reward, when the Deed’s done, 
2 Vil, Come he dies: I had forgot the Reward, 
1 il, Where's thy Confcience now? 
2 Fil, QO, inthe Duke of Glo’ffer’s Purfe, 
t Yil. When he opens his Purfe to give us our Reward, 
thy Confcience flics out. 
2 Vil, "Tis no matter, let it 803 there’s few or none will 
hoy @ €Mtertain ir, 
I Vil. What if it come to thee again? 
me hiy 2 Yl. Til not meddle with it, it makes a Man a Coward: 
Man cannot ftesl, but it accufeth him; a Man cannot 
{wear, but it checks him; a Man cannot lye with his Neigh- 
bour’s Wife, but it detects him; *Tis 4 blufhing fhame- 
fac'd Spirit, that mutinies in a Man’s Bofom: It fills a Man 
- spfull of Obftacles. Te made me once reftore a Purfe of Gold 
“that, by chance, I found. It beggars any Man that keeps 
it. Te is turn’d out of Towns and Cities for 3 dangerous 
thing, and évery:Man that means to live well, endeavours 
to truft himfelf, ‘and live without it. 


I Yi. *Tis even now at my Elbow, perfuading me not to 
Kill the Duke. 
‘anecle. ‘Take the Devil in thy mind, and believe bim not: 
He would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh. 
' 7il. Tam ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me, 
tor ~~ /' Spoke like a tall Man, that refpe@s thy Reputation, 
y~ome, thall we fall to work | 
at | 1Y%il Take him on the Coftard, with the Hilt of thy 


_ Sword, and then throw him into the Malmfie-butt in the 
' Mext Room, | 

( 
yO 2 Fil, 
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The Life and Death 


2 ¥sl, O excellent Device, and make a Sopof him. 
I ¥il, Soft, he wakes. 

2 Vil. Strike. 

I Vil. No, we'll reafon with him. , oie 

Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? Give me a Cup of Wine, 

2 Vil. You fhall have Wine enough, my Lord, anon, 

Clar. Ta God’s Name what art thou? 

1 Vil. A Man, as you are. 

Ciar. But not as I am, Royal. 

I ¥il,. Nor you as we are, Loyal. 

Car, Thy Voice is thunder, but thy Looks are humble. 

i Vil. My Voice is now the King’s, my Looks mine own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou {peak? 
Your Eyes do menace mé: Why look you pale ? 

Who fent you hither?’ wherefore do you come? 

2 Vil. To, to, to 

Clar, To Maurther me? 

Both. Ay, ay. 

Clars You f{carcely have the Hearts to-tell me fo; 
And therefore cannot bave the Hearts to do it. 
Whereis, my Friends, have I offended you? 

1. Vil. Offended us you have not, but the King. 

Car. 1 thall be reconciltd to him apain. 

2 Vil. Never, my Lord, therefore Prepare to dye. 

Clar. Are-you drawn forth among a World of Men, 
To fliy the ‘innocent?’ W har’s my Offence? 

Where is the Evidence that doth accufe me; 
What lawful Queft have given their Verdi@ up 
Unto the frowninz Judge? Or who pronounc'd 
The bitter Sentence of poor Clirence’s Death? 
Before I be convi@ by courfe of Law, 

To threaten me with Death, is moft unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope for any goodnefs, 
That you depart, and lay no Hands on me: 
The deed -you undertake is damnable. 

1 Vile What we will doy we do UPON command. 

2 Vile And he that hath comminded. j Our King, 

Clar, Erroneous Vaffals, the great Kine of Kin.- 
Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, " 
That ‘Thou thalt do no Murther 5° Will you then 
Spurn at his Edicts, and fulfil a Man’s 2 
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Take heed, for he holds Vengeance in his Hand 
To hurl upon their Heads that break his Law. 
2 Vil. And that fame Vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
For falfe forfwearing, and for Murther too: 
Thou didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 
In quarrel of the Houfe of Lancajfer. 
1 Vil, And like a Traitor tothe name of God, 
Didft break that Vow, and with thy treacherous blade, 
Unrip'dit the Bowels of thy Soveraign’s Son. 
2 Vil. Whom thou waft {worn to cherifh and defend: 
1 Vil. How canft thou urge God’s dreadful Law to Us, 
When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree? 
Clar. Alas! for whofe fake did 1 that ill ‘deed 2 
For Edward, for my Brother, for his fake. 
He {ends you not to murther me for this: 
For in that fin he is as deep as I, 
lf God will be avenged for the deed, 
© know you yet, he doth it publickly, 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful Arm : 
He needs no indire@, or lawlefs courfe, 
To cut off thcfe that have offended him. 
t Vil. Who made thee then a bloody Minifter, 
When gallant {pringing brave Plantagenet, 
That Princely Novice, was ftruck dead by thee? 
Clar. My Brothe:’s Love, the Devil, and my Rage. 
1 ¥il, Thy Brother’s Love, our Duty, and thy Faults, 
Provoke us hither now, to flaughter thee. 
Clar. If you do love my Brother, hate not me: 
I am his Brother, and I love him well. 
If you are hir'’d for meed, go back again, 
And [ will fend you to my Brother Glo’fer: 
Who fhall reward you better for my Life, 
Than Edward will for tidings of my Death. 
2 ¥il. You are deceiv’d, 
Your Brother Glo’fer hates you. 
Clar. Oh no, he loves me, and he holds me dear: 
Go you to him fiom me. 
I Fil, Ay, fo we will. 
Clar. ‘Tell him, when that our princely Father York, 
Bleft his three Sons with his viGorious Arm, 
Hi 


is 
¥ Aw 
ti _o 
} 
it 
‘t 
it. I 
hi | 
; 
; ; 
f } 
ah) | : 
VHiTs® : 
$ | 7 
‘ - 
be - 7 
sth | 
: ; 
Wee ay stl | 
tha : : 
mt | ¥ 
| + 
~~ 
} ’ 
ow? 
AL ee : 
. 
: : j 
it ‘ 
the } j 
- i" : ¢ 
Mi ; i 
i] ¥ : 
" : : 
i : 
eT ; : 
\ : i ' 
$ 
orth : feye 
if bt ed 
et 
iin ; ) 
Ay ; 
i0l | ; } 
aut | | t 
w 1 
| 1 ' 
' }! 
uy 
s ' 
a 4 
lal & ie. 
rhs 4 
Tu { id 
fia! 4 if 
} | ve 
i j : 
Mie | 
(yal) .. 
it aa ; é 
Fa ‘_ 
* - : 
i) Hi 
wat ft 
We aa : 
em bey) | Ds 
- : i < 
42) Se Ly & 
iat Ae f 
- ‘ 
i a }) 1 
19 AD a Se . 
: 
- { y 
; ‘ 
} 4 
$ f ; 
' 
i] i 
- |} 
£ 
7 ‘ 
1 





=i 





The Life and Deatl 


He little thought of this divided Friendfhip: 
Bid Glo fer think on this, and he will weep. 
1 Vil. Ay, Milftones; as he leffon’d us to weep. 
ae 4 Clar. O do not flander him, for he is kind. 
yee tr Vil. Right, as Soow in Harvett: 
| Come, you deceive your felf, 
*Tis he that fends us to deftroy you here. 
Clar. It cannot be, tor he bewept my Fortune. 
And hugg’d me in his. Arms, and fwore with fobs, 
That he would labour my Delivery. 
t Vil. Why fo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this Earcth’s thraldom, to the joys-of Heav’a. 
2 Vil, Make peace with God, for you mutt die, my Lord, 
Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your Souls, 
To counf<] me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your ows Souls fo blind, 
That you will War with God, by murd’ring me? 
| O Sirs, confider, they that fet youon 
ae To do this deed, will hate you for the deed, 
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Men fe 2 Vil, What fhall we do? he 
ikem Clar. Relent, and fave your Souls: , 
ee Which of you, if you were a Prince’s Son, \ 
gee 4 Being pent from Liberty, as I am now, : 

eh If two fuch Murtherers as your felves came to you, : 

he Would not intreat for Life, as you would beg , 

iit Were you in my diftrefs. i 

iN 4 1 Vil, Relent? no; “tis cowardly and womanith. . 

fs Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devilith. 

ait My Friend, I {py fome pity in thy looks: hi 
i, O, if thine Eye be not a Flatterer, 





Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me, 









| a . A begging Prince what Begear pities not ? + 
a 2 Vil, Look behind you, my Lord. \ 
Bi 1 t Vil, Take that, and that; if all chis wil] not do, ul 

isan : Stabs him. 
aie if IJ] drown you in the Malmfey-Butt within, | Exite 
a 2 Vil. A bloody deed, and defperately difpatcht: 
4 : : ° \ 
wi How fain, like Pilate, would I wath my Hands 
aa Of this moft grievous Murther. Y 
Wes | 


of Richard III. 1647 


Enter firft Villain, 
1 Yi. How now? what mean’ft thou that thou help’ft 
» menot¢ By Heav'n, the Duke fhall know how flack you 
have been. 
2 Vil. I would he knew, that I had fav’d his Brother: 
Take thou the Fee, and tell him what I fay, | 
For I repent me that the Duke is lin, [ Exit. 
1 Vil. So do not I; go Coward as thou art. 
; Well, Vil go hide the Body in fome hole, 
‘Till that the Duke give order for his Burial: * 
| And when I have my Meed, I will away; ay 
, Por this will owt, and then I muft not ftay. [ Exit. 
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Flourifb. Enter King Edward fitky the Queen, Dorfet, Ri- 
vers, Haftings, Catesby, Buckingham, asd Woodvil. 


K, canesth *, ie Y {03 now have I done agood day’s work. 
You Peers continue this united League: 
Levery Day expect an Embaflage 
From my Redeemer, to redeem me hence. 
And more in peace my Soul fhall part to Yeav'n, 
Since I have make my Friends at peace on Earth; 
Haftings and Rivers, take each others hand, 
Diflemble not your Hatred, {wear your Love. 
iy. By Heav’n, my Soul is purg’d from bearing Hate, 
_ And with my HandI {eal my true Heart’s Love. 
Haft. So thrive I, as I truely {wear the like. 
K, Edw. ‘Take heed you dally not before the King, 
Left he, that is the fupream King of Kings, 
Confound your hidden falfhood, and award 
Either of you to be the others end. 
_ Haft. So profper I, as I fwear perfe& Love. 
NY Riv. And I, as I love Haftings with my Heartrs ™ 
!  K, Edw. Madam, your felf is not exempt from this ; 
Nor you Son Dorfer, Buckingham nor you; 


> - 
You have been factious one againft the other. 
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The Life and D 


Wife, love Lord Haftings, Ict him kifs your Hand, 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Queen. There Haftings, { will acver more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thrive I, and mine. 

K. Edw. Dorfer, embrace him: 

Haftizgs, love Lord Marquefs. 

Dorf. This interchange of Love, I here proteft 
Upon my part, fhall be inviolable. 

Haft. And fo {wear I. 

K. Edw. Now Princely Buckingham, {eal thou this League 
With thy embracements to my Wife’s Allies, 

And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck. When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, but withall duteous Love, { To she Queen, 
Doth cherifh you and yours, God punith me 
With hate in thofe where 1 expe@ moft love: 

When I have moft need to imp!oy a Friend, 
And moft affured that he is a Friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 
But he unto me; this do 1 beg of Heaven, 
Whien I am cold in love, to you or yours. 
| Embracing Rivers, 6G 
K. Edw. A pleafing Cordial, Princely Buckingham, 
Is this thy Vow unto my fickly Heart. 
There wanteth now our Brother Glo’fer here, 
To make the bleffed Period of this Peace. 
Buck. And in good time, 
Here comes Sir Richard Ratcliff, and the Duke. 
Enter Ratcliff and Gloucefter. 

Glo. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Queen, 
And Princely Peers, a happy time of day. 

K. Edw. Happy indeed, as we have {peat the day: 
Glo’fter, we have done deeds of Charity, 

Made Peace of Enmity, fair love of hate, 
Between thefe {welling wrong incenfed Peers. 

Glo. A bleffed Labour, my moft Sovereign Lord: 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 
By falfe Intelligence, or wrong Surmife 
Hold me a Foe: If I unwillingly, or in my Rage 
Have ought committed that is hardly born, 
Toany in this:Prefence, I defire 
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of Richard III. ) 1649 


Fo reconcile me to his friendly Peace: 
‘Tis death to me to be at Enmity ; 
I hate it, and defire all good Mens love. 
Firft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you, 
Which I will purchafe with my duteous Service, 
Of you my noble Coufin Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us. 
Of you, and you, Lord Rivers and of Dorfet, 
That all without defert have frown’d on me: 
Of you Lord Woodvil, and Lord Scales of you, 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen, indeed of all. 
I donot know that Englifhman alive, 
With whom my Soul is any jot-at odds, 
More than the Infant that.is born to night; 
I thank my God for my Humility, 
Qucen, A Holy-day thall chisbe kept hereafter ; 
I would to God all ftrifes were well compounded. 
My Soveraign Lord, I do befeech your Highnefs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 
Glo, Why; Madam, have Loffer’d Love for this, 
To be fo flouted in this Royal Prefence 2 
Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead? [They all fart. 
You do him injury to {corn his Coarfe. 
K. Edw. Whe knows not he is dead ! 
Who knows he is? 
Queen, All-feeing Heav’n, what a World js this 2 
Buck. Look I fo pale, Lord Dorfet, as the rétt 2 
Dorf. Ay; my good Lord; and’no Man in the prefence 
Bur his red Colour hath forfook. his Cheeks. 
K. Edw. Is Clarence dead? the Order was revers’d. 
Glo. But he, poor Man, by your firft Order died, 
And that a winged Adercury did bear: ? 


_ Some tardy Cripple bare the Countermand, 


That come too lag to fee him buried, 
God grant, that fome lef Noble, and lefS Loyal, 
Nearer in bloody Thoughts, and not in Blood, 


éferve no worfe than wretched Glurence did, 


And yer go currant from fufpicion. 


mo. 1V. 


Enter Earl of Derby. 

Derby. A boon, my Soveraign, for my Service done. 

K. Edw. I prithee Peace, my Soul is full of Sorrow 
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Derby, 
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Derby. I will not rife, unk fs your Highnels hear me. 
K. Edw. Then fay at once, what 1s it thow req uch tt. 
Derby. The forfeit, ghee of my Servant’s Life; 
AE biaae Who flew to day q riotous Genrl Eman, 
ii) Mh Lat ely attendant on the D ike of J rfolk 
eee Ks Edy. Have La Tongue to a om my Brother’s Death 
1 f And fhall that t ongue give pardon to a! Slave 2 
) i My Brother kill? a ai Man; his Hat it was 4? he ought, 
Hy 






And yet his punifhment was bitter Death. 
Who fued to me for him? Who, in-my wrath, 
Kneel'd at my Feet; nd bid me bé advis’d ? 
Who {poke of Brot salina ¢ who {poke in love? 
Who told me, how the p poor Soul did ferfake 
“he mighty dedeoraps> and did fight for me ? 
Who told me, in the Ficld at Tewksbury, 
When Oxford had me ‘down, he refcued me? 























as And faid, dear Brother live, and be a King? 
al Who t Id me, when we both lay in the Fie! d, 
BE Frozen almoft to-death, how he didlap me 
PY Gy Even in his Garments, and did give himfelf, 
he All thia and naked, to the numb cold Night? 
at Albthis from my Remembrance, brutifh wrath 
oh any! sinfully pluckt, and not a‘Man of you 
i eetets Had fo much Grace to’put tin my Mind. 
| Hi But when your Carters, or your waiting Vaffals 
a Have done adrunken Sla: ughrer, and defac? d 
at a The precious Image of our dear Redeemer, 
ha You Fraight are on your Knees for Pardon, Pardon, 
AAT And I, unjuftly too, muft grant it you. 
A ge But for my Brother, nota Man would (peak, 
if Nor I, ungracious, “{pake unto my felf 
i For him, poor Soul. The proudeft of you all, 
Bie Elave been beholding to him in his Life: 
| h Yetynone of you, would oncebeg for his’ Life, 
Hehe O God! I fear thy Juftice will take hold 
at On me,“and yows<and mine; and yours for this. 
if Come Haftings help meto my Clofer. 





| Ah poor Clarence. | Exeunt fome with the King and Queen: 
Glo. This is the fruits of Rathnefs; Mark’d 5 you not, 
How that the kindred of the Queen t 
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He is my Son, ay, atid therein my Shame, 


of Richard Il. PE Ee 


Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’s Death? 
O'! they did urge it fill unto the King, 
God will revenge it. -Come, Lords, will you go, 
To comfort Edward with our Company 2 : 
Buck. We wait upon your Grace, | Exeunt, 


32 44, BN a UL. 


Enter the Dutche/; of York, with the two Children of 
Clarence. 


Son. Good Grandam tell us, is our Father dead? 

Dutch, No, Boy. 

Daugh. Why do you weep fo oft? and beat your Breaft? 
And cry, O Clarence} my unhappy Son? 

Son. Why do you look on us, and thake your Head, 
And call us Orphans, Wretches, Caftaways. 

If that our Noble Father were alive 2 

Dutch. My pretty Cou fins, you miftake me both, 

I do lament the Sicknefsof the King, 
As loth to lofe him, not your Father’s Death ; 
It were loft Sorrow to wail one that’s loft, . 

Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dead: 
The King mine Uncle is to blame for it. 

God will reveoge.it, whom I will Importune 
With earneft Prayers; all to thet effect, 

Daugh, And fo will T, 

Datch. Peace, Children, peace; the King doth love you 
incapable and’ thallow Tonocents, [ well, 
You cannot: guefs who caus’d your Father’s Death. 

Son. Grandam, we can's for my good Uncle Glo’fer 
Told me, the King, provok’d to it by the Queen, 

Devis’d [Impeachments to imprifon him; 

And when. my Uncle told me fo, he wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kift my Cheek: 

Bad me sely on him, as on my Father, 

And he would Idve me dearly as a Child; 

Dutch. Ah! thar Deceit thould feal fuch gentle Shape; 
And with a virtuous Vizard hide‘ deep Vice, 
Yet from my Dugs-he diew nor this deceit, 

I 2, SOK. 
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The Life and Death 


Son, Think you my Uncle did diffemble, Grandam? 
Dutch, Ay, Boy. ae 
io Sez. I cannot think 1t. Hark, what noife is this? 
iii | Futer the Oucen with her Hair avout her Ears, Rivers 
i Pree and Dorfet after her. 
ii | Cucen. Ah! who fhall hinder me to wa il and weep? 
To chide my Fortune, and torment my felf? 
Vil join with black Defpair againft my Soul, 
And to my fclf become an Enemy —— 
Dutch, What means this Scene of rude Impatience ¢ 
OQucen. To make ana& of Tragick Violence. 
Edw: ard, my Lord, thy Son, our King is dead. 
Why giow the Bisiches, when the Raot is gone? 
Why wither not the Leaves that want their Sap ? 
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief; 
That our fwift-winged Souls may catch the King’s, 




























iy : : Ox like obedient Subje@s follow him, 

| To his new Kingdom of ne'er changing Night. 
Bie Dutch. Ah, fo much intereft have I in thy Sorrows 
Ae As TI had Title to thy Noble Husband ; 
eh: a) I have b ewept a worthy Husband’s Death, 
gine aa And liv’d with looking on his Images; 
Sine Se But now two Mirrors of his Princely femblance, 






‘i Are crack’d in pieces, by malignant Death, 

i And I for comfort have but one falfe Glafs, 

i That grieves me when I fee my Shame in him, 

| Thou art a Widow, yet thou art a Mother, 

hee And haft the comfort of thy Children left; 

i But Death hath fnatch’d my Husband from mine Arms, 
i And pluckt two Crutches from my feeble Hands, 
Clarence and Edward. O, what caufe have I, 

(Thine being but a moiety of my moan) 















i hae To over-go thy Woes, and drawn thy Cries. 
We Son. Ah Aunt! you wept not for our Father’s Death: 
ise Flow can we aid you with our Kindred Tears? 






Dawth. Our Fatherlefs diftrefS was lefe unmoan’d, 







That I being govern’d by the watry Moon, 


i Your Widow dolour likewife be unwept. 
1 Queen, Give me no help in Lamentation, 
i Ah J am not barren to bring forth Complaints 
| i All Sprixgs reduce their currents to mine Eyes, 
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May fend forth plenteous Tears to drown the World. 

Ah, for my Husband for my dear Lord Edward-— 
Chil. Ah, for our Father, for our dear Lord Clarence. 
Dutch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Clarence. 
Queen. What ftay had I, but Edward? and he’s gone, 
Chil, What ftay-had we, but Clarence? and he’s gone. 
Queen. Was never Widow had fo dear a Lofs. 

Chil, Were never Orphans had fo dear a Lofs. 
Dutch, Was never Mother had fo dear a lof. 

Alas! I am the Mother of thefe Griefs, 

Their Woes are parcell’d, mine is general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and f) do I; 

I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not the; 

Thefe Babes for Clarence weep, fo do not they. 

Alas! you three, on me threefold diftreft 

Pour all your Tears, I am your Sorrows Nurfe, 

And I will pamper it with Lamentation. 

Dorf. Comfort, dear Mother; God is much difpleas’d, 

That you take with unthankfuluef his doing. 

In common worldly Things tis call’d ungrateful, 

With dull unwillingnefs to repay a Debr, 

Which with a bounteous Hand was kindly lent: 

Much more to be thus oppofite with Heav’n, 

For it requires the Royal Debt it lent you, 

Rivers. Madam, bethink you like a careful Mother 

Of the young Prince your Son; ferd ftraight for him, 

Let him be crown’d, in him your comfort lives. 

Drown defperate Sorrow in dead Edward’s Grave, 

And plant your Joys in living Edward's Throne. 

Enter Gloucefter, Buckingham, Derby, Haftings and 
Ratcliff. 
Glo. Sifter, have comfort, all of us have caufe 

To wail the dimming of our fhining Star: 

But none can help our harms by wailing them. 

Madam, my Mother, I do cry you Mercy, 

I did not fee your Grace. Humbly on my Knee 

I crave your Bleffing. 

Dutch. God biefs thee, and put Meeknefs in thy Breatt, 

Love, Charity, Obedience, and true Duty. 

I . Gile. 
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The Life and Deatp 





good old Man, 


“— 


a 3° 
Glo. Amen, and maké me die a 


T Rnshiovtc Ital aise 
Phat is the butt end of a Mother's Ble ling ; 
leave it out. 


I marvel that her Grace did 
Buck. xan cloudy Princes, and heart-forrowing Peers, 
That bear | s mutual heavy load of Moar, 
Now cheer sack other i 
Though we have ipent our Harveft of this King 
We are to i th ir velt of his Son. 
The broken rancor of your high-fwoin hates, 
itely fplinter ‘d, knit and join’d 
il gently be preferv ‘d, cherifht 
Me feemeth good, that with fome little Train, 
Battie ith from Ludlow the young Prince.be fet, 
Hither to London, to be painter our King. 
Ri with fome litele Train, 


: 
OPetpner 
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o 


sts ah a 
ang. Kept s 


& W/} ; 
47} Aj shi 

ANU s y 
| Ai ; y? 4 } : 

MM vy of “ot | 2 j , 2 


Y LVTa QO) DUCERT tnQ VAI wm § 

Buck, Marry, my Lord, left, by a Multitude, 

Ihe hewancal'd wound of Malice fhould break out, 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 

By how much the Eftate is green, and yet ungovern’d, 
Where every Hoxrfe bears his ‘comm: ndin ig Rein, 

And m ay direct his courfe # pleafe himfelf, 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 

In PY Opinion, poe to be prevented. 

lo. I hope the King made Peace with all of us, 
An the com pact is firm. and true in me. 
$5, And fo in me, and fo, I think k, in all] 
Yet fee i itis but-green it fhould be put 


bem, 
oe 


ily 


10 apparent likelyhood of breach, 
W hich haply by much-Cc mpany might be ure’d ; 
Vherefore I fay, with Noble Buacki bin gh Al, 
‘That it 1s meet fo few fhould fetch the Princ 


e 
a 5 
ae And fo fay I. 
. Thenbe it fo, and £0 we to-determine 
they fhall be that {treight thall polt to Loudon, 
adam, and you my Sifter, will you go, 
| Exeunts 


| Adanent Buckingham and Gloucefter. 
Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince 
a 


For God's fake let not us two ftay at home; 
By ' 


Vi for: oceafion, 








of Richard III. y 1655 


As Index to the Stary we lately talk’d of, 
To part the Queen’s proud Kindred from the Prince, 
Glo, My other felf, my Couofel’s Confiftory, 
My Oracle, my Prophet, my dear Copfin, ._ 
I, .as a Child, will go by thy dire@ion. 
Towa:d Lonudex then, for we'll not ftay behind. [Exeant. 


9 © BNE oll: 


Ejxter one Citizen at one Door, and another at the other. 


1 Cit. Good morrow, Neighbours, whither away fo faft 
2 Cit. I promife you [I hardly know my {elf: - 
Hear you the News abroad ? 
1 Cit. Yes, the King is dead. 
2 Cit. Ill News by’r Lady, feldom comes the better: 
I fear, I fear, ’twill prove.a giddy World. 
Enter another Citizen. 
3 Cit. Neighbours, God: {peed, 
£ Cit. Give you good morrow, Siri 
3 Cit. Doth the News hold of good King Edwara’s Death ? 
2 Git. Ay, Sir, it is too true, God help the while. 
3 Cit. Then Mafters look to fee a troublous World. 
I Cit. No, no, by God’s good Grace, his Son fhall Reign. 
3 Cit. Wo to that Land that’s govern’d by a Child, 
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of Government: 
Which in his Non-age, Counfel under him, 
And in his full and-ripened Years, himfelf 
No doubt fhall then, and ’till then govern well. 
1 Gt. So ftood the State when Hevry the Sixth 
Was crown’d in Paris, but at nine Motths old. i 
3 Cit, Stood the State fo ? No, tio, good Friends, God ‘wot : 
For then this Land was famoufly enrich’d 
With politick grave Counfel; then the King 
Had virtuous Uncles to prote@ his Grace. 
1Cit, Why fo hath this, both by his Father and Mother. 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his Father; 
Or by his Father there were hone at all: 
For Emulation, who fhall now be neareft, 
W Ul touch us all too fear, if God prevent nor, 
O full of danger is the Duke of Glo’ fer, 
14 And 
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The Life and Death 


And the Qucen’s Sons, and Brothers, haught and proud : 
And were the y to be rul’d, and nor to rule, 
This fickly Land might folace as before. | 
1 Cit, Comes come, we fear the worft, all will be well. | 
3 Gt. When Clouds are feen, wife Men put on their Cloaks; } 
When great Leaves fall, then Winter is at hand; 
When the Sun fets, who doth not look for Night? 
| Untimely Storms make Men expe@ a Dearth: 
a a i All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 
| Tis more than we deferve, or I expect. 
2 Cit, Truly the Hearts of Men are full of fears 
You cannot reafon, almoft, with a Man 
hat looks sot heavily, and full of dread. 
3 Cit. Before the days of Change, ftill is it fo; 
sy a divine inftin@ Mens Minds mittruft 
Purfutng Danger; as by proof we fee 

















4 The Water {well before a boift’rous Storm; 
4 But leave it all to God. Whither away ? 






2 Cit. Marry we were fent for to the Juttices. 
3 Git. And fo was I, I'll bear you Company. — [ Exenmt, 
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Exter Archbi foop of York, the young Duke of York, the 


Queen, and the Dutche/s, 







mt “arch. Laft Night I heard they lay at Stony Stratford, 
Hy a oe P , red ipa . 
eat} And at Northampton they do reft to Night : 













; a To morrow or next day they will be here, 
Aa! Dutch. 1 long with all my Heart to fee the Prince 5 
3 | LT hope he is much grown fince laft I faw him. 
ti: a Queen. But i hear no, they fay my Son of York 
oth ctl Has almoit overtaken him in his growth, 
i aah York. Ay, Mother, but I wouid not have it {o. 
7 i Ae Dutch. Wiy, my good Confin, it is good to LTOWe 
Be Th York. Grandam, one Night as we did fit at Supper, 
Ne. | My Uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow 






More than my Brother. Ay, quoth my Uncle Glo’fter, 
Small Herbs have Grace, great Weeds do STOW apace. 
And fince, methinks I would not grow fo faft, 

Becaule {weet Flowers are flow, and Weeds make hafte, 


Datch. 
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of Richard III, 1657 
Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not hold 


In him that did obje@ the fame to thee. 

He was the wretched’ft thing when he was young, 

So long a growing, and fo leifurely, 

That if his Rule were true, he fhould be gracious, 
York. And {> no doubt he js, my gracious Madam. 
Dutch. 1 hope he is, but yet let Mothers doubt, 
York. Now by my troth, if I had been remembred, 

I could have given my Uncle’s Grace a flour 

To touch his growth, nearer than he touch’d mine, 
Dutch. How, my young York, 

I prithee let me hear it. 

York, Marry, they fay, my Uncle grew fo faft, 

That ke could enaw a Cruft at two Hours old; 

" Fwas full two Years e’er I could geta Tooth, 

Grandam, this would have been a biting Jeft. 

Dutch. I prithee, pretty York, who told thee this? 
York. Grandam, his Nurfe. 
Dutch. His Nurfe } why fhe.was dead e’er thou waft born. 
Tork, If *twere not the, I cannot tell who told me, 
Queen. A parlous Boy Go to, you are too fhrewd. 
Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry w.th a Child. 
Queen. Pitchers have Ears. 

Enter a AMeffenger. 
“rch. Here comes a Meflenger: What News 2 
Me/. Such News, my Lord, as prieves me to report. 
Queer, How doth the Prince 2 
Mef. Well, Madam, ard in Health. 
Dutch. What is thy News? 
Mef. Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey, 

Are fent to Pomfret, and with them 
Sir Thomas Vaughan, Prifoners, 

Dutch. Who hath committed them? 
“ef. The mighty Dukes, Glo fier and Buckingham, 
“trch, For what Offence? 
Mef. The fum of all I can, I have difclos’d: 
hy, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 

Is ali unknown to me, My gracious Lord. 

Queen. Ah me! I fee the ruin of my Houfe ; 

The Tiger now hath feiz'd the gentle Hind, 

Infulting Tyranny begins to jut 
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Upon the innocent and awlefs I hrone; 
W elcome Deftruaion, Blood and Miatiacreés 
¥ fee, as in a Map, the end of all. 
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Wiake War upon themfelves, Wao to Brother, 
Blood to Blood, felf againft {flf: O prep ft’rous 
And frantick Outrage! end thy iy % nned opleen, 
Or let me die, to look on Ea rth no more 
Qucen. Come, come, my Boy, we will to Sanctuary. 
Madam, farewel. 
: Dutch. Stay, 1 will go \ with you. 
Pi Queen. You have no caufe. 
Arch. My gracious L pth. 20, 
4 And thither bear your Treafure and your Goods, 
i For my part, I'll refign unto your Grace 
t 7 The Seal I keep, and fo betide it me, 
ey th As well I tender you, and all of yours, 
a Go, Vil condu@ you to the San&uary. | Exenih 
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Tbe Trumpets found, Enter Prince of Wales, the Dukes of 
Gloucefter and Buckii Ngham, -Archbifbop, with others. 







a Buck, J Elcome {weet Prince to London, 

Ba To your Chamber, 

aM Gle. Welcome dear Coufin, my the oughts. povercign, 
‘The weary way hath made you Mela: cho oly. 

| Priacs. No, Uncle, but our croffes on the Way 
Have made it tedious, wearifom and | heavy. 
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of Richard IIT, 1659 


No more can you diftineuith of a Man, 
Than of his outward fhew, which, God he knows, 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the Heart, 
Lhofe Uncles which you want were dangerous: 
Your Grace attended to their fuper’d Words, 
But look’d net on the poifon of their Hearts: 
God keep you from them, and from fuch falf- Friends, 
Prince. Gad keep me from falfe Friends 
But they were none, 
Glo. My Lord, the Mayorof Loudon comes to greet you, 
Enter Lord Mayor. 
Mayor. God blefs your Grace with Health and Happy 
Days. 
Prince. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you alls 
I thought my Mother, and my Brother York, 
Would long e’er this have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a flug is Haftings, that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come or no, 
Enter Lord Hattings, 
Buck, And in good time, here comes the {weating Lord, 
Prince. Welcome,my Lord; what, will our Mother come? 
Haft. On what Occafion God he kaows, not I, 
The Queen your Mother, and your Brother York; 


> 


ii) Have taken San@uary; the tender Prince 


Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace, 
But by his Mother was perforce wich-held. 

Buck. Fie, what an indire@ and peevith courfe 
Is this of hers? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of York 
Unto his princely Bréther prefently: ? 


" If the deny, Lord Hajflings, you go with him, 


And from her jealous Arms pluck him perforce. 
Arch. M y Lord of Buckingham, if my weak Oratory 


. Can from his Mother win the Duke of York, 
* Anon expect him here; but if the be obdurate 


Lo mild Entreaties, God forbid 

We fhould infringe the holy Privilege 

OF bleffed SanCtuary ; not for all this Land 
' fo great Sin. 


Would I be guilty of 
Buck. You are too fenfelefs obRinate, my Lord; 


Too ceremonious and traditional. 


Weigh 


==: + 
> 


Sheree ae 


sie 
ars " 


=f ae oe eae 
=o SSS eee a 


————~ > 
SS oe 


i © 
ph 

| | 
rie 4 
\ 

oo) ££ 

¥ 

tae 3 
: ‘ - 


i 















Say A 


IGGO The Life and Death 
Weich it but with the grofsnefs of this Ages 
You b: ak not Sanctuary, 19 { 
To thote whofe dealines have'd ferv’d the Place, | 
And thofe who hav the wit to claim 
This f ce hath never claim’d it, 
Therefore, in mine Opinion, cannot have I. 
hen taking him from thence that is not there, 
You break no Privileze nor Charter there: 
Oft have I heard of Sanctuary Men, 
But Sanétuary Children, ne er ‘cill now. ; 
Arch. My Lord, you fhall o’er-rule my Mind for once, 
Come on, Lord Haftings, will you go with me ? | 
Haft, 1 go, my Lord. [Exeunt Archbifbop and Haltings 
Prince. Good Lords, make all the fpeedy hafte you may. 
Say, Uncle Glofer, if our Brother come, 
Where fhall we fojourn rill our Corenation’ 
Glo. Where it feems beft unto your Royal fe if. 
If 1 may counfel you, fome day or two 
Your Highnefs fhall repofe you at the Tower : 
Then where you pleafe, and fhall be thought moft fit 
For your beft Health and Recreation. 
Prince. 1 do not like the Tower of any Place; 
Did Fulius Cefar build that Place, my Lord ¢ 
Bucks He did, my gracious Lord, begin that Place, 
Which fince, fucceeding Ages have re-edify'd. 
Prince. 1s it upon Record? or elfe reported 
Sacceffively from Age to Age he built it ? 
Buck. Upon Record, my gracious Lord. 
Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not Regiftred, 
Methinks the: Truth fhould live from Age to Age, 
As *ewere retail’d to ail Pofterity, 
Even to the general ending Day. 
Glo. So wife, fo young, they fay do never live long. 
Prince. What fay you, Uncle? 
Glo. 1 fay, without Characters Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, [ Afat. 
I moralize two meanings in one Word, 
Prince. That Falins Cefar was a famous Man; 
With what his Valour did enrich his Wir, 
His Wit fet down, to make his Valour live: 
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of Richard It, hOGI 


Death makes no Conqueft of his Conqueror: 
For now he lives in Fame, though not in Life, 
Pll tell you what, my Confin Buckingham, 
Buck, What, my gracious Lord ? 
Prince. And if I live until I bea Man, 
I'l] win our ancient Right in Frazce avain, 
Or diea Soldier, as I liv’d a King. 
Glo. Short Summers lightly have a forward Spring. 
Enter York, Haftings, and <Archbi {bop ‘ 
Buck, Now in good time, here comes the Duke of Yor 
Prince. Richard of York, how fares cur Noble Brother? 
York. Well, my dear Lord, fo muft I cal! you now: 
Prince. Ay, Brother, to our Grief, 2$ it is yours: 
Too late he dy'd that might have kept that Fiile, 
Which by his Death hath, Joft much Majefty, , 
Glo, How fares our Coufin, Noble Lord of York? 
York. [thank you, gentle Uncle. © my Loid 
You faid, that idle Weeds are faft in erowth: ; 
The Prince my Brother hath outgrown me far, 
Glo, He hath, my Lord. 
York. And therefore is he idle? 
Glo, Oh my fair Coufin I muft not fay {, 
York. Then he is more beholden to you than I. 
_ Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign 
But you have power in me, as ina Kinfman, — 
York, I pray you, Uncle, give me this Dagger. 
Glo, My Dagger, little Coufin? with all my Heart 
Prince. A Beggar, Brother? 
York, Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give 
And being a Toy it is no grief to pive. 
Glo, A greater Gift than that I'll give my Coufin, 
York. A greater Gift? O, that’s the Sword to it. 
Glo. Ay, gentle Coufin, were it hght enough, 
York. O then I fee’ you will part but with light Gift 
In weightier things you'll fay a Beggar Nay. 
Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear. 
Tork. 1 weigh it lightly were it hesvier, 
Glo. Whar, would you have my Weapon, little Lord2 


York, . ig 
pty — that I might thank you, as you call me, 


York, Little. 
Princes 


tt a a ees Se 
od + a & F 
4 : 


ike 
‘ y 
| 
Mt 
if 
iM 
“Y 
isl} 
7 7 q 
15 ) 
vile 
ina} 
ti 
AH 
$0) 
ery 
viet, 
; 
q 
el i 
4} 
t 
‘ 
} 
oH f 
tie 
1 
1, be 
ie 
een be 
‘ 
af 
ty 
rel 
TMT 
uk 
den 
, iM 
He 
thee! : 
ren Pay 
en || 
I hiatt }j 
si A 
" J i { 
lh! ' 
' 
rine’ , 
bi : 
ah, 
aay 
{ 
Mi ; 
; : 
He gl } : 
Ke | 
if 
ig? - 
tiled 
Iki | 
t 
wy 
: 
Abit 4 
vi 
HE a 
; mn} 
Ob hase 
W5) eee oy 
oa 
ky eh | 
4 SS + 
Var i) 
{) a ' 
Mad 
ela 
| 
th Gia 
H 
" 
Hy : ; ; 
nee) ho 
) it i 
bit t. H 
ie. 
4 ‘ r 
ree ty Da 
ait lj 
i , 
tf 
( ih ' 
ta} tare i 
te Pat : 
oh ; 
i?) a 
i 
i 


$< = 


puvieeat 


2 hehe ™ , 
st seiisieian eeeibeesiee aa ee ee ee ' 












tee Sey, Sees. 
RSs a a 


2 eu Ss 


4 i 








Prince. My Lord of York will ever be crofs Mn talk . 
Uncle, y ur Grace knows how to bear with him. 
Tore. You mean to Dear me, not CO bear with me: 
le, my her mocks. both you and me, 

Bae oe 


Becauie that | am Inthe, like an Ape, 

He thinks that you fhould bear me on your Shoulders. 
Buck. W1 h what a fharp provided Wit he realons: 

‘Fo m iugate the Scorn he pives his Uacle, 

He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf; 


| g » young, is wonderful. 
Glo. My Lord, wilt pleafe you pafs along f 
My felf, and my good Coufin Buckingham, 
Will to your Mother, to entreat of her 
lo meéect y ouat the i ower, and welcome you. 
Torr. Whar, will you £0. unto the Tower, my Lord? 
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Prince. My Lord Proteétar will have it fo. 
j , i RE aR RE amg Fae pts oS Ra 1 sia 
Yor Re & iNail NOU licep In quret at the /ower. 


Glo. Nor none that live, I hope, 

Prince. And if I live, 1 hope-I need not fear, 
But come, my Lord, and with a heavy. Heart, 
Thinking on them,-goI unto the Toner. 

| Exeunt Prince, York, Haftings and Dorfet 
Adanent Gloucefter, Buckingham aud Catesby. 

Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenfed by his fubtle Mother, 
To taunt and {corn you thus opprodrionfly 2 
ie Glo. No doubt, no. doubt: Oh “tis.a Parlous Boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; 
Fie is all the Mother's, from the top to toe, 
_ BAR: Well, let them reft: Come hither, Catesby, 
Thou art {worn as deeply to effe& what we intend, 
As clofely to conceal what we impart: 
T hou know’{t our Reafons urg’d wpon' the. Way 
What. think’{t thou ? is it not an-eafie \ latter. 
Yo make William Lord Hajtings of our.Mind. 
For the Inftalment of this Noble Duke, : 
In the feat Royal of this famous Iffe? — 
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talk Catef. He for his Father’s fake £o"loves the Prince, 
\ * That he will not be won to ought againft him. i 
‘Me Buck, What thiok’ft thou then-of Stazley ? Will not he? 


Catef. He will do all in al} as Haftings doth. 
, Buck. Well then, no more but this: | 
uke, Go, gentle Catesby, and as it were far off 
cali; Sound thou Lord Flaftings, 
How he doth ftand affe&ted to our Purpofe, 
And fummon him to Morrow to the Towers 
Lo fit about the Coronation. 
If thou doft find him tra@able to us, 
Encourage him, and tell him all our Reafons: 
If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 
Be thou fo too, and fo break off the Talk, 
ylsi And give us notice of his Inclination: 
For we to Morrow hold divided Councils, 
Wherein thy felf thale highly be employ’d, 
Glo, Commend me to Lord William: tell him, Catesby, 
{; His ancient Knot of dangerous Adverfaries a 
To morrow are Jet Blood at Pomfret Cattle, 
And bid my Lord, for joy of this good News, 
Give Miftrefs Share one gentle Kifs the more, 
Buck. Good Catesby, 90, effe& this Bufinels foundly, 
Catef? My good Lords both, with all the heed F can. 
Gio, Shall we hear from you, Catesby, eer we {leep ? 
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ail Catef? You thall, my Lord. i 
ny, G4. At Crosby Houfe there you fhall find us both, 
ven) 


a In... p#eke Now, my Lord, | Evcis Catesby. 
What thall we do, if we perceive 
Lord Haftings will not yield to our Complots? 
Be Glo. Chop off his Head: 
“Something we will determine: 
And look whtn I am King, claim thou of me 
, The Earldom of Hereford, andiall the Moy eables 
) Wherecf the Kine, my Brother, wa: poffefi, 
" Back. Vil claim thet Promife at.your Grace’s Hand. 
Glo. And lock to have it yielded with all kindaefs, 
Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our Complots in fome form, | Exeunt, 
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Enter a Melenger to the Door of Hattings. 
Mef. My Lord, my Lord. 
Haff. Who knocks ? 
Mef. One from the Lord Stanly. 
Haft. What is't a Clock? 
MMef. Upon the ftroak of four. 
Enter Lord Haftings. . 
Haf?.Cannot my Lord Stanly fleep thefe tedious Nights? 
Mef. So it appears by what I have to fay: 
Firft, he commends him to your noble Self. 
Haft. What then2 
Me{. Then certifies your Lordthip, that this Night 
He dreamt the Boar had rafed off his Helm: 
Befides, he fays there are two Councils kept; 
And that may be determin’d at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th’ other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhip’s pleafure, 
If you will prefently take Horfe with him, 
And with all fpeed poft with him towards the North, 
To thun the danger that his Soul divines, 
Haft. Go Fellow, §°% return unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the feparated Council: 
Flis Honour and my felf are at the one, 
And at the other is my good Friend Catesby 5 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us, 
Whereof I fhall not have Intelligence: 
Tell him his Fears are thallow without inftance; 
And for his Dreams, I wonder he’s fo fimple 
To truft the mock’ry of unquiet Slumbers, 
To fly the Boar, before the Boar purfues, 
Were to incenfe the Boar to follow us, 
And make purfuit where he did mean no chafe, 
Go, bid thy Mafter rife ard come to me, 
And will both together to the Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Boar wil] ufe us kindly, 


Mef, V’ll go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay, | Exit. 


Enter 
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Exter Catesby, 
Catef. Many £00d morrows to my Noble Lord. 
Haft. Good morrow, Catesby, you are carly ftirring : 
ings, What News, what News in this our tott ring Strate ? 
Cate/. It is a reeling World indeed, my Lord; 
And I believe will never ftand upright, 
“Till Richard wear the Garland of the Realm. 
Haft. How! wear the Garland 2 
Doft thou mean the Crown? 
Cate/. Ay; my good Lord. 
Haft. li have this Crown of mine cut from my Shoulders; 
‘Before Ul fee the Crown {> foul. mifplac’d ; 
But canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it2 
Cate/, AY, on my Life, and hopes to find 
4, Upon his Party, for the gain thereof; 
Nii nd thereupon he fends you this good News, 
Phat this fame very Day our Enemies, 
The Kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfret. 
Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that News, 
het. Becaufe they have been fil] my Adverfaries: 
elu; But that DU] Pive my. Voice.on. Rithard’s Side, 
To bar my Matfte#’s Heirs i> true Defcent, 
Nott;Sod knows T will not do it to the death, 

Catef. God keep your Lordfhip in thar sracious Mind. 

Haff. But 1 thali laugh at this q Twelve-month hence; 
Chat they which brought me in my Matte;’s Hate, 
live to look upon their Tragedy, 

Well Cazeshy, eer 2 Fortnight make me older, 
‘ll fend fome Packing that yer think not on’t. 

Catef. °Tis a vile thing to dye, My gracious Lord, 
When Men are unprepard and look not for it, 

Haft. O monitrous, monftrous! and fo falls itout 
WVith Rivers Vaughan, Gray; and fo *twil] do 
With fome Men elfe, that think themfelves as fafe 

\s thou and I, who as thou know’ft, are dear 
lo Princely Richard and to Buckingham. | 
Catesby. The Princes both make high account of Vola = 
for théy a¢count his Head upon the Bridge. | fide, 
4aft. T know’ they do; and I have well defery’d ir, 
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1666 The Life and De 
Enter Lord Stanley- 
Come on, come on, where 1s yout Boar. {pear, Man? 
Fear you the Boar, and go fo unprovided ¢ 
Stan. M y Lord, good Morrow, good moOrrow; Catesby; 
You may jeft on, but by the holy Rood, 
1 do not like thefe feveral Councils, I. 
Huft. My Lord, thold my I ife as dear as yours, 
ne ver in my Day Ss I do protelt, 
Was it fo precious to Me as ’tls NOW 3 
Thiok you, but that I know the State fecure, 
1 would be fo triumphant as I amé . 
Stan, The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from London, 
Vere jacund, and fuppos d their States were fure, 
And they indeed had no caufe to miftruit ; 
But yer you fee how foon the Day o er-calt. 
i The fucden ftab of Rancer I mifdoubt, 
4 Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs Coward. 
| What, fhall we toward the Joower$ the Day is fpent. 
t Haft. Come, come, have with you: 
) a Wot ye what, my Lord; 
a To day, the Lords you talk of are beheaded. 
ai} Stan. Theys for their Truth, might better wear their Heads 
Than fome that haveaccus’d them wear their Hats, 
ite But come, my Lord, let’s away. 
Enter a Pur[uivante 
Haft. Go on before, I'll talk with this good Fellow, 
[Exeunt Lord Stanley and Catesby. 
How now, Surah ? how goes the. World with thee? 
Purf, The better, that your Lordfhip pleafe to ask. 
Haft. ¥ telithee Man, “tis better with me now, 
Than when thou mer’{t me laft where now. we meet: 
RT CGE Then was I going Prifoner to the Zower, 
CGR By the Suggcftion of the Queen’s Allies. 

































oY But now [eli thee, keep it to. thy felf, 

a This Day thofe Enemies are put to death, 

at And I in better State.chane’er IT was, 

i Purfe God hold it to your Honour’s good Content, 

i Hat. Gramercy Fellow; there drink at for me; 
eit te | Throws him his Par 
ane Pav{, 1 thank your itenour, | Lait Par fuivath 
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| Enter a Prieft, 
li’ Prieft. Well met, my Lord, am gladto fee your Honour; 
_ Haji. I thank thee, good Sir Fobn, with all my Heart; 
@ Yam in your debt for your laft Exercife: 
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 
Prieft. Tl wait upon your Lordfhip. 
un, Enter Buckingham, 
Buck, What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamberlain? 
Your Friends at Pomfret; they do need the Prieft, 
Your Honour hath no fhriving work in hand. 
| Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy Man; 
tral The Men you talk of came into my mind. 
ut, What, go you toward the Tower? 
Buck, I do, my Lord, but long I cannot {tay there: 
I fhall return before your Lordfhip thence. 
Haft. Nay, like enough, for I'll ftay Dinner there. 
Buck. And Supper too, although thou know’ ft it not. | Afide? 
foe, Come, will you go? 
Haft. Vil wait upon your Lordfhip, | Exennt: 
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Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with Halberds, carrying the 
Nobles to Death at Pomfret. 


’ 4 
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Kh Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, 
wi “Today fhalt thou wet Subje@ dye et 
it For Truth, for Duty, and for Loyalty. 
0% — Gray. God blefs the Prince from all the pack of you, 
, A Koot you are of damned Blood-fuckers. 
mi Paugh. You live that fhall cry woe for this, hereafter: 
Kat, Difpatch, the limit of your Lives is out. 
_ Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody Prifon! 
Fatal_and ominous to Noble Peers, 
Within the guilty clofure of thy Walls 
Richard the Second here was hackt to Death: 
ott? And for more flander to thy difmal Seat, 
mt We give to thee our guiltlefs Blood to drink? | 
wi Gray. Now Margaret’s Curfe is faln upon our Heads; 
In) Wheo fhe exclaim’d on Haftings, you and I, 
For ftanding by, when Richard ftab’d her Son; 
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Riv. Then curs’d the Rchard, ic 
Then curs'd the Buckinghim, Bich 


Then curs’d fhe Haftings. O remember God im | 
To hear her Prayer for them, as now for us: ya Y 
As for my Sifter and her Princely Sons, 

Be fatisfy’d, dear God, with our true Blood, 
Which, as thou know’lt, unjufty mut be fpilt. 





Rat. Make hafte, the our of Death 1s now expir'd. 900 
Riv. Come Gray, comt Vaughan, let us here embrace; — sxiee 
Farewel, until we meet again in Heaven. | Exennt, Ml 


So ee ae ky uC 


Pam! bos fi ° . ints 
Enter Buckingham, Derby, Haftings, Bifbop of Ely, Nor m 
folk, Ratcliff, Lovel, with others, ata Table. 1s, 
Mer 
\,(, 
7 1 ‘ uiiet 
Haft. Now Noble Pees, the caufe- why we are met ‘ 


Is t+ determine of the Goronation: 
In God's Name fpeak, when is the Royal Day ? 4 
Bact. Are all. things rady for the Royal time? ths 
Derby. They are; and want but Nomination. 
y. To Morrow thenI judge a happy Day. Hy. 
Buck, Who knows the Lord Protector’s Mind herein? ["*! 
Vhe ismoft inward witk the Noble Duke? ' 
Ely, Your Grace, we think, fhould fooneft know his Mird, 
Buck. We know eachothers Faces ; for ovr Hearts, t 
He knows no more of mne than | of yours, 
Or E of his, my Lord, than you of mine: 
Lo:d Haftings,, you andhe are near in Love. hike 


Haff. \ thank his Grace, I know he loves me well: i 
But for his purpofe in tle Coronation, mt 
T have nor founded him, nor. he deliver’d yy 
His pracious pleafure any way therein: my, 
But you, my Horourabl: Lard, may name the time, ne 

snd inthe Duke’s Belial: PI give my Voice, My 
Which I prefume*he’ll tke in gentle part. iit 

Ener Gloucefter, ) 

Ely. ¥n happy time here comes the Duke himfelf. of 
Glo. ‘My. Noble Loris and Confins all, good morrow} |.” 

+, Pr Lag a b : A Gum 

t have been along fleepa jvbut | truft a 
My abfence doth neglect nocgreat defign, An 
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Which by my prefence might have been concluded. 
Back. Had you not come upon your Cue, my Lord, 
William Loid Haftings had pronounc’d your part, 
imean your Voice for crowning cf ihe King, 
Glo. Than my Lord Haftings no Man might be bolder; 
His Lordfhip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ely, when I was laft in Holbourn, 
ot: Tfaw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 
mf do befeech you fead for fome of them. 
lb Ely. Marry and will, my Lords with all my heart. 
| Exit Ely. 
Glo. Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Catesby hath founded Haj/tings in our Bufinels, 
.y, And tinds the tefty Gentleman fo lot, 
-, That he will lofe his Head e’er give confent 
~ His Matter’s Child, as worfhipfully be terms ir, 
e Shall lofe the Royalty of England’s'Throne. 
Back, Withdraw your felf a while, Vl go with you. 


| Exeunt. 


i 


, _ Derby. We have not yet fet down this Day of 1 riumph: 
™ To Mor in my Judgment, is too fudden 
0 row, in my Judgment, 2 
For I my felf am not fo well proviced, 
fs elfe L would be were the Day prolong’d. 
vf Enter Bifbop of Ely. 
Ely. Where is my Lord, the Duke of Glouce/fer ? 
have fent for thefe Strawberries. 
"Haft. His Grace looks chearfully ind {mooth this Morning, 
There’s fome Conceit or other likes him well 
When that he bids good Morrow with fuch Spirit. 
(think there’s never a Man in Chriftendom 
‘Can leffer hide his Love or Hate than he, 
‘or by his Face ftraight thall you know his Heart. 
Derby, What of his Heart perceive you in his Face, 
_ 3y any livelihood he thew'd to Diy 2 
DY Hajt, Marry that with no Man kere he is offended - 
‘or were he, he had thewa it in his looks. 
Enter Gloucefter azd Buckingham, 
, Glo, I pray you all, tell me what thcy deferve, 
i Chat do. confpire my Death with dzvilith Pilots 
mf damned Witchcraft, and that hive prevail’d 
Jpon my Body, with their heliith Charms. 
Pas K z Haft. 
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Haft, The tender love I bear your Gracey my Lord, i 
Hi Makes me molt ferward in this Princely prefence, if 
th To doom th’Offenders, whofoe’er they be: i 
aii I fay, my Lord, they have deferved Death. : a 
| i Gio. Then be your Eyes the witnefs of their Evil, me 
ny Look how J am bewitch’d; behold mine Arm af 
it Is like a blafted Sapling wither’d up : | a 
Hi ‘And this is Edward’s Wife, that monftrous Witch, A 
Hi Conforted with that Harlot, Strumpet Shore, re 
‘That by their Witchcraft thus have marked me, ae fi 
Hajt. \f they have done this Deed, my Noble Lord— jt 
Glo. If 2 thou Prote&tor of this damned Strumpet, ith 
Talk’ thou to me of Iffs? thou art a Traitor itt 
Of with his Head now by Saint Paul I {wears ink. 
I will not dine until I fee the fame. ah 


Loveland Ratcliff, \ook that it be done: ie 
The reft that love me, rife and follow me. [Exewnt, 


Manent Lovel and Ratchft, with the Lord Haftings. aD 
Haft. Wo, wo for England, not a whit for me, ie 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this: ey 
Stanly did dream the Boar did rafe our Helms, ah 
And I did {corn it, and difdain to fly: ih 
Three times to day my Foot-cloth Horfe did ftumble, 
And ftarted when he look’d upon the Tower, ba 
As loath to bear me to the Slaughter-houfe. 4 
© now I need the Prieft that fpake to me: bu 
I now repent I told the Purfuivant, uh 
As too triumphing, how mine Enemies bn 
Today at Pomfret blocdily were butcher’d, % 
And I my filf fecure in Grace and Favour. Le 
Oh Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy Curfe i 
Is lighted on poor Haftings wretched Head. ih 
Rat. Come, come, difpatch, the Duke would be at dinner. in 
Make a fhort Shrift, he longs to fee your Head. lied 
Haft, O momentary Grace of mortal Men, ty, 
Which we more hunt for, than the Grace’of God! “ak 
Who builds his hope in Air of your gocd Looks, heh 
Lives like a drunken Suilor on a Maft, Iie 
Ready with every nod co tumble down lef 
Into the fatal Bowels of the Deep. Yin 
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Lov. Come, come, difpatch, ’tis bootlef§ to exclaim. 
Haft. © bloody Richard, miferable England, 
I propiefie the fearful’ft time to thee, 
That ever wretched Age hath look’d upon. 
Come, lead me to the Block, bear him my Head: 
They fmile at me who fhortly fh:ll be dead. | Exeunt, 
Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham ix rafty Armour, mar- 
vellous ill favour'd. 
Glo. Come Coufin, 
Can’{t thou quake and change thy colour, 
Murther thy breath in the middle of a Word, 
And then again begin, and ftop again, 
As if thou wert diftraught and mad with Terror? 
Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide, 
Tremble and ftart 2t wagging of a Straw: 
Intending deep Sufpicion, gaftly Looks 
Are at my Service, like enforced Smiles; 
And both are ready in their Offices, 
At any time, to grace my Srratagems. 
But what, is Catesby gone ? 
Glo. He is, and fee he brings the Mayor along. 
Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby, 
Buck. Lord Mayor 
Glo. Look to the Draw-bridge there. 
Buck. Hark, a Drum. 
Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the Walls. 
Buck, Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent-———— 
Glo. Look back, defend there, here are E.nemics. 
Back, God and our Innocency defend and guard us. 
Enter Lovel and Ratcliff with Haftings’s Head, 
Glo. Be patient, they are Friends; Ratcliff and Lovel. 
Lov. Here isthe Head of that ignoble Traitor, 
The dangerous.and unfulpeGed Haftings. 
Glo, So dear I lov’d the Man. that | muft weep: 
I took him for the plaineft harmlefs Creature 
That breath’d upon the Earih, a Chriftian; 
Made him my Book, wherein my Soul recorded 
The Hiftory of all her fecret Thoughts; 
So {mooth he daub‘d his Vice with thew of Virtue, 
That his apparent open Guilt omitted, 
: K 4 I 
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T mean his Converfation with Shore’s Wife; 
He liv’d from all attainder of fufpects. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert’ft fhelcer’d Traitor 
That ever lived. 

Would you imagine, or almoft believe, 

Wer't not, that by great prefervation 

We live to tell it, that the fubtle Traitor 

This Day had plotted, in the Council-Houfe, 
To murther me and my good Lord of Glo’'fer. 

JMayor. tad he done fo2 

Glo. What! think you we are Tarks or Infidels? 
Or that we would, apainit the form of Law, 
Proceed thus rafhly in the Villatn’s Dearh, 

But thatthe extream peril of the Cafe, 
The Peace of Exgland, and our Perfons fafety 
Enfore’d us to this Execution. 

Mayor. Now fair befall you, he deferv’d his death, 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falfe Traitors from the like Attempts. 

Buck I never look’d for better at his Hands, 

After he once fell in with Miftrefs Shore: 

Yet had we not determin’d he fhould die 

Until your Lordfhip came to fee his end, 
Which now the loving hafte of thefe our Friends, 
Something againft our meanings hath prevented ; 
Becaufe, my Lord, I would have had you heard 
The Traitor fpeak, and timoroufly confefs 
The manrer and the purpofe of his Treafonss 
That you might well have fignify’d the fame 
Unto the Citizens, who haply may, 
Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his Death. 

Mayor. But, my good Lord; your Grace’s Words hall 
As well as I had feen and heard him fpeak: [ ferves 
And do not doubt, right Noble Princes both, 

Rut TP acquaint our duteous Citizens, 
With all your juft Proceedings in this Cafe. 

Glo, And to thatend we with’d your Lordfhip here, 
T’avoid the Cenfures cf the carping World, 

Buck. Which fioce you come too late of our intent, 

Yee wirnefs what you hear we did intend: 
And fo, my gcod Lord Mayor, we bid farewel, | Exe Mayors 
Glo. 
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Glo. Go after, after, Coufin Buckingham. 
The Mayor towards Gaild-Hall hies him in all poft: 
There, at your meeteft vantage of the time, 
Infer the Baftardy of Edwara’s Children, 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for faying he would make ‘his Son 
Heir to the Crown; meaning indeed his Houfe, 
Which by the Sign thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful Luxury, 
And beftial appetite in change of Luft, 
Which ftretch’d unto their Servants, Daughters, Wives. 
Even where his raging Eye, or favage Heart, | 
Without controll, lufted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my Perfon: 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with Child 
Of that infatiate Edward, Noble York, 
My Princely Father then had Wars in France, 
And by true Computation of the Time, 
Found that the Iffue was not his begot: 
Which well appeared in his Lireaments, 
Being nothing like the Noble Duke, my Father: 
Yet touch this fparingly as *twere far off, 
Becanfe, my Lord, you know my Mother lives. 
Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I’ll play the Orator 
As if the Golden Fee, for which I plead, 
Were for my felf; and fo, my Lord, adieu, 
Glo, If you thrive well, bring them to Baynara’s Caftle, 
Where you fhall find me, well accompanied 
With reverend Fathers, and well-learned Bifhops, 
Buck. I go, and towards three or four a Clock 
Look for the News that the Guild: Hall affords. 
| | Exit Buckingham. 
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all fpeed to Doctor Shaw, 
Go thou to Friar Benker, bid them both [To Ratcl ff. 
Meet me within this hour at Baynard’s Caftle, | Exeunt. 
Now will I go to take fome privy Order =o 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fighr, 
And to give order, that no manner of Perfon 
Have any time recourfe unto the Princes, | Exir. 
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Enter a Scrivener. 
Scriv. Here is the IndiG@ment of the good Lord Haftings, 
Which in a fet Hand fairly is engrofs’d, 
That it may be to Day read o’er in Pauls. 
And mark how well the fequel. hangs together: 
Eleven hours I have {pent to write it Overs 
For yefternight by Cazesby was it fent me, 
The Precedent was full as long a doing, 
Aad yet within thefe five hours Haftings liv’d, 
Untainted, unexamio’ds free, at liberty. . 
Hiere’s a good World the while ; who is fo grols 
That cannot fee this palpable Device? 
Yet who fo bold, but fays, he fees it not ¢ 
Bad is the World, and all will come to nought, 
When fuch ill dealing muft be feen in thought. [ Exit. 
Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham az feveral Doors, 
_ Glo. How now, how now, what fay the Citizens$ 
Buck, Now by the holy Mother of our Lord, 
The Citizens are mum, fay not a word. 
Glo. Touch'd you the Baftardy of Edsward’s Childrené 
Buck, I did, with his Contraé& with Lady Lacy, 
‘And his Contra& by Deputy 1n France. 
Th’ unfatiate greedinefs of his defire, 
And his enforcement of the City Wives, 
His Tyranny for Trifles, his own Baftardy, 
As beng got, your Father then in France, 
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, I did infer your Lineaments, 
Being the right Idea of your Father, 
Both in your Form and Noblenefs of Mind : 
Laid open all your Victories 10 Scotland, 
Your Difcipline in War, Wifdom in Peace, 
Your Bounty, Virtue, fair Humility: 
Indeed left nothing fitting for your Purpofe 
Untouchr, or flightly handled in Difcourfe. 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
I bid them that did love their Country’s good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England's Royal King. 
Gio. And did they fo? | 
Buck, No, fo God help me, they fpake not a Word, 
But like dumb Statues or unbreathing Stones, 
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Star'd each on other, and look’d deadly pale : 
Which when I faw, I reprehended them, 
And ask’d the Mayer, what meaot this wilful filence 2 
His anfwer was, the People were not ufed 
To be {poke to, but by the Recorder, 
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke infert’d, 
But nothing {poke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome Followers of mine own, 
At lower end of the Hall, hurl’d up their Caps, 
And fome ten Voices cry'd, God fave King Richard ; 
And thus [ took the vartage of thofe few. 
Thanks, gentle Citizens and Friends, quoth I, 
This general Applaufe, and chearfui Shout, 
Argues your Wifdom, and your love to Richard; 
And even here brake off and came away. 
Glo. What Tongue-lefs Blocks were they, 
Would they not {peak 2 
Will not the Mayor then and his Brethren come ? 
Buck. The Mayor is here at hand; intend fome fear, 
Be no: you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit ; 
And look you get a Prayer-Book in your Hand, 
And ftand between two Churchmen, good my Lord, 
For on that ground I’il make a holy Defcant: 
And be not eafily won to our Requetts, 
Play the Maid’s part, ftill anfwer nay, and take it. 
Glo. I go: And if you plead as well for them, 
As I can fay nay for thee to my felf, 
No doubt we bring it to a happy Iffue. | Exit Glo. 
Buck. Go, go up to the Leads, the Lord Mayor knocks. 
Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens, 
Welcome my Lord, I dance attendance here, 
I think the Duke will not be fpoke withal. 
Enter Catesby. 
Buck, Now Catesby, whatf{ays your Lordto my Requeft? 
Catef. He doth intreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, 
To vifit him to Morrow, or next Day; 
He is within, with two right Reverend Fathers, 
Divinely bent to Meditation, 
And in no worldly Suits would he be mov’d, 
To draw him from his holy Exevcife. 
% : Buck. 
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The Life and Desth 


Buck. Return, good Caresby, te the gracieus Duke, 
Tell him, my felf, the Mayor and Aldermen, 
In deep. Defigns, in matter of great Moment, 
No lefs importing than our general Good, 
Are come to have fome. conference with his Grace. 
Catef. Vil fignifie fo much. unto him ftraight. | Exit. 
Buck. Ah ha, my Lord, this: Princeis not an Edwards 
e is not-lulling on a lew’d Love-Bed, 
ut on his .Kaces at Meditation : 
ot dallying with a Brace of Curtizans, 
But meditating with two deep Diyines: 
Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle Body, 
But praying, to enrich his watchful Soul. 
Hoippy were Exgland, would this. virtuous Prince 
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Take on his Grace the Soveraignty thaeof. 
But fure I fear we fhall aot win him to it. 
Vayor. Marry, God defend, his Grace fhould fay us nay. 


Buck. I fear he will; here Caresby comes again. 
Euter Catesby. 

shy, what fays his Grace¢ 

Cure? He wonders to what end: you have af{«mbled 


KI Sa UTy f? ait ; 


a PW ee tbs 


Such Troops.of Citizens to come to him, 

His Grace not being warn’d thereof before: 

He fears, my Lord, you mean no gocd to hime 
Buck, Sorry Iam, my noble Coufir fhould 

Sufpegeme, that I mean no pood to him: 


2 


By Heav’n, we come to him in perfec Love, 
And fo oncemore return, and tellhisGnice. . | Exit Catesby. 
When holy and devout Religious Met 
Are at their Beads, ’tis much to draw them thence, 
So {weet is zealous Contemplation. 
Enter Gloucefter above, betweus tayo Bifbops. 
Mayor. See where his Grace ftands’tween two Clergymen 
i Buck, Two Props of Virtue, for a Chriftian Prince, 
To ftay him from the fall of Vanity: 
And fee a Book of Prayer in his Hand, 
‘True Ornaments to know a holy Man. 
Famous Plantagenet, moft gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable Ear to our requelts, 
And pardon us the interrupticn 
Of thy Devotion and right Ghriftian Zeal. 


Giles 
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Glo, My Lord, there needs no fuch Apology; 
I do befeech your Grace to pardon me, 
Who earneft in the Service of th’ high God, 
Deferr’d the Vifitation of my Friends. 
But leaving this, what is your Grace’s pleafure? 
Buck, Even that, I hope, which pleafeth God above, 
And all good Men, of this ungovern’d Ifle. 
Glo. I do fufpe& I have done fome offence, 
That feems difgracious in the City’s Eye, 
And that you’come to reprehend my Ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my Lord, 
Would it might pleife your Grace, 
On our entreaties to amend your Fault. 
Glo. Elfe wherefore breath I in a Chriftian Land. 
Buck. Know then, it is your Fault that you refign 
The Supream Seat, the Throne Majeftical, 
The Sceptred Office of your Anceftors, 
Your State of Fortune, and your due of Birth, 
The Lineal Glory of your Royal Houfe, 
To the corruption of a blemifh’d Stock; 
Whiles in the mildnefs of your fleepy Thoughts, 
Which here we waken to our Country’s good, 
The noble Ifle doth want his proper Limbs: 
His Face defac’d with skars of Infamy, 
His Royal Stock graft with ignoble Plants, . 
And almoft fhouldred in the fwallowing Gulf 
Of dark Forgetfulnefs, and deep Oblivion. 
Which to re-cure, we heartily follicit 
Your gracious felf totake on you the charge 
And kingly Government of this your Land: 
ot as Protector, Steward, Subfticute, 
Or lowly Fa@or, for another’s gain; 
But as fucceffively, from Blood to Blood, 
Your right of Birth, your Empiry, your own: 
For this, conforted with the Citizens, 
Your very Worfhipfal and loving Friends, 
And by their vehement Inftigation, 
In this juft Caufe come I to move your Grace. 
Glo, I cannot tell, if to depart in filences 
Or bitterly to {peak in your reproof, 
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The Life and Deatb 


Beft fitceth my Degree, or your Condition. 
For not to anfwer, you might haply think 
Tongue-ty’d Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the Golden Yoak of Soveraignty, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me. 
If to reprove you for this fut of yourss 
So feafon’d with your faithful Love to me, 
Then on the other fide I check’d my Friends. 
Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the fir ft, 
And then in {peaking, not to incur the laft, 
Definitively thus I anfwer you. 
Your Love deferves my thanks, but my defert 
Unmeritable, fhuns your high requett. 
Firft, if all Obftacles were cut aways 
And that my Path were even to the Crown; 
As the ripe Revenue, and due of Birth ; 
Yet fo much is my poverty of Spirit, 
So mighty, and fo many my Defects, 
That I would rather hide me from my Greatnefs, 
Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ; 
Than in my Greatnefs covet to be hid, 
And in the Vepour of my Glory fmother’d. 
But God be thank’d, there isno need of me; 
And much E need to help you, were there need: 
The Royal Tree hath left us Royal Fruit, 
Which mellow’d by the ftealing hours of time, 
Will well become the Seat of Majefty, 
And make us, no doubt, happy by his Reign. 
On him I lay that, you would lay on me, 
The Right and Fortune of his happy Stars, 
Which God defend that I fhould wring from him. 
Buck. My Lord, this argues Confcience in your Grace; 
But the refpeéts-thereof are nice, and trivial, 
All Circumftances well confidered, 
You fay, that Edward is your Brother’s Son, 
So fay we too, but fot by Edward’s Wife : 
For firft was he contrac to Lady Lucy, 
Your Morher lives a Witnefs to.his Vow; 
And afcerward by Subftirute betroth’d 
To Bona, Sifter to the King of France, 
Thefe bath put off, a poor Petitioners 
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A Care-craz’d Mother to a many Sons, 

A Beauty-waining, and diftrefled Widow, 

Even in the Afternoon of her beft Day, 

Made prize and purchafe of his wanton Eye, 

Seduc'd the pitch, and height of his Degree; 

To bafe Declenfion, and loath’d Bigamy. 

By her, in his unlawful Bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our Manners calls the Prince. 

More bitterly could I expoftulate, 

Save that for reverence of fome alive, 

I give a {paring limit to my Tongue. 

Then, good my Lord, take to your Royal Self 

This proffer’d benefit of Dignity : 

If not to blefs us, and the Land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble Anceftry 

From the corruption of abufing times, 

Unto a Lineal true derived courfe, 
dMayor, Do, good my Lord; your Citizens intreat you. 
Buck, Refufe not, mighty Lord, this proffer’d Love, 
Cate/. O make them joyful, grant their lawful Suir. 
Glo, Alas, why would you heap this Care on me? 

I am unfit for State, and Majetty : 

{ do befeech you take it not amiis, 

I cannot, nor I will not yield to you, 
Buck. If you refufe it, as in love and zeal, 

Loath to depofe the Child your Brother’s Son, 

As well we know your tendernefs of Heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorf{e, 

Which we have noted in you to your Kindred, 

And equally indeed to all Eftates: 

Yet know, where you-accept our Suit, or no} 

Your Brother's Son hall never reign our King, 

But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and downfall of your Houfe: 

And in this refolution here we leave you, 

Come Citizens, we will intreat no more. | Exennes 
Cate/, Call him again, fweet Prince, accept their Suit: 

If you deny them, all the Land will rue ir. 
Glo. Will you inforce me to a World of Cares? 

Call them again, I am’not made of Stones, ~ 
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But penetrable to your kind Entreaties, 
Albeit againft my Confcrence and my Soul. 
Enter Buckingham and the reft. 
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage, grave Men, 
Since you will buckle Fortune on my Back, 
To bear her Burtbern, whether I will or no, 
I mutt have patience to endure the Load: 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac’d Reproach, 
Attend the fequel of your Impofition, 
Your meer enforcement, fhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and {tains thereof, 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How far I am from the defire of this. 
Mayor. God blefs your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it 
Glo. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. 
Buck. Then I falute you with this Royal Title, 
Long live King Richard, Exglana's worthy King, 
Au, Amen. 
Buck, To morrow may it pleafe you to be Crown’d. 
Glo, Even when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. 
Buck. To morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo moft joyfully we. take our leave. — 
Glo. Come, let us to our holy Work again. 


Farewel my Coufins, farewel gentle Friends, | Exeunt: 
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Emer the Queen, Anne Dutche/s of Gloucelter; rhe Duschefs 
of York, and Adarque/s of Dorfet. 
ree, 


HO mects vs here 2 

My Neice Plantagenet, 
Led in the Hand of her kind Aunt of Glo’ fter 2 
Now, for my Life, fhe’s wandring to the Totes 
@a pute Heart’s Lave, to greet the tender Reikcs: 
D.vghter, well met, 

Anne, God give your Graces both a Lappy 

And a joyful time of Day. 
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Queen. As much to you, good Sifter; whither away? 
dane. No farther than tae Tower, aud as I guels, 
Upoa the like devotion as your felves j 
To gravulate the gentle Princes thre, 

Queen, Kind sifter thanks, well enter all togethcr. 

| Exter the Licutenant. 
And in good time, here the Lieutenant comes. 
Matter Lieutenanr, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young Son of York?2 

Liew. Right weil, dear Madam; by your patience, 

I may not fuffer you to vifit them; 
be King ant ay ae the contrary. 
Qs ing ? who’s-that 2 
vill Liez. I mean the Lord Prote@or. 
a . ps Lone prote@t him from that Kingly Title. 
r ‘et bounds between their love, and me? 
Tam their Mother, who fhall bar me from them? 
Dutch. I am their. Father’s Mother, f will fee them? 
orl i “tnne, Their Aunt { amin Law, in-love their Mother ; 
‘inh pee bring me.to their fights, I'll bear thy blame, 
nit, bod take thy Office from thee, on my peril. 
Lien. No, Madam, no, I may‘not leave it fg: 
1 am bound by Oath, and therefore pardon me, 
i 7 | Zocit Lieutenant. 
Enter Stanley. 
ee Sa, Let me but meet you Ladies one hour hence 
And Ii] falure your Grace of York as: Mother 
J, (And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
¢ Dai Ther om Pedi se Bal Gaiee 
ras Royal Queen, 
Queen. Ah, cut my Lace afunder, 
at my pent Heart may have fome {cope to beat 
ma faten with this dead:killing News. 
4nee idcipightful tidings; O unpleafin 
Dorf; Be ee al Chat sMoche baw’ ere Grace. 
oe ey ae ear’: t - ares yOur \oraces 
Queen orfet, {peak not to me,’ get thee gc Ones 
Death and Deftruaion dogs thee at thy heels 
Thy Mother's Name is ominous to Children, 
thou wilt out-ftrip Death, go crofi the Seas, 
" this with Richmond, from the reach of Hell. 
Mo hye thee, hye thee from this Siaughter-houfe, 
5 3 
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eft thou increafe the number of the dead, | 
And make me die the thrall of 4Zargaret's Curfe; 
Nor Mother, Wife, nor Englana’s counted Queen. 


San, Full of wife Care is this your Counfel, Madam; 


Take all the {wift advantage of the Hours, 
You fhall have Letters from me to my Son, 
In your behalf, to mect you on the way: 
Be not ta’en tardy by unwife delay.. 0 
Datch. Oil difperfang Wind of Milery, 
O my accurled Womb, the Bed of Death: 
A Cocka‘rice haft thou hatch’d to the World, 
Whofe unavoided Eye is Murtherous. 
Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all hafte was fent. 
Aone, And I with all unwillirgnefs will go. 
O would to God, that the inclufive Verge 
Of Golden Metal, that muft round my Brow, 
Were red hot Sréel, to fear me to the Brains. 
Anointed let me be with deadly Venom, 
And die e’er Men can fay, God fave the Queen. 
Queen. Go, go, poor Soul, I envy not thy Glory; 
To feed my humour with thy felf no harm. 


Anne. No! why ? When he that is my Husband now, 


Came to me, as I follow'd Henry's Coarfe : 


When {carce the Blood was well wafh’d from his Hands, 


Which iffued from my other Angel Husband, 

And that dear Saint, which then I weeping follow'd: 
® when, I fay, I look’d on Richard’s Face, 

This was my With; Be thou, quoth I, accurft, 
For making me, fo young, fo old a Widow: 

And when thou wed’ft, let Sorrow haunt thy Bed; 
And be thy Wife, if any be fo mad, 

More miferable, by the Life of thee, 

Than thou haft made me, by my dear Lord’s Death. 
Loe, eer | can repeat this Curfe again, 

Within fo fmall a times my Woman's Heart 

Grofsly grew captive to his Floney words, °® 

And prov’d the fubje@ of mine own Soul’s Curfe; 
W hich hitherro hath held mine Eyes from reft: 
Fer never yet one hour in his Bed 

Did I enjoy the golden dew of Sleep, 

But with his timrorous Dreams was {till awak’d, 
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Befides, he hates me for my Father Warwick, 
And will, no doubt, fhortly be rid of me. 
oe Queen, Poor Heart, adieu, | pity thy complaining, 
. Anne. No more than with my Soul | mourn for yours, 
Dor/. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory. 
Anne. Adieu, poor Soul, that tak’ft thy leave of it. 
Dutch, Go thou to Richmond, and good Fortune guide 
thee, | To Dorfet, 
Go thou to Richard, and gcod Angels tend thee, [To Anne, 
Go thou to Sanctuary, and good lhoughts poffefs thee, 
[To the Oucen, 
Ito my Grave, where Peace and Ref lye with me, 
fo Eighty odd Years of forrow have I {cen, 
And each Hours joy wrack’d with a Week of teen. 
Queen. Stay, yet look back, with me, unto the Tower, 
Pity, you ancient Stones, thofe tender Babes, 
Whom Envy hath immur’d within your Walls, 
Rough Cradle for fuch little pretcy ones, 
: Rude ragged Nurfe, old fullen Play-fellow, 
it) For tender Princes; ufe my Babies well; 
50 foolifh Sorrow bids your Stones farewel. [Exenut, 
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a SCENE It. 


4,  Plourifb of Trumpets. Enter Gloucefter as King, Bucking- 
ry ham, Catesby, Ratcliff, and Lovel, 


. K. Rich. Stand all apart————Coufin of Backingham-—— 
Buck, My gracious Soveraign, 
fi K. Rich, Give me thy Hand. Thus high by thy advice, 
And thy afliftance, is King Richard feated : 
But fhall we wear thefe Glories for a Day? 
th Or thal they laft, and we rejoice in them? 
Buck, Still live they, and for ever let them laft, 
K. Riche Ah Buckingham, now do I play the Touch, 
To try if thou be current Gold indeed : 
1 Young Edward lives---think now what I would fpeak. 
Buck. Say on, my loving Lord. 
K. Rich. Why, Backingham, \fay 1 would be King. 
Buck. Why fo you are, my thrice reaowned Lord. 
L * K. Rich. 
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1684-7 The Life and Death 


K. Rich. Ha! am 1 King? ‘tis {o-2-but Edward lives«-- 
Buck. True, noble Prioce. 

K, Rich. O bitter Confequence ! 

That Edward {till thould live, True noble Prince. 

Coufin, thou waft not wont to be fo dull. 

i Shalil be plain ? I with the Baflards dead, 

And [would have it fuddesly peiform’d. 

BH What fay’ft thou now ? {peak fuddenly, be brief. 

PE Aa le Buck. Your Grace may do your Pleafure. 

Hi K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all Ice, thy kindnefs freezes’ 
Say, have I thy confenr, that they fhall die 2 





























Buck. Give me fome little breath, fome paufe, dear Lord, i 
Before I pofitively fpeak in this: rh 
I will refolve you herein prefently. | Exit Buckingham. ie 

Cate/. The King is angry, fee he enaws his Lip. fy 


K. Rich. I will converfe with Iron-witted Fools, 
And unrefpective Boys; nore are for me, 
That look into me with confiderate Eyes, 
if High-reaching Buckingham grows circum{pe. 
is Boy. : 
Pages My Lord. a 


— 


a 7 
ight ; “o " ? tif, 
ae K. Rich, Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting Gold |; 
4 Will tempt unto a clofe exploit of Death 2 be 


| Page. 1know a difcontented Gentleman, it} 

Whofe humble means match not his haughry Spirit: 

Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing: be 
K. Rich. What is his Name? 
Page. His Name, my Lord, is Tirrel. li 
K. Rich. 1 partly know the Man; 20 call him hither, ba 

Boy. ( Exit. 


an The deep revolving witty Buckingham, ul 





cia ty 
ht No more fhall be the Neighbour to my. Counfels. ohy 
Be Hath he fo long held out with me untir’d, es 





And ftops he now for Breath? Well, be it fo, 


in a Exter Stanley, F 
Hi How now, Lord Stanley, what’s the News 2 
ay fi ; g ~ . . 
oH Stan, Know, my loving Lord, the Marquis Dor/er, h 
Mh As i hear, is fled to Richmond, , 
c ie : ‘Ke. ma 
na In the Parts where he abides, ' 
; ne ‘\ 


K, Rich 





of Richard II. 


K. Rich. Come hither, Catesby, rumor it abroad, 
That dune, my Wif-, is very grievous Sick 5 
I will take order for her keeping clofe. 
Inquire me out fome mean poor Gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ftraight to Clarence Daughter: 
The Boy is foolith, and I fear not him. 
Look how thou dream’{t——__I fay again, give out, 
That 4zne, my ‘Queen, is fick, and like to die. 
About it; for it ftaidsme much upon 
To ftop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. 
_,. Pmuft be married to my Brother’s Daughrer, 
Gl! Oy elfe my Kingdom ftands onbrittle Glafs: 

__ Marther her Brothers, and than marry her! 
Buches’ Uncertain way of gain. But I am in 
I} So far in Blood, that Sin will pluck on Sin, 
Mi, — Tear-falling Pity dwells not in this Eye. 
Enter Tirrel. 


1685 


ri LIVE 


is thy Name Tirre/? 
Tir. Fames Tirrel, and your moft obedient Subject. 
K. Rich. Art thou indeed 2 
Tir. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 
K. Rich, Dar ft thou refolve to kill a Friend of mine? 
Tir. Pleafe you: 
But I had rather kill ewo Enemies. 
rit! K. Rich. Why then thou haft it: two deep Enemies, 
Foes to my Reft, and my {weet fleeps difturbers, 
Are they that { would have thee deal upon ; 
diyrel, 1 mean thofe Baftards inthe Tower. 
Tir. Let me have open means to come to them, 
fittt; And foon 1’il rid you from the fear of them. 
LK, Rich. Thou fiog’ft tweet Mufick : 
Hark, come hither Tirrel, 
,, Goby this token; rife, and lend thine Ear, [ Whifpers. 
here is no more but fo; fay it ts done, 
Ard I will Jove thee, and prefer thee for it. 
Tir. I will difpatch it ftraight. [ Exit, 
Enter Buckingham, 
Buck, My Lord, I have confider’d in my mind, 
That late requeft that you did found me in. 
K. Rich, Well, let that reft; Dorfer is fled to Richmond. 
yi Back. I hear the News, my Lord. 
: i K, Rich. 
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The Life and Death 
K. Rich. Stanley, he is your Wife's Son; well, lookuntoit, 
Buck. My Lord, I claim the Gift, my due by Promife, 
For which your Honour and your Faith is pawn d, 
Th’ Earldom of Hereford, and the Moveables, 
Which you have promifed I fhall poffeis. 
K. Rich. Stanley, look to your Wifes if fhe. convey 
Letters to Richmond, you fhall anfwer it. _ 
Buck. What fays your Highnefs to my juft requeft? 
K. Rich. Ido remember me, Henry the Sixth 
Did Prophefie, that Richmond thould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peevifh Boy. 
A King perhaps. 
Back. May it pleafe you to refolve me in my Suit. 
K. Rich. Thoutroubleft me, Iam not inthe Vein. | Exit, 
Buck. And is itthus? repays he my deep Service 
With fuch contempt? made I him King for this 2 
O let me think on Haffings, and be gone 
To Brecuock, while my fearful Head is on. 
Enter Tirrel. 
_ Tir. The tyrannous and bloody A& is done, 
The moft Arch-deed of piteous Maflacre 
That ever yet this Land was guilty of: 
Dighton and Forreff, whom I did fuborn 
To do this piece of ruthful Butchery, 
Albcit they were flefht Villains, bloody Dogs, 
Melted with Tendernefs, and mild Compaffion, 
Wept like to Children, in their deaths fad Story: 
O thus, quoth, Dighton, lay the gentle Babes, 
Thus, thus, quoth Forre/f, cirdling one another 
Within their Alablafter innocent Arms: 
Their Lips were four red Rofes on a Stalk, 
And in their Summer Beauty kifs’d each other. 
A Book of Prayers on their Pillow lay, 
Which once, quoth Forreff, almoft chang’d my mind 
Bur ob the Devil there the Villain ftopt: 
Wher Dightox thus told on, we {mothered 
The moft replenifhed fweet Work of Nature, 
That from the prime Creation e’er fhe framed. 
Hence both are gone with Confcience and Remorfes 
They could not {peak, ard fo Liefe them both, 
To bear thefe Tydings to the bloody King, 


[ Exit. 
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Enter King Richard, 

And here he comes, All health, my Sovereign Lord. 
K, Rich. Kind Tirrel am I happy in thy News ? 
Tir. If to have done the thing you gaye in charge 

Beget your happinefs, be happy then, 

For it is done, : 

K. Rich. But did’ft thou fee them dead ? 

Tir. I did, my Lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle 7irrel? 

Tir. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where, to fay the truth, I do not know. 

K, Rich. Come to me Tirre/ foon, foon after Supper, 
When thou fhalt tell the procefs of their Death, 

Mean time but think how I may do thee good, 

And be Inheritor of thy defire, 

Barewel ‘till chen. 

Tir, I humbly takemy leave. 

K. Rich. The Son of Clarence have I pent up clofe, 
His Daughter meanly have I match’d in Marriage, 
The Sors of Edward fleep in Abraham's Bofom, 

And Anne my Wite had bid this World good Night, 

Now for I know the Briton Richmond aims 

At young Elizabeth my Brother’s Daughter, 

And by that knot looks proudly on the Crown, 

To her go I, a jolly thriving Wooer, 

Enter Ratcliff. 








Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich, Good or bad News,that thou com’ft in fo bluntly? 
Kat. Bad News, my Lord, Morton is fled to Richmcnd, 
And Buckingham, backt with the hardy Wel/hmen, 
Is in the Field, and ftill his Power encreafcth. 
K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near, 
Than Buckingham and his rath levied Strength. 
Come, I have learn’d that fearful commenting 
Is leaden Servitor to dull delay, 
Delay leads impotent and Snail'd-pac’d Beggary : 
Then fiery Expedition be my Wing, 
Fove’s Mercury, and Herald for a Kine: 
Go mufter Men; my Council is my Shield, 
We mutt be brief, when Traitors brave the Field, | Exennts 
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Enter Oucew Margaret. 
at ot 


Q. Mar. So now Profperity begins to mellow, 
And drop into the rotten mouth of Deathi: 
Here in chi fe Confines flily have I lurke, 
To watch the waining ie odie Enemies. 
A dire Jaduétion am I witnels to, 
And will to France, hoping the Confequence 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. 
Withdraw thee wretched AZargaret, who. comes here? 

Exter. Dutche fs dod Oucen. 
Dueen. Ah my Princes ! ah my tender Babes! 

My unblown Flowers, new appearing Sweets: 
If yet your gentl in the Airs 
And be not fixe in.doom perpetual, 
Hover about me with your airy Wings, 
And hear your Me cher’s Lamentation. 

Q. Mar. Hover about-her, fay, that right for right 
Hath dim’ d your in ae Morn to aged Night. 

Dutch. So many Miferies: have craz’d my Voice, 
That my woe-wearied Tongue is {till and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art'thou dead? 

O. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying Debt. 


po OF 


Souls fly 


(> 
ww 


Queen, Wilt thou, O aa Ay from {uch gentle Lambs, 


‘And throw them in the Intrails of che Wolf 2 
Why didft thou fleep when fuch a Deed was a 
QO. Mar. When Holy Hexry dy’d, 


lone 2 


Brief abftra@ and record of tedious Days, 
Reft thy unreft on Exglana’s lawful Earth, 
Unlawfully made dr unk with innocent Blood. 

Queen, Ah thatthou wouldft as foon afford a Grave 
As thou canft vield a mclancholly Seat ; 
Then would I hide my Bones, not reft them here. 
Ah who hath any caufe to mourn but we? 





and my Gaiees OOM 
Daweh. Dead Life, blind Sight, poor mortal living Ghotk, 
Woes Scene, Worlds fhame, Graves due, by. Life ulurpt, 





Q. Mars 
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of Richard Hf, f 689 


QO. Mar. If ancient Sorrow be molt reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Seigneurys 
And let my Griefs frown on the upper hand; 
If Sorrow can admit Socicty. 
I had an Edzyard till a Richard kill’d him: 
1 had a Husband ’till a Richard kill'd bim: 
Thou had’ft an’ Edward, *nll a Richard kill’d him: 
Thou had’ft a Richard ’till a Richard kil!’d him. 
Dutch, Uhad a Richard too, and thou didft kill him? 
Thad a Rutland too, thou holp*tt to kill him. 
Q. Mar. Thou hadtt a Clarence too, 
And Richard kiVd him. 
From forth the kennel of thy Womb hath crept 
A Hell-hound, that doth hunt.as all to Death: 
That Dog, that had his Teeth before his Eyes, 
To worry Lambs, and Jap their gentle Blood ; 
That foul defacer of God's handy work, 
That reigns in gauled Eyes of weeping Souls: 
That excellent grand Tyrant of the Earth, 
Thy Womb let loofe to chafe us to our Graves. 
O upright, juft, and true difpofing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal Cur 
Preys on the Iffue of his Mother’s Body, 
And makes Her, Pue-fellow with others moan. 
Dutch. Oh Harry's Wife, triumph not in my Woes? 
Ged witnefs with me, I have wept for thine. 
Q. Mar. Bear with me: Tam hungry for revenge, 
And now I cloy me with beholding ‘ir. 
Thy Edward, he is dead that kili?d my Edward. 
The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: 
Young York, he is but boot, becaufe both they 
Match’d not the high perfection of my Lofs. 
Thy Clarence he 1s dead that ftab’d my Edward; 
And the beholders of this frantick Play, 
Th’ adulterate Haffings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray, 
Untimely {mother’d in their dusky Grave. 
Richard yet lives, Hell’s black Intelligencer, 
Only referv’d their Fa@or to buy Souls, 
And fend them thither: But at hand, at hand 
Infues his piteous and urpitied End. 
Earth gapes, Hell burns, Fiends roar, Saints pray, 
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1690 The Life and Death 


To have him fuddenly convey’d from hence: 

Cancel his Bond of Life, dear God, I prays 

That I may live and fay, the Dog is dead. : 
Queen. O thou didft Prophefie the time would come, 

That I thould with for thee to help me Cure 

That bottel’d Spider, that foul bunch-back’d Toad. 






Q. Mar. Lcall’d thee then, vain flourifh of my Fortune: 


I cali’d thee then, poor Shadow, painted Queen, 
The reprefentation of but what | was; 

The flattering Index of a direful Pageant, 

One heav'd a high to be hurl’d down below: 

A Mother only mock’d with two fair Babes; 

A dream of what thou waft, a garifh Plag 

To be the aim of every dang’rous Shot 5 

A fien of Dignity, a Breath, a Bubble; 

A Queen in Jeft, only to fill the Scene. 

Where is thy Husband now? where be thy Brothers? 
Where be thy two Sons? wherein doft thou Joy? 
W ho fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen ? 
Where be the bending Peers that flatter’d thee? 
Where be the thronging Troops that follow’d thee? 
Decline all this, and fee now what thou art. 

For happy Wife, a moft diftrefs’d Widow ; 

For joyful Mother, one that wails the Name; 

For one being fu’d to, ‘one that humbly fues ; 

For Queen, a very Caytiff crown'd with Care; 
For the that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me; 

For fhe being fear’d of all, now fearing one; 

For fhe commanding all, obeyed of nore. 

Thus hath the courfe of Juftice whirl’d about, 
And left thee but a very prey to Time, 

Having no more but thought of what thou waft, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didft ufurp my Place, and doft thou not 
Ufurp the juft proportion ef my Sorrow? 

Now thy proud Neck bears half my burthen’d Yoak, 
From which, even here I flip my wearied Head, 
And kave the burthen of it all-on thee. 

Farewel York's Wife, and Queen of fad Mifchance, 
Thefe Exglifh Woes fhall make me {mile in France. 


Queen 
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of Richard IIT, I 691 


Queen, O thou well skill’d in Curfes, {tay a while, 

And teach me how to curfe mine Enemies. 

QO. Mar, Forbear to fleep the Night, and faftthe Day: 

Compare dead Happinefs with living Woe; 

Thiok that thy Babes were {weeter than they were, 

And he that flew them fouler than he is: 

Bett ring thy lofs makes the bad Caufer worfe, 

Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Queen. My Words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
Q. Mar, Thy Woes will make them fharp, 

And pierce like mine. | Exit Margaret. 
Dutch. Why thould Calamity be full of Words? 
Queen. Windy Attorneys to their Client’s Woes, 

Airy fucceeders of inteftine Joys, 

Poor breathing Orators of Miferies, 

Let them have fcope, though what they will impart 

Help nothing elfe, yet they de eafe the Heart. 

Dutch. If fo, then be not Tongue-ty’d; go with me, 

And in the breath of bitter Words, let’s {mother 

My damned Son, that thy two {weet Sons {mother'd. 

The Trumpet founds, be copious of exclaims, 

Enter King Richard and his Train. 
K. Rich. Who intercepts me in my Expedition? 
Dutch. O the that might have intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfed Womb, 

From all the flaughters, Wretch, that thou haft done, 
Queen, Hid’ ft thou that Forehead with a Golden Crown, 

Where’t fhould be branded, if that right were right? 

The flaughter of the Prince that ow’d that Crown, 

And the dire death of my poor Sons and Brothers. 

Tell me, thou Villain-flave, where are my Children? 
Dutch. Thou Toad, thou Toad, — | 

Where is thy Brother Clarence? 

And litle Ned Plantagenet his Son? 

Queen, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Gray? 
Dutch, Where is kind Haftings? 
K. Rich. A flourith, Trumpets; ftrike Alarum Diums: 

Let not the Heav’ns hear thefe Tell-tale Women 

Rail on the Lord’s Anointed. Strike, J fay. 

[ Flourifh, Alarums, 

Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
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1692 The Life and Death 


Or with the clamorous reports of War 
Thus will I drown your £ xclamations. 
Dutch. Art thou my Son ? 
K. Rich. Ay; I thank God, my Father, and your felf. 
Dutch. Then patiently hear my rexpeciente 
K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your Condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of Reproof. 
Dutch. © let me fpeak. 
K. Rich. Do then, but Pi not hear. 
Dutch. \ will be mildand gentle in my Words. 
K. Rich. And brief, g rood Mother, for [ am in hafte. 
Duich. fn thow fo hafty 3 @ DP have ftaid for thee, 
God knows, in Torment-and in Agony. 
K., Rich. And came I not at laft to comfort youé 
Jo by haa holy Rood, thou know’ ft it well, 
arth to’ make the Earth my Hell. 


Dutch. } 
Thou cam {ft on 


A gricvous burthen was thy Birth to me, 
Tetchy and w 27 wait was thy Infancy ; 


Thy School days frightful, defperate, wild and furious, 
Thy prime of Maph i d, daring, bold and venturous: 
Thy Age confirm’d, proud, fubtle, fly and blooay, 


More mild, -but yet se: more h arnifall kind in hatred: 
What comfor rable hour can’t shies name, 


Lhat A er grac'd me with thy Company ¢ 
K teh. Faith none but Humphry Hower, 
There cal?d your Grace 
To breakfaft once , forth of my Company. 
Tf I be fo dife racious in your Eye, 
Let me march on and not offend you, Madam. 
Suike up the Drum. 
Dutch. 1 prithee hear me fpeak, 
K. Rich. You st ak toa bitterly. 
Dati, Hear a Word, 
For I fhall never feck to thee again. 
K. Rich. So. 
Dutch. Either a wilt die by God’s juft Ordinance, 
Eter from this War thou turn a Conqueror; 
Or I with Grief and extream Age fhall perith, 
And never more behold thy Face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moft grievous Curfe, 
Which, in the Day of Battel, tire thee more, 
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of Richard IUf, 160. 
P 
Than all the Compleat Armor that thou wea.’ft, 
My Prayers on the adverfe Party fight, 
Aod there the jittle Souls of Edwara’s Children 
Whifper the Spirits of thine Ene mics, 
And promife them Succef$ and ViGor P 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end: 


Shame ferves thy Life, and doth thy Death attend, | Exit. 


Queen. Tho’ far mere Caufe, yet much lefs Spirit to curfe 


Abides in me, I fay Amento her. 

K. Rich. Sty, Madam, I muft talk a Word with you. 

Queen. | have no more Sons of the Royal Blood 
Por thee to flaughter ; for my Daughters, Richard, 
They hall be praying Nuns, not weeping Queens; 
And therefore level not to hit their Lives. 

K. Rich. You have a Daughtercall’d Elizabeth, 
Virtuous.and Fair, Royal and Gracious. 

Queen. And muft the die for this? O let her live, 
And Pil corrupt her Manners, ftain her Beauty, 
Slander my {elf us falfe to Edwara’s Bed : 
Throw over her the Vail of lofamy, 

So the may live un{carr’d of bleeding Slaughter, 
I will confefs the was not Edward's Daughter. 

K. Rich, Wiong not her Birth, the is 3 Royal P 

Queen, To fave her Life DP}! fay the is not fo. 

K. Rich. Her Life,is fafeft only in her Birth, 

Queene And only in that fafety dy’d her Brothers. 

K. Rich. Lo, at their Birth good Stars were oppofice, 

Gueen No, to-their Lives ill Friends were contrary. 

Y. Rich, All unavoided is the doom of Deftiny, 

Queen. Trues when: avoided Grace makes Deltiny, 
My Babes were deftin’d to a fairer Death, 
If Grace had bleft. thee. with a fairer Life. 

K. Rich. You-fpeak as if thac P had fain my Coufins ? 

Queen. Coulins. ind: ed, -and by their Uncle cozen’d 
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life. _ 5; 
Whofe Hands foever lanch’d their reoder Hearts 
Thy Head, all IndireGly, gave DircGQion. 

No doubt the murd’rous Knife was dull and blunt 
Till it was whetted on thy Stone-hard Heart, : 
To revel in the Intrails of my Lambs. 

But that ftill ufe of Grief makes wild Grief tame, 
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1692 
My Tongue fhould to thy Ears not name my Boys, 


\ (weet 
on 


*Tiil chat my Nails were anchord in thine Eyes 5 ee 
And Lin fuch a defp’rate Bay of Death, ie 
Like a poor Bark of Sails and Tackling reft, yee 
Ruth all to pieces on thy Rocky Bofom. , 
K. Rich. Madam, fo thrive I in my Enterprize, ‘i 
And dangerous fucce!s of bloody W ars, pat ; 
As I intend more good to you and yours, na 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d. ier 
ueen. What good is cover’d with the Face of Heav’n, a 

| and) 


To be difcover’d, that can do me good? | 
K. Rich. Th’ Advancement of your Children, gentle Lady, "Pull 
Queen, Up to fome Scaffold, there to lofe their Heads, ibid 
K, Rich. Unto the dignity and heighth of Fortune, ti 

The high Imperial Type‘of this Earth’s Glory, at Ott 


Queen. Flatter my Sorrow with report of it} . i 
Tell me, what State, what Dignity, what Honour ing 
Canft thou devife to any Child of mine? ote 

A, Kick 


K. Rich. Ev’n all I have; ay, and my felf and all, | 
Will I withal endow a Child of thine: mn | 


So in the Lethe of thy angry Soul Shee, 
Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe Wrongs, mls t 
Which thou fuppofeft I have done to thee. nd not 
Queen. Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs KR 
Laft longer telling, than thy kindnefs date. | Sout 
_K, Rich. Then know, a 


That from my Soul I love thy Daughter. ; 
Queen, My Daughter's Mother thinks it with her Soul, =|" tha 


K. Rich, What do you think? Mich 
Queen. That thou doft love my Daughter from thy Soul, 4}! did 
So from thy Soul's love did{t thou love her Brothers, ‘Mak 
And from my Hieart’s love, I do thank thee for it. ‘Thay 
K. Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning; du 
I mean, that with my Soul I love thy Daughter, ie 1 
And do intend to make her Queen of England. Mra 
Queen. Well then, who doft thou mean fhall be her Kings |" \ 
K. Rich. Even he that makes her Queen; NY a 
Who elfe fhould be ? oe of 
Queen. What, thou ! ‘il 
K. Rich, Even fo; how think you of it? ctu 


of Richard II. 1695 


; Queen. How can’ft thou woo her? 
K. Rich, That I would learn of you, 
As one being beft acquainted with her Humour. 
Queen. And wilt thou learn of me? 
K. Rich, Madam, with all my Heart. 
Queen. Send to hery by the Man that flew her Brothers, 
A pair of bleeding Hearts; thereon ingrave 
Edward and York, then haply will the weep: 
Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Margaret 
, Did to thy Father, fteept in Rusland’s Blood, 
A Handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain 
ik) The purple fap from her fweet Brothers Bodies, 
ty And bid her wipe her weeping Eyes withal. 
r if this Inducement move her not to Love, 
Send her a Letter of thy Noble Deeds; 
Tell her, thou mad’ft away her Uncle Clarence, 
Her Uncle Rivers: ay, and for her fake, 
Mad’ft quick Conveyance with her good Aunt -4une. 
i, _.%- Aich. You mock me, Madam, this is not the way 
To win your Daughter. 
Queen, There is no other way, 
, Unlefs thou could’ft put on fome other Shape, 
"And not be Richard, that hath done all this. 
yy + Rich. Say, that T did all this for love of her. é 
| Queen, Nay then indeed fhe cannot chufe but hate thee, 
Having bought love with fuch a bloody Spoil. 
K, Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now amended: 
, Men thall deal unadvifedly fometimes. 
m Which after-hours give leifure to repent of. 
If I did take the Kingdom from your Sons, 
To make amends, I'll give it to your Daughter: 
If T have kill'd the Iffue of your Womb, 
To quicken your encreafe I will beget 
Mine Iffue of your blood, upon your Daughter: 
A Grandam’s name is little lefs in love, 
Than is the doting Title of a Mother; 
They are as Children but one ftep below, 
sven of your Meral, of your very Blood: 
Of all one pain, fave for a Night of Groans 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like Sorrow, 
Your Children were Vexation to your Youth, 
\ | But 
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Life me Death 


comfort to your Age, 
is but a Son De Ip 2 K Ing, 


Tt e lols \ . 

And UY iJ lot you Daug heer 1S made Que ON. 
} ¢a i ' mends I would, 

Tt heref ( fach ki wat as I can. 
Dorfet, yout , that with) a f arfae Soul 
Lesds difcontented, Steps:in Foreign Soil, 

“This fair Alilan¢ce« aa) y fall cal home 

Fo high Promotions.and great Digs ity. 


The nae Higa call yo sf beauteous Daught rer Wile, 
Familiarly fhall cali thy Dorfet Brothers 
Again fhall you be Mother to a King 
A ad all the ruins of diftrefsful Times, 
Repair’d with double Riches: of Content. 
WI bat ¥ we have mai ey goodly Days to fee 
liquid drops of I ‘earsthat you have fad 
Shall « c sme again, transform’d.to Orient. Pearls 
Advaptagiag their Love with Intereft 
é feet ntimes do ult ble vain of. Happinefs. 


Go then, my Me oth er, to thy Daughter, go, 
Make bold her bafhful Years. with your Experience, 


Pregare her Evrs-to-Deara Wo oer’s tale. 

Pat in her tender Heart th’ afpiring flume 

eye golden Sovértignty 5 acqual) it the Princefs 

W ith: che {weet Gledt lee of Marriage Joys; 

And when this Arm of mine hath chaftifed 

The pesty: Revel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with triumph rant Garlands will I come, 

And lead thy Daagh iter to a Conqueror’s Bed; 

To whom I wil retail ny sade ep won, 

And the thall be fole Victrefs, C2/ar’s Cefar. 
Queen. What were L beft-to Ga ae Father 
Would be her Lord 2? or fall I fay, her Uncle? 

Or he that flew her Brothers? and her Uncles? 

Under what Title fhall L.woo for thee, 
hat God, the Law, my Honour, and her Love, 

Can make feem pleafing to her: tender Years 2 
K. Rich. \nfer fair Exgland's Peace by this Alliance. 


Queen. Which the thall purchafe with fill lafting Wate 

K. Rich. Tell her; the King 2, that may command, intreats. 
Oucens That at her Hands, which the King’s King forbids 
K. Rit 
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of Richard. HI. 797 


K. Rich. Say, the thall be a high and mighty Queen, 
Queen, To vail the Title, as her Mother doth. 
1 K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaftingly. 
Queen. But how long fhall that Title ever laft 2 
K. Rich, Sweetly in force, unto her fiir Life’s end. 
Queen. But how long, fairly, thall her fweet life laft 2 
K, Rich. As long as’ Heav’n and Narure lengthens it, 
Queen. As long as Hell and Richard likes of it. 
K. Rich. Say, 1, her Sovereign, am her Subje@ low, 
Wi, QQween. Bat fhe, your Subje&, loaths fuch Sovereignty 
K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 
Queen. An honeft Tale {peeds beft, being plainly told. 
K. Rich, Then, plainly, to her tell my loving Tale. 
Queen, Plain and not honeft, is too harfh a Stile. 
K. Rich. Your Reafons are too thallow, and too quick: 
| Queen. O no, my Reafons are too deep and dead ; 
, 00 deep and dead, poor Infants in their Graves, 
larp on it {till fhall J, till Heart-ftrings break. 
K. Rich. Harp not on that String, Madam, that is paft: 
low by my George, my Garter, and my Crown 
riett, Queen. Profan’d, difhonour’d, and the third ufurp’d, 
K. Rich. I fwear. 
Queen. By nothing, for this is no Oath « 
hy George profan’d, hath loft his lord!y Honour, 
hy Garter blemith’d, pawod his kingly Virtue, 
hy Crown ufurp’d, difgrac’d his kingly Glory : 
fomething thou would’ft fwear to be believ’d, 
wear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d. 
_ XK. Rich, Then by my felf 
Queen. Thy {2lf is felf-mifas’ds 
K. Rich. Now by the World —~ 
nop Queen. * Lis full of thy foul Wrongs. 
0” K. Rich. My Father’s Death 
Qucen, Thy Life hath it difhonour'd, 
K. Rich. Why then, by Heavy’n 
Queen. Heay’n’s Wrong is moft of all: 
thou didft fear to break an Oath with him; 
_» he Unity the King my Husband made 
am (hou hadft not broken, nor my Brothers dy’dd @ 
ig” thou hadft fear’d to break an Oath by him, 
o'h'Tmperial Metal, circling now thy Heads | 
f Vou IV. : M Had 
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1698 The Life and Death 


Had grac’d the tender Temples of my Child, 
And both the Princes had been breathing here, 
Which now two tender Bed-fellows for duft, 
Thy broken Faith hath made the prey for Worms. 
What canft thou fwear by row’ 
K. Rich, The Time to come. 
Queen, That thou haft wronged in the time o’er=palts 
For i my felf have many Tears to wath 
Hereafier. Time, for time-paft, wrong’d by thee. 
The Children live, whofe Fathers thou hatt {laughter’d, 
Ungovern’d Youth, to wail st with their Agee 
The Parents live, whofe Children thou hatt butcher’d, 
Old barren Plants, to wail it with their /\ge. 
Swear not by Time to come, for that thou haft 
Mifus’d e’er us’d, by times ill-us’d o’erpalt. 
K. Rich. As Lintend to profper, and repent; 
So thrive I in my dangerous Affairs 
Of hoftile Arms; My felf, my felf confound, 
Heaven and Fortune bar me happy Hours, 
Day yield me not thy Light, nor Night thy Reft, 
Be oppofite all Planets of good Luck 
To my proceeding, if with dear Hearts Love, 
Immaculate Devotion, holy Thoughts, 
I rend not thy beauteous Princely Daughter. 
In her confifts my Happinefs and thine; 
Without her, follows to my fe!fand thee, 
Her felf, the Land, and many a Chriftian Soul, 
Death, Defolation, Ruin, and Decay : 
It cannot be avoided, but by this; 
It will not be avoided, but by this: 
Therefore, dear Mother, 1 muft call you fo, 
Be the Attorney of my Love to her; 
Plead what I will be, not what I have beens 
Not my Defires, but what I will deferve: 
Urge the neceffity and flate of Times; 
And be not peevith found in great Defigns. 
Queen. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus2 
K. Rich. iAy; ifthe Devil.tempt you to do good. 
Queen. Shall I forget my felf to be my felf? 
K. Rich. Ay, if you felf’s remembrance wrong yout 
Queen. Yet thou didft kill my Children. 
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of Richard IT. 1699 


K. Rich. But in your Daughter’s Womb I bury them; 
Where in that Neft of Spicery they will breed 
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture. 
Queen. Shall I go win my Daughter to thy Will? 
K. Rich, And be a happy Mother by the Deed 
_., Queen, I go, write to me very fhortly, 
‘tt! And you fhall underftand from me her mind, [Exit Oueen. 
K, Rich. Bear her my true Love's kif, and fo farewol — 
*Relenting Fool, and fhallow-changing Woman. 
ushtt. How now, what News? . 
| Enter Ratcliff, 
tit! = Rats Moft mighty Soveraign, on the Weftern Coatt 
Rides a puiffant Navy: To our Shores 
t Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted Friends, 
Unarm’d, and unrefolv’d to beat them back. 
‘Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral: 
And there they hull, expeing but the aid 
Of Buckingham, to welcome them afhore. 
K, Rich, Some light-foot Friend poft to the Duke of Nor- 
i, Ratcliff, thy felf, or Caresby, where is he? (folk 
Cate/. Here, my good Lord. 
K. Rich. Catesby, fly to the Duke, 
Cate/. I will, my Lord, with all convenient hafte. 
K. Rich, Ratcliff, come hither, poft to Salisbury. 
When thou comeit thither Dull unmindful Villain, 
[70 Gatesby. 
Why ftay’{t thou here, and go'ft not to the Duke ? 
Catef, Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highnefs pleafure; 
What from your Grace I fhall deliver to him. 
K. Rich. O true, good Catesby——bid him levy ftraight 
The greateft Strength and Power that he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salisbury, 
Catef, I 20. | [ Exit. 
Kat. What, may it pleafe you, thall I do at Salisbury? 
K. Rich, Why, what would’ft thou do there before | go ? 
Kat. Your highnefs told me I thould poft before. 
K. Rich, My mind is chang’d 
ot Enter Lord Stanley. 
Stanley, what News with you ? 
wi, Sta. None good, my Liege, to pleafe you with the hear- 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reperted. (og. 
M 2 Ke Rith, 
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1700 The Life ana Death 


K. Rich. Hoyday, a Riddle, neither good nor bad: 
W hat need ft thou run fo many Miles about, 


When thou may’ft tell thy Tale the nearelt way ¢ ] 
Once more, what News? ke 
Stan. Richmond is on the Seas. ¥ 
K. Rich. ‘There let him fink, and be the Seas on him, i" 
White-liver’d Run-a-gate, what doth he there ? " 
Stan. | know not, migh ity Sovereign, but by guefs, s 
K. Rich. Well, as you guefs. i 
Stam, Stir’d up by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Morton, i 
He makes tor England, here to claim the Crow: ; a 
K. Rich 1s the Chair empty ? is the Sword unfway de a 
Is the King dead ? the Empire unpoflefs’d ? 1, 
nits Heir of York is there alive, but we 2 4 
And who 1s Englana’s Ki g, Dut great York’s Herr 2 ‘ 
Then tel’ m., what makes he upon the Seas? ss 
Sian. Unlefs fur that, my Liege, I cannot guefs. i 
K, Rich. Ualefs for that he comes to be your Liege; x 
¥ U cannot puels, wherefore the Welch:man comes. a 
hou wilt revolr, and fiy to him, i fear. a 
Stan No, my good Lord, therefore miftruft me not. 1 
K, Rich, Where is thy Power then to beat him back? XK 
Where be thy Tenants, and thy Followers ? The 
Are they not now upon the Weftern Shore, 1 
Saf: concuting the Rebels from their St-ips? a 


Sian No, my good Lord, my Friend: are in the North | 
K. Rich, Cold Friends to mc: what do they in the North, | “f 
W hen they fhould ferve their Sovereign in the Weft? oF 
Stan. 1h vy have not been commanded, mighty King; Be 
Pleafeth your Majefty to give me leave, ve 


I i] mt {ter up my Eric ws, and meet your Grace, - 
Where, acd what time you: Majefty {hall pleafe. ie 


K. Rich. Ay, thou would’{t be gone, to join with Ric |,” 
Bu: if oye rroft th dato 


(mona: Y, 
Stan Mott mi; hive Sovereign, th 


You iia eno caufe to h ld my Friendthip doubtful, A) 

I €r was, nor never will Sa falfe. Vi0r 

K. Rich. Go then, ahd mufter Men; but leave behind i 

Y «+ Son Geor Ris gley: Look your K, 
£ ys ty Heart be firm, i 
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of Richard III, 1701 


Stam. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 
[ Exit Stanley. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. My. gracious Sovereign, vow in Devon /fhire, 
Asi by Fiiends am well advertifed, 
Sir Edward Courtney, and the havghry Prelate, 
Bifhop of Exerer, his elder Brother, 
With many more Confederates are in Arms, 
Enter another Meljenger. 
Adef. 1n Kent, my Liege, tue Gasltords are in Arms, 
And every hour Comperitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their Power growsi{trong, 
Enter anoiher Aeffenger. 
Méef. My Lord, the Army of great Buckingham— 
K. Rich. Out on ye, Owls, nothing but Songs of Death, 
| He ftrikes hin. 
There take thou that, ’till thou bring better News. 
Mf. \ne News have to tell your Majefty, 
Is, that by fudden Flood, and fall of Waters, 
Buckingham’s Army is difpers’d and {catter’d, 
And he himfelf wandred away alone, 
No Man knows whither. 
K. Rich, \ cry thee Mercy ; 
There is my Purfe, to cure that Blow of thine, 
Hath any well advifed Friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brings the Traitor in? 
4ef. Such Proclamation hath been made, my Lord, 
Enter another Meffenger, 
Mef. Sit Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquess Dorfet, 
‘Tis faid, my Liege, in York fhire are in Arms: 
But this good comfort bring I to your Fig hnefs, 
The Britain Na y is difpers’d by Fempelt, 
Richmond in Dor fet hire {ent out a Boat 
Unto the Shore, to ask thofe 0) the Ba ks, 
If they were his Affiftants, yea, or no ? 
Who anfwer'd him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his Party; he miftruftirg them, 
Hois’d Sul, and made his Courf- again for Britain. 
K. Rich. March on, march on, fince we are up in Arms, 
Mf not to fight with Foreign E emies, 
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The Life ana Death 


Yet to beat dowh thefe Rebels here at Home. 
Enter Catesoy,. 
en ri . — . el Gh ae Sg ’ 1. Fhe 
Catef. My Liege, the Duke of Backingham 1s taken, 
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<> 
That is the bet News ; that the Barlof Richmond 


i ic with 2 mighty Power landed at Milfora, 
ti Is colder News, but yet it muft be told. 

i K. Rich, Away towards Salisbury; while we realon-here, }yy) 
i ae A. Royal Barcel might be won and loft : 

} petit Some one take order that Buckingham be brought 

ea To Salisbury, the reft march on with ame. [ Exccunt. 


SCENE ly. h 


Enter Derby, and Sir Chriftopher. n 

Derby. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me, Me 
That in the Sty of the moft deadly Boar, Ly 
My Son George Stanley is frankt up in hold: Ny 
If 1 revolt, off goes young George’s Head, vl 
The fear of that holds off my prefent Aid, le 
Soget thee gone; commend me to thy Lord. Is 
Withal fay, that che Queen hath heartily confented yt 
He fhould efpoufe Elizabeth her Daughter. | This 
Buc tell me, where is Princely Richmond now? Ith 
Chrif. At Pembrook, or at Hertford Nett in Wales. That 
Derby. What Men of Name refore to him2 TWh 
Chrif. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned Soldier, And 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir William Stanley, Thug 
Oxford, redoubted Pembrook, Sir Fames Blunt, lot 
And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant Crew, Thug 
And many other of great Name and Worth: Wh 
And towards London do they bend their Power, hem 
If by the way they be nor fought withal. Cony 


Derby. Well, bye thee to thy Lord : I kifs his Hand, Vig 
My Letter will refolve him of my Mind, 


Farewel. l Exeuut. 
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Enter the Sheri if; and Buckingham with Halberds led to 
Execution. 


V7 ILL not King Richard let me {peak with him 2 
Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 
Buck. Haftings, and Edward's Children, Gray and Rivers, 
Holy King flenry, and thy fair Son Edward, 
Vaughan, and ali that have mifcarried 
By under-hand corrupted foul Injuttice, 
If that your moody difcontented Souls, 
Do through the Clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Even for revenge mock my Deftruétion. 
This is All-Souls Day, Fellow, is it not? 
Sher. ‘\t is. 
Buck. Why then All-Sonls Day is my Body’s Doomfday. 
This is the Day, which in King Edward's time 
I wifht might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his Children, and his Wife’s Allies. 
This is the Day wherein I witht to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted, 
This, this 4//-Sozls Day to my fearful Soul, 
Is the determin’d refpite of my Wrongs: 
That high All-feer, which I dallied with, 
Hath turn’d my feigned Prayer on my Head, 
And given in earneft, what I bege’d in jet. 
Thus doth he force the Swords of wicked Men 
To turn their own points in their Mafters Bofoms. 
Dhus Adargaret’s Curfe falls heavy on my Neck: 
When he, quoth the, will {plit thy Heart with Sorrow, 
Remember AZargaret was a Prophetefs : 
Come lead me, Officers, to the Block of Shame, 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
[ Exeunt Buckingham with Officers. 


M 4 SiC EN E 


——— 


a 


H 


‘ea ca 
Bh & 
o 
ai | 
1 
' ; | 
iee 
Hea 
4 
t 
: : 
a ee 
Re it 
aan ) 
bh 
D4 ; i 
phy : : 
| 
i} 
« i y 
f | 
fe Ney 
5) af} 
a 
‘ Paid 
Wea 
l 
“Th MG San lee 
hot Se ee 
th ie 
Fh ae) 
ty { } 
I F 
\ é aM} 
ay | 
rai i 
e is : 
ie ¥ 
ai 
toe, | 
4 : 
r) 
- 
) 4 
- 
vat t 
ih 
feel 
4 
} : 
. See 
ft, wae 
- 
f : 
{ 
: 
y : : 
- 
; 
6 : 


= 


i. a a a 
> — ae. 
: RE ee 


os 


= ee Soria SS a ee > 8 9 ge = s = — —— 
— = See mm Pn — >t = - => SSS Saas 
= > =a oa = -— Wet 5 ee: . - — = oe a 
= eee ne =: aa oe ey =~ Tr ere are~ss 
ory SSeS = ee a Sr ener 


ne 
ee 












Life and Death 





ENE ee 























Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with Drum and Colours, ; 
ne. Ct 
Richm. Fellows in Arms, and my moft loving Friends, 1 
Brus’d underneath the Yoak of Tyranny, 
T hus far into the Bowels of the Land, c 
f Fiave we marcht on withouc Impediment; r 
And here receive we from.our Father Stanley r 
ete Liaes of fair Comfort’ and Encouragement: : 
Th Tie wretched, bloody and ufurping Boar, 
bat fpoil’d our Summer-Fields,: and fruirful Vines; 
Swills your warm Blood like Wath, and makes his Trough l 
In your emboweli’d Bofoms; This foul Swine ( 
Is now'even in the Center of this Ile,” — 
Neac to the Town of Leice/fer, as we learn: , 
From Tamworth thither, is but one Day’s march. | r 
In God’s Name cheerly on, couragious Friends, 
To reap the Harveit of perpetual Peace, | I 
By this one bloody trial of tharp War. 
Oxf. Every Man’s Confcience is a thoufand Mcn, | 
To fight againft this guilty Homicide. 
Herb, I doubt not but his Friends will turn to us. | 


Blunt. He hath no Friends, but what are Friends for fea) 
W hich in his deareft need will Ay from him. i 

Richm. Aj for our vantage, then in God's Name march} [ 
True hope is fwift, and flies with Swallow’s Wings, t 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner Creatures Kings. 

Excennt 
Enver King Richtrd in Arms, with Norfolk, Ratcliff, and 
rhe Earl of Surrey. 

K, Rich. Here pitchour Tent, even here in Bo/worth-fielm 
My Lord of Swrrey, why look you fv fad 2 

Sur. My Heart as ten times lighter than my Looks. 

K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk. 

Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we muit have knocks: 
Ha, muft we not? 
Nor. We mult both give and cake, my loving Lord. 
K. Rich: 


x eee. 





of Richard Il. 1705 


K, Rich. Up with my Tent, here will I lye to Night; 
Bur where to Morrow 2 well all’s one for that. 
Who hath defery’d the number of the Traitors? 
“adi Nor. Six or feven thovfind is their utmoft Power. 

K. Rich, Why our Battalia trebles that account: 
Befides, the King’s Name ts a Tower of Strength, 
Which they upon the adverfe Factien want. 

Up withthe Tent: Come, Noble Gentlemen, 

Let us furvey the vantage of the Ground. 

Call for fome Men of found DireCtion: 

Let’s lack no Difcipline, make no delay, | 

For, Lords, to Morrow isa bufie Day. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon,-Oxford, and 
Vint ¥ Dorfet. 
sal Richm, The weary Sun hath made a Golden fet, 

i And by the bright Tra@ of his fiery Car, 

Gives token of a goodly Day to Morrow. 
Sit William Brandon, you (hall bear my Standard: 
Give me fome Ink and Paper in my Tent; 
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R 1’j] draw the Form and Model cf our Battel, 
’ Limit each Leader to his feveral Charge, 
And part in juft proportion our fmall Power. 
My Lord of Oxford, you Sir William Brandon, 
Ms And you Sir William Herbert {tay with me; 
é; The Earl of Pembrook keeps his Regiment ; 
7 Good Captain Blunt, bear my good Night to him, 
at And by the fecond hour in the Morning, 
‘ Defire the Earl to fee me in my. Tent. 
oe Yet one thing more, good Captain, do forme: 
My Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know ? 
ar Blunt. Untefs I have mifta’en his Colours much, 
y . . (Which well I am aflur d I have not done) 
i His Regiment lies, half.a mile at leaft, 
fl South from the mighty Power of the King. 
en Richm. \f without Peril it be poflible, 
' Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to {peak with him, 
a And give him from me this moft needful Note. 


Blunt. Upon my felf, my Lord, Vil undertake it. 
And fo God give you quiet reft to Night. 
Richm. Good Night, good Captain Blunt, 


oy Come, Gentlemen, 
‘ Let 
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Let us confult upoa to Morrow’s Bufinefs ; 
Into my Tent, the Dew is raw and cold. | 
| ( They withdraw into the Tent, 

Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk ana Catesby, 
K. Rich. What is’c a Clock? 
Catesby. [c’s Supper time, my Lord, it’s nine a Clock, 
K. Rich. 1 will not Sup to Night, 

Give me fome Ink and Paper: 

W hat, is my Beaver eafier than it wasé 


And all my Armour laid into my Tent¢ 
Catef. It is, my Liege; and all things are in readinefs, 


K. Rich. Good Norfolk hye thee co thy Charge, 
Ule careful Watch, chufe trufty Centinels. 
Nor. 1 go, my Lord. 
K. Rich. Stir with the Lark to Morrow, gentle WVorfolk, 
Wor. 1 warrant you, my Lord. [ Exit. 
K. Rich. Ratel iff. 
Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich. Send outa Purfuivant at Aims 
To Stanley’s Regiment; bid him bring his Power 
Before Sun-rifing, left his Son George fall 
Into the blind Cave of erernal Nicht. 
ll me a Bowl of Wine; give me a Watch: 
Saddle white Surrey for the Field to. Morrow: 
Look that my Staves be found, and not too heavy. Ratchf. 
Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich. Saw’ft the melancholy Lord Northumberland? 
Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf, 
Much about Cock-fhut time, from Troop to Troop 
Went through the Army, cheering up the Soldiers. 
K. Rich. So, I am fatisfy’d; give mea Bowl of Wine, 
T have not that alacrity of Spirit, 
Wor cheer of Mind that I was wont to have, 
Set it down. Is Ink and Paper ready? 
Rar. \tis, my Lord. 
K. Rich. Eid my Guard watch. Leave me: 
Ratcliff, about the mid of Night come to my Tent, 
And help.to Arm. Leave me, I fay, | Exit Ratcliff. 
Enter Derby to Richmond in his Tent, 
Derby, Fortune and Victory fit on thy Helm. 
Rich. All comfort that the dark Night can afford, 
; Be 
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of Richard HI. 1707 


Be to thy Perfon, noble Father-in-Law, 
Tell me, how fares our tioble Mothe; 2 
Derby. 1, by Attorney, blefs thee from thy Mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s gcod; 
So much for that. The filent Hours fteal OD, 
And flaky Darknefs breaks within the Eaft. 
In brief, for fo the Seafon bids us be, 
Prepare thy Battel early in the Morning, 
And put thy Fortune to th’ Arbitrement 
Of bloody Stroaks, and mortal ftaring War: 
I, as 1 may, (that which I would, I cannor) 
With beft advantage will deceive the time, 
And aid thee in this doubtful fhock of Arms. 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward, 
Left being feen, thy Brother, tender George, 
Be executed in his Father’s fighr, 
Farewel; the leifure, and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vows of Love, 
And ample enterchange of {weet Difcourfe, 
Which fo long fuindred Friends fhould dwel] upon: 
God give us leifure for thefe rites of Love. 
Once more Adieu, be valiant, and {peed well. 
Richm. Good Lords, condu& him to bis Regiment: 
Ill ftrive, with troubled Noife, to take a Nap, 
Left leaden flumber poize me down to morrow, 
When I fhould mount with Wings of Victory : 
Once more, good Night, kind Lords and Gentlemen, 
| Exeunt. Adanet Richmond. 
O thou, whofe Captain I account my felf, 
Look on my Forces with a gracious Eyes 
Put in their Hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crufh down witha heavy fall, 
Th’ ufurping Helmets of our Adverfaries, 
Make us thy Minifters of Chaftifement, 
That we may praife thee in thy Victory: 
Tothee1 do commend my watchful Soul, 
E’er I let fall the Windows of mine Eyes: 
Sleeping, and waking, oh defend me ftill, [ Sleeps. 
Enier the Ghoft of Prince Edward, Son to Henry rhe Sixth, 
Ghojf, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow : 


| To K. Rich. 
Think 
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Think how thou ftabb’dft me in the prime of Youth 
At Tewksbury; defpair therefore, and die. 
Be cheerful, Richmond, 
For the wronged Souls 
Of butcher’d Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry's iffe, Richmond, comforts thee. 

Enter the Ghoft of Henry the Ssxth. 

Ghoft. When L was morial, my anointed Bedy, 
| To K. Rich, 


| To Richm, 


By thee was punched full of holes ; 

Think on the Tower, and me: Dcfpair and die. 

Henry the Sixth bids thee d:fpair, and dic. 

Virtuous and holy, be thou Cong 'cror. 

Harry, that prophefied thou th wuld ft be King, 

Doth comfort thee i» fle: p, tive, ara Aur:th. 
Enter the Ghoft of « \arence. 

Let me fit hiavy on thy Soul to morrow; 


| To K. Rich. 


+ fo 
FES! 
Gi Oil e 


I that was wath’d to death in Fulf m Wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death: 
To morrow in the Battel think on me, 
And fali thy edglefs Sword, d {pair and die, 
Thou Off-fpring of the Houle of Lancafter, 
The wronged Heirs of York do pray for thee, 
Good Angels guard thy Battel, live and fl»urith, 
Exter the Ghofts of Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
Riv, Let me fit heavy on thy Soul to morrow, 
| To K. Rich. 
Rivers, that dy’d at Pomfret: Defpair, and die. 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy Soul defpair. 
| To K. Rich, 
Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, acd with guilry fear 
| To K. Rich; 


| To Richm. 


Let fall thy Launce, defpair and die. 
All, Awake, 
And thirk our wrongs in Richard’s Bofom 
Will conquer. Awake, and win the Day. 
Exter the Ghojt of Lord Haftines. 
Ghoft. Bloody aod guilty; guilty awake, — 
And in a bloody Bartel end thy Days, 
Think on Lord Haffings; delpair and die, 


[ To Richm. 


| Fo K. Rich. 


Quiet 


| To Richm, 
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of Richard If. r799 
Quiet untroubled Soul, {Zo Richm. 


Awake, awake: 
Arm, fights and conquer, for fair Englad’s fake. 
Enter the Ghofts of the two young Princes. 
Grofts. Dream on thy Coufins {Zo K. Rich. 
Smother'd in the Tower : | 
Let us be laid within thy Bofom, Richard, 
Ad weigh tie¢e down to ruin, fhame, and death. 
Thy Nephews Souls bid thee defpair and die. 
Sleep Richmond, [To Richm. 


§ ep in Peace, and wake in Joy; 


Gond Angels guard thee from the Bear's annoy; 

Jive, anc beget a happy race of Kings. 

Edward's unhappy Sons do bid thee flourith. 
Enter the Ghoff of Anne his Wife. ~ 

Ghoft. Richard, thy “he d f i | To K. Rich. 

Tha: wretch d une, thy Wife, 
That never flepe a quiet Hour with thee, 
Now fills thy fleep with perturbations, 
To mo: row in the Battel think on me, 
And fail thy edglefs Sword, defpair and die. 
Thou quiet Soul, [| To Richm 
Sleep thou a quret Sleep: 
Dream of Succefs, and happy Victory, 
Thy Adverfaries Wife doth pray for thee, 
Exter the Ghoft of Buckingham. 

Ghoft: The firft was I, ne a [To K. Rich. 
That help’d thee to the Crown: 
The laft was ¥, that felt thy Tyranny. 

O, 1n the Battel think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefs, 

Dream on, dream or, of bloody Deeds and Death, 
Sey —! defpairing yield thy breath. 

Vy Or hope, J 
E’<r [could fend thee aid; See 
But cheer thy Heart, and be thou not difmay’d: 

God, and good Angels fight on Richmond's fide, 
And Richard falls in height of all his Pride. | The Ghofts vani fb, 
: | K. Richard fares ont of his Dream, 

K. Rich, Giveme another Horfe, bind up my Wounds: 

Have mercy, Fe/n Soft, I did but dream, 
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I7rO The Life and Death 


O coward Confcience! how doft thou affi@ me? 

The L igh 

Cold ful Drops ftand on my trembling Flefh: 

What? do I fear ni (elf? There’s none elfe by, 

Richard loves Richard, that 1S, [ am I. 

Isthere a Murtherer here? No; Yes, Lam: 

Then { hee what from my felf? Great reafon; why? 

Left I revenge. What? my felf upon my felf ¢ 

Alack, t love my felf. Whe refore 2 For any g good 

That I my felf have done upon my felf? 

© no. Alas, I rather hate Dy felf, 

For hateful Deeds committed by felf. 

Iam a Villain; yet I lie, Iam not. 

Fool, of thy ff career ‘ell Fool, do not flatter. 

My Confcience hath a thoufand feveral Tongues; 

And every Ton: brings ina feveral Tale, 

And every Tale ea ns me fora Villain; 

Perjury, in the high’ft degree, 

Murt} ner: ftern Murth er, 10 the dir’ft deg 

All fever. Sins, all us’d in each degree, 

Throng all to th’ Bar, crying al, Guilty, guilty. 

I fhall defpair, there is no Creature inne me: 

And if { die, no Soul hall pity me. 

Nay, wherefore fhould they? fince that I my {elf 

Find in my {elf no pity to my felf. 

Methougit, the Souls of all that 1 had murther’d 

Came tomy Tent, and every one did threat 

To morrows Vengeance on the head of Richard, 
Enter Ratcliff, 





Rat. My Lord. 
K. Rich. Who’s there2 


Rat. Ratcliff, my Lord, ’tis 1; the early Village Cock 


Hath twice done Salutation to the Morn; 
Yout Friends are up, and buckle on their Armour. 
5 Rich. O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear Fee 


Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of thadows. 


K. Rich. By the Apoftle Paul thadows to night 
Have {truck more terrour to the Soul of Richard, 
Than can the fubltance of ten thoufand Soldiers 
Armed in proof, and led by fhallow Richmond, 


s burn blue—— It is not dead Mid-night-——= 
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‘Tis not yet near Day, Come, go with me, 
Under our Tents; Vil play the Eaves-droppir, 
To hear if any Man fhrink from me. 
[Exeunt K. Richard and Ratcliff. 
Enter the Lords to Richmond fitting in his Tevt. 
Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 
Richm. Cry you mercy, Lords, and watchful Gen- 
tlemen, 
That you have ta’en a tardy Sluggard here. 
Lords. How have you flept, my Lord ? 
Richm, The {weetcft Sleep, 
And faireft boadiog Dreams, 
That ever entred.in 4 drowfie Head. 
Have I fince your departure had, my Lords. 
Methought their Souls, whofe Bodies Richard murther’d, 
Came to my Tent, and critd on Vi@oty, 
I promife you my Heart is vefy jacund, 
In the remembrance of fo fair a Dream: 
How far into the Morning is it, Lords? 
Lords. Upon the ftroak of four. 
Richm, Why then ’tis time to Arm, and give direétion. 
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The leifure znd enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell upon; yet remember this; 
God, and our good Caufe, fight upon our fides 
The Prayers of holy Saints, and wronged Souls, 
Like high rear’d Bulwarks, ftand before oir Faces: 
Richard except, thofe whom we fichr apainft, 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
Hor, what is he they follow? Truly Gentlemen, 
A bloody Tyrant, and‘a Homicide: 
One rais’d in Blood, and one in Blood eftablith’d; 
One that made means to come by what he hath; 
And flaughter’d thofe thar were the means to help him; 
A bafe foul Stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England’s Chair, where he is falfely fet. 
One that hath ever been God’s Enemy; 
Then if you fight againft God’s Enemy, 
God will in juftice ward you as his Soldiers. 
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171 ~— The Life and Death 

If you do fwear to puta Tyrant down, 

You fleep in Peace, the Tyrarit being flain: 

If you do fight again{t your Countries Foes, 
Your Countries Fat fhall pay your pains the hires 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your Wives, 
Your Wives thal! welcome home the Conquerors. 
If you do free your Children from the Sword, | 











Your Childrens Children quits it in your Age. ve 
Then in the Name of God and ali thefe rights, beg 
Advance your Standards, draw your willing Swords. be 
For me, the ranfom of my bold atrempt, i an 
Shall be this cold Corps on the Earth’s cold face. th 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt, In 
The leaft of you fhall fhare his part thereof. fou 
Sound Drums and Trumpets boldly, and chearfully, 
God, and Saint George, Richmona, and Victory. 
Exter King Richard, Ratcliff, aud Catesby. 
K. Rich. What faid Northumbe:land, as touching Rich: | 
mond § Rid 
Rat. That he was never trained up in Arms. Cent 
K. Rich. He faid the truth; and whar faid Swrrey then. Wt 
Rat. He {mil’d and faid, the better for our purpofe. Con 
K. Rich. Fle was inthe right, and fo indeed it is. isd 
Tell the Clock there. (Clock ftrikess rr 
Give me a Kulender who faw the Sun to day? ith g 
Rat. Not {, my Lord. N to 
K. Rich. Then he dif{dains to fhine; for, by the Book, at the 
He fhouid have brav’d the Eaft an hour ago Unhe 
A black Day it will be to fome body, Ratchff. tof 
Rat. My Lord. 0 5 
K. Rich. The Sun will not be feen to day on th 
The Sky doth frown and lowre upon our Army ——— Ube 
I would thefe dewy Tears were from the Ground—— Li 
Not thine to day? why what is that to me ‘vi 
More than to Richmond? for the {felf-fame Heay’n Y 
That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him. ith 
Enter Norfolk. an 
Norf. Arm, arm, my Lord, the Foes vaunt in the Field. i 
K. Rich. Come, buftle, buftle——Caparifon my Horfe. hy 
Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power, 7 me 
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I will lead forth my Soldiers to the Plain, 

And thus my Battel fhall be ordered, 

My Foreward fhall be drawn in length, 
Confifting equally of Horfe and Foot: 

Our Archers thall be placed in the midft; 

Fobn Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the Foot and Horle, 
They thus dire@ed, we wil] follow 
“Inthe main Battel, whofe puiffance on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft Horfe- 
This, and Str, George to boor, 

Whar chink’{t thou, Norfolk 

Nor. A good Direction, warlike Sovereign. 

This found I on my Tent this Morning, | Giving a Scrowi, 


Jocky of Norfolk, be xo; Jo bold. [ Reads, 
For Dickon thy Mdafter is bought and fold. 


K, Rich. A thing devifed by the Enemy, 
Go Gentlemen, every Man to his Charge, 
, Let not our babling Dreams affright our Souls, 
or Confcience is a Word that Cowards ufe, 
Devis’d at firft to keep the ftrong in awe, 
il Our rong Arms be our Confcience, Swords our Law. 
arch on, join bravely, let us to’r Pell mell, 
If not to Heav’n, then hand in hand to Hel). 
{ What thall I fay more than I have inferr’d2 
fmember whom you are to cope witha], 
A fort of Vagabonds, Rafcals, Run-aways, 
A {cum of Britains, and bafe Lackey-Peafants, 
Whom their o'er-cloyed Country vomits forth 
To defperate Adventures, and affur'd Deftruion, 
You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unref- 
ou haviag Lands, and bleft with beauteous Wives, 
hey would reftrain the one, diftain the other. 
Ard who doth Jead them, but a Paltry Fellow 2 
Ong kept in Britain at our Mother’s Coft, 
A milk-fop, one that never in his Life 
Felt fo much Co'd, as over Shooes jn Snow : 
Let’s whip thefe Stragelers o'er the Seas again, 
Lath hence thefe overs weening Rags of France, 
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Thefe-fimith’d Beggars, weary of their Lives, 
“Who, but for dreaming on this fond Exploit, 
For want of means, poor Rats, had hang’d themfelves, 
If we be conquer’d, let Men conquer us, 
And not thofe Baftard=Britains, whom our Fathers 
Have in their own Land beaten, bobb’d and thump’d, 
And on Reccrd, fefe them the Heirs of Shame. 
Shall thefe enjoy our Lands? lye with our Wives? 
Ravith our Daughrers é | Dram afar off, 
Hark, I hear their Drum, 
Right Gentlemen of Exgland, fight boldly, Yeomen, 
Draw, Archers, draw your Arrows to the Head. 
Spur your proud Horfes hard, and ride in Blood, 
Amaze the Welkin with your broken Staves. 
Enter a-Meffenger. 
What fays Lord Stanley, will he bring his Power? 
Mef. My Lord, he doth deny to come. 
K. Rich. Off with his Son George’s Head, 
Nor. My Lord, the Enemy is paft the Marth; 
After the Bartel let -Géorge Stanley dye. 
K. Rich. A thoufand Hearts are great within my Bolom. 
Advance our Standards, fet wpon our Foes, 
Our ancient word of Courage, fair St. George, 
Infpire us with the {pleen of fiery Dragons: 
Upon them, Victory: fits on our Helms. [ Bxeant. 
Alarum, Exenrfions. Enter Catesby. 
Catef. Refcue, my Lord of Norfolk, 
Refcue, Refcue: 
The King ena&s more Wonders than a Man, 
Daring. an oppofite to every Danger : 
His Hoife is flair, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of Death: 
Refcue, fair Lord, orvelfe the Day is loft. 
MAlavums. Enter King Richard. | 
K. Rich. A Horfe, «a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe, 
Catef. Withdraw, my Lord, Tif help you to a Horfee 
K. Rich, Slave, L have fet my Life upon a caft, 
And I will ftand the hazard of the Die : 
I think there be fix Richmonds in the Fietd, 
Five have I flain to Dav, inftead of him, 
A Horfe, a Horfe, my Kingdom for a Horfe. 
Alarams 
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sAlarum. Enter King Richard and Richmond, they fizhr, 
Richard és /lain, 


Ketreat, and Flourifh, Enter Richmond, Derby bearing 
the Crown, with divers other Lords, 


Rich. God and your Arms be prais’d, Vi@orious Friends ; 
The Day is ours, the bloody Dog is dead. 

Deroy. Couragious Richmond, well haft thou acquit thems 
Lo, here thefe long ufurped Royalties, 
From the dead Temples of this bloody Wretch, 
Have I pluckt off, to grace thy Brows withal, 
Wear it, and make ufe of it, 

Richm. Great God of Heaven, fay Amen to all, 


— Bot tell me, is young George Stanley living? 


a 


Derby. He is, my Lord, and {afe in Leicefter Town$ 
Whither, if you pleafe, we may withdraw us. 
Richm, What Men of Note are flain on either Side? 
Derby, ohn Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir Willian Brandon. 
Kichm. Inter their Bodies as becomes their Births, 
Proclaim a Pardon to the Soldiers fled, 
Thit in Submiffion will return to us: 
And then, as we have ta’en the Sacrament, 
We will unite the White Rofe, and the Red, 
Smile Heav’n upon this fair Conjun@ion, 
That long hath frown’d upon their Enmiry: 
What Traitor hears me, and {ays not Amen? 
England hath long been mad, and {car’d her felf 
The Brother blindly thed the Brother’s Blood; 
The Father rafhly flaughter’d his own Son ; 
The Sons, compell'd, been Butchers to the Sire: 
All this divid-d York and Lancafter, 
Divided in their dire Divifion. 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 
he true Succeeders of each Royal Houfe, 
By God's fair O:diaance, car join together 
And let their Heirs, God, if thy Will be fo, 
Enrich the time to come, witn Iimooth-fac’d Peace} 
With {miling Plenty, and fair profperous Days, 
Abate the edge of Traitors, Gracious Lord, “ 
: N 2 That 
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1716 The Life and Death 
That would reduce thefe bloody Days again, 
And make poor Exgland weep in ftreams of Blood. 
Let them not live to tafte this Land’s encreafe, 
That would with Treafon wound this fair Land’s Peace. 


Now Civil Wounds are ftopp’d, Peace lives again; 
That the may long live here, God fay, Amen. | Exxennt, 
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ING Henry the Exghth. lan 
K Cardinal Wolfley, his firft Miuifter aud Has) 
vourite, i 
Cranmcr, Archbifhop of Canterbury. 
Duke of Norfolk. ha 
Duke of Buckingham. 
Duke of Suflolk.s 


fart of Surrey. 4 

Lord Chamberlain. | P 

Cardinal Campcius, the Pope's Legat. , 

Capucius, Ambaffador from the Emperor Charles — * 
the hifth. 

Gardiner, Bi/bop of Winchefter. 

Lord Abcrgavenny. : ] 


Lord Sands. 
Szm Henry. Guilford. 
Sir Thomas Lovell. 


Sir Anthony Denny. 
Sir Nicholas Vaux. 


Cromwell, fri Servant to Wolfley, afterwards to 
the King. 


Griffith, Gentleman-Ofher. to. Queen Katherine. 
Three Gentlemen, 

Dr. Butts, Phyfictan to the King. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 

Porter and bis Man. 


Queen. 


Queen Katherine, fri Wife to King Henry, af- 


terwards Divorced. 
Anne Bullen, ée/ou’d by the King, and afters 


el = wards married to him. 
Mn old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. 


Patience, Woman of the Bed-Chamber to Queen 
Katherine. 


Several Lords and Ladies who appear in the 
dumb Sherws. Women attending thon the 
Queen. Spirits which appear to ber. Scribes, 

. Officers, Guards, and other Attendants. 
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Come no more to make you laugh; Things now, 
That bear a Weighty, and a Serious Brows 

Sad, high, and working, full of State ana Woes 

Such noble Scenes, as draw the Eye to flow, 

We now prefent. Thofe that can Pity, here 

May, if they think it well, let fall a Tear, 

The Subjett will deferve it. Such as give 

Their Mony out of hope they may believe, 

May here find Truth too. Thofe that come te (ee 

Only a fhew or two, and fo agree, 

The Play may pafs: If they be flill, and willing, | 

Pil undertake may fee away their Shilling 

Richly in two [hore Hours. Only they ' 

That come to hear a4 merry; bawdy Play, | } k 

A noife of Targets: Or to fee a Fellow : 

In a long Motley Coat, guarded with Yellow, 

Will be deceiv’d : For, gentle Hearers, know we 

To rank our chofen Truth with fuch a fhow 

As Fool, and Fight is, befide forfeiting 

Our own Brains, and the Opinion that we bring 
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That make that only true, we now intend, 

Will leave us never an under ftanding Friend. Eat 
7 berefore, for Goedne/s fake, and as you are known ot 
The firft ana happieft Hearers of the Town, Al 


Be fad, as we would make ye. Think ye fee 
The very Perfons of our noble Story, 

As they were Living’: Think you fee them Great, 
And follow'd with the general Throng, and frweat 
Of thoufand Eriends; then, in a moment, fee 
How foon this Atightine/s meets Adifery. 
And if you can be merry then, I'll fay, 
“A Man may weep upon his Wedding Day, 
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Luter the Duke of Norfolk at one Door: At the 


other, the Duke of Buckingham, and the Lord 
Abergavenny; 


LFUCKINGHAY. 


esl OOD morrow, and well met. How have 
ea wet Since laft we Gw y’in France ? 


i Lye done 
Nor. Uthank your Grace : 
Healthful, 


=| and ever fince a freth admirer 
ey Cf what [ faw there, 


Buck, An untimely Apue 
Staid me a Prifoner in my Chamber, when 


Thofe Sons of Glory, thofe two Lights of Men 
Met in the vale of Ardres. 


Nor, ’Cwixe Guynes and Ardres, 
I was then Prefent, faw them falute on Horfe-back, 
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Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung 


In their Embracement, as they grew together 5 
Which had they, 
What four Thron’d ones could have weigh’d 
Such a compounded one? 

Buck. All the whole time 
¥ was my Chamber's Prifoner. 

Nar. Then you loft 
The view of earthly Glory: Men might fay 
‘Till chis time Pomp was fingle, but now married 
Toone above it felf. Each following day 
Became the next Day’s Mafter, ‘till the laft 
Made former Wonders, its. To day the French, 
All Clinquant, a'l in Gold, like Heathens Gods 
Shone down the Englifh; and to morrow, they 
Made Britain, India: Every Man that ftood, 
Shew’d like a Mine. Their Dwarftth Pages were 
As Cherubiiis, all gilt; the Madams too, 
Wot us’d to toil, did almoft fweat to bear 
The Pride upon them, that their very labour 
Was to them as a Painting. Now this Mask 
Was cry’d incomparable; and th’ enfuing nighe 
Made it a Fool, and Beggar. The two Kings 
Equal.in luftre, were now beft, now wort 
As prefence did prefent them; him in Eye, 
Sill him. tn praife; and being prefent both, 
*F'was faid they faw but one, and no Difcerner 
Darft wag his Tongue in cenfure. When thefe Sins, 
For fo.they phrafe “em, by their Heralds, challeng’d. 
‘Phe noble Spirits to Arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought’s compafs, that former fabulous Story 
Being now feen poflible enough, got credit 
Phat Bevis was believ'd, 

Buck. Oh. you go far. 

Nor.. As ¥ belong to worfhip, and affe@, 
In Honour, Honefty, the tra@ of ev’ry. thing 
Would by a good Difeourfer lofe fome life, 
W hich. AGions felf was Tongue to. 

Buck, Alt was Royal, 
Fo the difpofing of it nought rebell’d, 
Order gave each thing view. The Office did 
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King Henry VIII, 1723 

Diftin@ly his ful Fun&tion; who did guide, 
I mean who fet the Budy and the Limbs 
Of this great fpért togcther, 
AS you guels2 

Nor. One cerfeés, that promifes no Element 
In fuch a Bufinefs. 

Buck, T pray you, who, my Lord? 

WVor, All this was order'd by the gnod Difcretion 
Of the right Reverend Cardinal of York, 

Buck, The Devil {peed him: No Man’s Pye is freed 
From his ambitious Finger, What had he 
To do in thefe fierce Vanities? T wonder 
That fuch a Ketch can with his very Bulk 
Take up the Rays o’th’ Beneficial Sun, 
And keep it from the Earth, 

Nor. Surely, Sir, 
There’s in him ftuf that puts him to thefe Ends: 
For being not propt by Anceftry, whofe Grace 
Chalks Succ flors thei; ways nor call'd upon 
For high Fests done to th’Crown; neither Allied 
To eminent Afiftants; but Spider-like 
Out of his felf-drawn Web; Ov gives us note, 

he force of his own merit makes his way, 
A Gift that Heaven gives for him, which buys 
A place next to the King, 

Aber. | cannot tel} 
What Heav’n hath given him; let fome graver Eye 
Pierce into that: but ] can fee his Pride 
Peep through each part of him; whence has he that, 
If not from Heil; the Devil is 9 Niggard, 
Or has given him 31] before, and he begins 
A new Hell in himf If, | 

Buck. Why the Devil, 

pon this French going out, took he upon him, 
Wirhout the Privity o’th’ King, appoint 
Who fhould attend on him? he makes uP the File 
Of all the Gentry; for the moft part fich 
To whom:as: great a Charge as Jittle Honour 

© Meant to lay upon: and his own Letter 

¢ Honourable Beard of Council out 
Mutt fetch tum in, he Papers, =~ 


sAber, 
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Aber. 1 do know 
Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have 
By this fo ficken’d their Eftates, that never 
They fhall abound, as formerly. 

Buck. QO many 
Have broke their Backs with laying Manors on “em 
For this great Journey. What did this great Vanity 
Bot minifter Communication of 
A moft poor Iffue. 

Nor. Grievingly, I think, 
The Peace between the French and us not. values 
The Coft that did conclude it. 

Buck. Every Man, 
After the hideous Storm that follow’d, was 
A thing infpir’d, and not confulting, broke 
Into a general Prophefie; that this Tempeft, 
Dathing the Garment of this Peace, aboaded 
The fudden breach on’. 

Nor. Which. ts budded out : 
For France hath flaw’d the League, and hath attach’d 
Our Merchants Goods at Bourdeaux. 

Aber. Is it therefore 
Th’ Ambaffador is. filenc’d? 

Nor. Marry is’t. 

Aber. A proper Title ef Peace, and purchas’d 
Ar a fupe:fluous rate. - | 

Buck. Why all this bufinefs 
Our Reverend Cardinal carried. 

Nor. Like it your Grace, 
The State takes notice of the private Difference 
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. I advife you 
(And take it from a Heart that wifhes towards your 
Honour, and plenteous Safety) that you read 
The Cardinal’s Malice, and his Potency 
Together: To. confider further, that 
What his high Hatred would affeQ, wants not ~ 
A Minifter in his Power. You know: his Nature, 
That he’s revengeful; and I know, kis Sword 
Hath a fharp edge: It’s long, and’t may be faid, 
It reaches far, and where “twill not extend, — 
Thither he darts it. Bofom up my Counfel, 
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King Henry VIII. 1725 


You'll find ic wholfome. Lo, where comes that. Rock 
That I advife your fhunning, 


Enter Cardinal Wolfey, the Pure born before hitmy certain of 
the Guard, and two Secretaries with Papers; the Cardinal 
in his paflage fixeth his Eye on Buckingham, and Bucking - 
ham on him, both full of difdain. 


Wol. The Duke of Buckingham’s Surveyor ? Ha? 
Where’s his Examination ? 

Secr. Here, fo pleafe you. 

Wol. 1s he in Perfon ready? 

Secr. Ay, an’t pleafe your Grace. 

Wol. Well, we thall then know more, and Buckingham thall 
leffen his big look, | Exennt Cardinal with his Train, 

Buck. This Butcher's Cur is venome mouth’d, and [ 
Have not the powet to muzzle him, therefore beft 
Not wake him in his lumber. A Beggar’s Book 
Out-worths a Noble’s Blood. 

Nor, What, are you chaf'd? 
Ask God for temp’rance, - that’s th’ appliance only 
Which your Difeafe requires, 

Buck. I read in’s Looks 
Matter againft me, and his Eye revil’d 
Me as his abje@ Objet, at this inftant 
He bores me with fome Trick; he’s gone to th’ King: 
I'll follow and out«ftare him. 

Nor. Stay, my Lord, 
And let your Reafon with your Choler queftion 
What ’tis you go about; to climb fteep Hills 
Requires flow pace at firft. Anger is like 
A full-bot Horfe, who being allow’d his way 
Self-mettle tires him: Not a Man in Evpland 
Can advife me, like you: Beto your felf, 
As you would to your Friend, 

Buck. I'll.to the King, 
And, from a mouth of Honour, quite cry down 
Ths Ipfwich Fellows Infolence; or proclaim, 

*re's difference in no Perfons. 

Nor, Be advis’ds 
Fleat not a Furnace for your Foe fo hot 
That it do finge your (elf. We may out-run 
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By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run sts)” 
And lofe by our over-running: Know you not, 
The Fire that mounts the Liquor ‘ailt run o'er 
In feeming to augment it, waftes it: Be advis'd 5 
I fay again, there is no Engl fh Soul 
More fironger to dire& you than your felf, 
Tf with the fap of Reafon you would quench, 
Or but alley the fire of Patlion. 

Buck. Sir, 
{ am thankful to you, and I'll go along 
By your Prefcription; but this top-proud Fellow, 
Who from the fow of Gal [name not, but 
From fincere Motions, by ictelligence, 
Aod proofs as clear as Founts in Fa/y, when 
We {ee each grain of Gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treafonous. 

Nor. Say not, :treafonous. | 

Buck. To th King I'll fay’t,and make my vouch as ftrong 
As thore of Rock attend. This holy Fox, 
Or Wolf, or both (for he is equal rav’hous 
As he is fubtle, and as prone to mifchief, 
As able to perform’t) his Mind and Place 
Infe&ting one another; yea reciprocally. 
Onlyto thew his Pomp, as well in Fraxce, 
As here at home, fuggefts the King our Mafter 
To this laft coftly Treaty, th’ enterview, 
That fwallow’d fo much Treafure, and like a Glafs 
Did break ith’ wrenching. 

Nor. Faith, and fo it did. 

Back, Pray give me favour, Sir-——this cunning Cardinal 
The Articles oth’ Combination drew 
As himfelf pleas’d; and they were ratifi'd 
As he cry’d, Thus let it be to as much erd, 
As give a Crutch to th’ dead, But our Count-Cardinal 
Has done this, and ’tis well ———for worthy Wo//ey, 
Who cannot err, he did it. . Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, 1s a kind of Puppy 
Fo th’ old Dam, Treafon) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his, Aunt, 
(For "twas indeed his Colour; but he came 
To whifper ei/zy). here makes Vifiration: 
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King Henry VIIt. 1727 

His Fears were that the Interview betwixe 
England aod France, might through their Amity 
Breed him fome prejudice ; for from this Leapue 
Peep’d harms, that menac’d him, He privily & 
Deals with our Cardinal, and as ] trow, 
Which I do well————for | am fure the Emperor 
Paid e’er he promis’d, whereby his fuit was granted 
E’er it was ask’d. But when the way was made, 
And pav’d with Golds the Emperor thus defir'd, 
That he would pleafe to alter the King’s courfe, 
And break the forefaid Peace. Let the King know, 
As foon he thall by me, that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his Hcnour as he pleafes, 
And for his own Advantage, 

Nor. I am forr 
Fo hear this of him; and could with 
Something miftaken in’t, 

Buck, No, not a Syllable: 
Ido pronounce him in that very Shape 
He thall appear in proof. 

ster Brandon, a Serjeant at Arms before him, and two ov 
three of the Guard. 
ce, Serjeant; execute ir. 


‘woe 


you were 


Bran. Your Off 

Serj. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Ear] 
Of Hertford, Stafford and Northampton, I 
Arreft thee of High Treafon, in the name 
Of our moft Sovereign King, 

Buck, Lo you, my Lord, 
The Net has fall’ upon me 5 I fhall perifh 
Under device and practice, 

Bran. T am forr 

0 fee you ta’en from Liberty, to look on 


The bufinefs prefents *Tjs his Highnefs pleafure 
You fhall to th’ Tower. ‘ : 


Buck. It wil] help me nothing 
0 plead mine Innocence ; for that Dye is on me, 


Which makes my whit'ft part black. “The wil] of Heav’a 
€ done in this and ail things: | abe Sr ss 


» O my Lord Abergavenny, fare ye wells 


Bran; 
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17237 The LIFE of 
Bran. Nay, he mui bear youCompany. ‘The King 
Ts picas’d you fhall to th’Zower, *cill you know 
How he determins further. 
Aber. As the Duke faid, 
The Will of Heav’n be done, and the King’s Pleafure ( 
By me obey'd. 
‘Bran. Here is a warrant from 
The King, tattach Lord Asontague, and the Bodies 









































Of the Duke’s Confeflor, Fobn de la Car, Hn 
One Gilbert Peck, his Countfellor. M 
Buck. So, {05 0h 
Thefe are the Lambs o’ch’ Plot, no more, I hope, i 
Bran. A Monk.o’th’ Chartreux. el 
Buck. O Michael Hopkins. it 
Bran. He. if) 
Buck. My Surveyor is filfe, the o’er-great Cardinal Ie 
Hath fhew’d him Gold; mv Life is fpano’d already: mt 
I am the fhadow of poor Backincham, ith 
Whofe Figure even this inftant Cloud puts on, it 


By dark’ning my clear Sun, My Lord, farewel. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE IL . 


Cornet. Enter King Henry, leaning on the Cardinal's Shoulder, 


the Nobles and Sir Thomas Lovell; the Cardizal places him " 
under the King’s Feet, on his right fide. r 
King. My Life it felf, and the beft Heart of ir, ee 
Thanks you for this great Care : I ftood i’cth’ level " 
Of a full-charg'’d Confederacy, and give thanks ay 
To you that choak’d it. Let be cali’d before. us ah 
That Gentleman of Backingham’s in Pei fon, ly 
Vil hear him his Confeflions juttife, a 
And point by point the Trealons of his Mafter i 
Oy: 


He fhall again relate. 


A noife, with crying, Room for the Queen, U [herd by che Dike Hy 
of Norfolk, LExzer the Queen, Norfolk ayd Suffolk; fhe "Nh 


kneels. The King rifeth from bis State | MN, 
: “le, LAR ' | ue 
and placeth her by him, | anes: barp, "Se On 


Queen. Nay, we mutt longer kneel ; I am a Suitor, 
King, 


Kt 


f 


) 





King Henry VIII. 1729 


King. Arife, and take place by us; half your Suit 
Never name to us; you have half our Power : 
The other moiety e’er you ask is given ; 
Repeat your Will, and take it, 

Queen, Thank your Majefty. 
That you would love your felf, and in that love 
Not unconfidered leave your Honour, nor 
The dignity of your Office, is the point 
Of my Petition. 

King. Lady mine, proceed, 

Queen, I am follicited, not by a few, 
And thofe of true Condition, that your SubjeGs 
Are in great Grievance 3; there have been Commiffions 
Sent down among *em, which have flaw’d the Heart 
Of all their Loyalties; wherein, although, | To Wolfey, 
My good Lord Cardinal, they vent R eproaches 
Mott bitterly on you, as Putter on 
Of thefe Exa@ions, yet the King, our Matter, 
Whofe Honour Heav’n fhield from Soil, even he efcapes not 
Language unmannerly ; yea, fuch which breaks | 
The fides of Loyalty, and almoft appears 
In loud Rebellion. 

Norf. Not almoft appears, 
lt doth appear ; for, upon thefej Taxations; 
The Clothiers all, not able to Maintain 


" The many to them ‘longing, have put off 


The Spinfters, Carders, Fullers, Weavers, who, 
Unfit for other Life, compell'd by Hunger, 
And lack of other Means, in defperate mannet, 
Daring th’ event to th’ Teeth, are all in uproar, 
And danger ferves among them. 

King. Taxation? 
Wherein? and what Taxation ¢ My Lord Cardinal, 
You that are blam’d for it alike with US, 

now you of this Taxation? 

Wol. Pleafe you, Sir, 
I know but of a fingle part in ought 
Pertains to th’ State, and front bue in that file 

cre others tel] Steps with me, 


¢ Oneen, No, my Lord, 


You know no more than others: but you frame 
Vor. Ivy, - O Thirgs 
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“— AP PB ioe, 
: ites bi So 
na ethecuaae te 


1s A The LIFE of 
Thines thit are known alike, witich are not wholfome 
To thofe which would sot know them, and yet mult 
Perforce be their acquaintances. Thele Exactions 
(‘W hereof my Sovereign would have note) they are 
Mott peftilent to th’ hearing, and to bear “Ms 
The Back is facrifice to th’ Load; they fays 
They are devis’d by you, or elfe you fuffer 
Too hard an Exclamation. 

King. Still Exaction! 
The nature of it, in what kind, let’s knew, 
Is this Exadtion? 

Queen, 1 am much too venturous 
In tempting of your Patience, but am boldned 
Under your prémis’d Pardon. The Subjects Grief 
Comes through Commiflions, which compels from each 
The fixth part of his Subftance, to be levied 
Without delay; and the pretence for this 
Is nam’d, your Wars in Fraace; this makes bold Mouths; 
Tongues {pit their Duties out, and cold Hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them 3 their Curfes now 
Live where their Prayers did; and it’s come to pals, 
That traQable Obedience is a Slave 
To each incenfed Will : I would your Highnefs 
Would give it quick Confideration, for 
There is no primer bafenefs. 

King. By my Life, 
This is againft our Pleafure. 

Wol, And for me, 
I have no further gone in this, than by 
A fingle Voice, and that not paft me, but 
By learned Approbation of the fudges: If I am 
Traduc’d by ignorant Tongues, which neither know 
My Faculties nor Pérfon, yer will be 
The Chronicles of my doing ; let me fay, 
Tis but the fate of Place, and the rough Brake 
That Virtue muft go through: We muft not ftine 
Our neceflary Actions id the fear 
To cope malicious Cenfurers, which ever, 
As rav’nous Fifhes, do a Veffel follow 
That is new trimm’d; but benefit no further 


7. 





King Henry VIII. 


By fick Interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow’d 3 what worlt, as oft 
Hitting a groffer quality, is cry’d up 
For our beft A@; if we ftand (till, 
In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at, 
. We thould take root here whete we fit: 
Or fit State-Statues only. 
King. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themfelves from fear, 
Things done without Example, in their iffue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a Prefident 
Of this Commiffion ? I believe not any. 
We muft not rend our Subje@s from our Laws, 
id And ftick them in our Will, Sixth part of each! 
nui A trembling Contribution——why we take 
Fromevery Tree, Lop, Bark, and part o’th’ Timber : 
And though we leave it with a root: thus hacke, 
lit The Air will drink the Sap. To every Country 
i? Where this is queftion’d, fend our Letters, with 
Free pardon to each Man that has deny’d, 
j, The Force of this Commiffion; pray look to’t, 
I put it to your Care. 
| _ Wel. A word with you, [To the Secretary. 
Let there be Letters writ to every Shire 
Of the King’s Grace and Pardon ; the griev'd Commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois’d, 
That through our Interceffion, this Revokement 
And Pardon comes ; I fhall aron advife you 
Further in the Proceeding, LExit Secretary. 
Enter Surveyor. 
Queen. I am forry that the Duke of Buckingham 
| As run in your Difpleafure. 
King. It grieves many; 
The Gentleman is Learn’d, and a moft rare Speaker, 
To Nature none more bound, his training fuch, 
That he may furnith and inftiu@ great Teachers, 
And never feek for Aid out of himfelf; yet fee, 
When thefe fo Noble Benefits fhall prove 
Not well difpos’d, the Mind growing once corrupt, 
hey turn to vicious Forms, ten times more ugly 
han ever they were fair. This Man fo complear, 
O 2z 
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Who was enroll’d oes onders; and when we 
| noftr with ravilht lilt C ould nat find 
(© ade Bes avy T adv 

i {is hour of Speech, a minute; ric, My Lacy, 


r ES. fy ] Ly fo ware 
Fath into monitrous mavdits pt ut tne Cyraces 
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Wol. Stand forth, and with bold 
Subjeét, have collected 
Out of the Duke fe lst thas 
King. Speak fre: 
Surv. Firlt, it was s ufual with him every d aV 9 
It would mfect his Speech, chat if the King 
Should with out Iflue dye, hell cary it fa: 
To make the Scepter his. Thefe very Words 
{‘ve heard him utter to his Son-in-law, 
ord Abergavenny, to whom by Oath he menac’d 
-evenge upon ‘the Cardinal. 
Wol. Pleafe your Highnefs, note 
| “his dangerous Conception j in this Point, 
t friended by his with to your high Perfon ; 
His 5 Will is moft malignant, and it ftretches 
Beyond you to your Friends. 
Queen, My learned Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with Charity. 
King. Speak on; 


KR, 9 e4 ep ree oe, 
iVEOLE JIKE a Careful 


How grounded he his Title to the Crown 


Upon our fail ; to this point haft thou heard him, 
At any time (peak oughr? 
Surv. He was brought to this, 


By a vain Prophefie of Nicholas Henton. 


King. What was that Henton? 
Surv. Sirs a Chartreax Friar, 
lis Confeflor, who fed him every minute 


ith safe of Sovereignty. 


King. How know’ft thou this ? 
Sar = Not long before your Highnefs {ped to Frances 


FY “gp, St OD, Apa RE es FE I eee 5 
i 21¢ Duke eing at tne Kofe; within the Parifh 


| Spirit relate, what you, 


St. 


St. Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
W hat was the Speech among the Lozdoners 
Concerning the French Journey. _ ] reply’d, 
Men fear the Frezch would prove Perfidious 
ly | Yo the King’s danger; prefentiy the Duke 
Said, twas the fear indeed, and th t he doubted 
‘T would prove the verity ef certain Words 
Spoke by a holy Monk, that of, fays he, 
Hath fent to me, wifhing me to permit 
vin, 104% de la Car, my Chaplain, a choice hour 
» To hear from him a Matter of fome moment: 
Whom after, under the Commiffions Seal, 
He folemoly had fworn, that what he {poke 
My Chaplain to no Creature living, but 
Tome, thould utter, with demure Confidence, 
Thuspaufingly enfu’d: neither the Kings nor’s Heirs 
(Tell you the Duke) thal] profper, bid him ftrive 
To gain the love o’th°Commonalty, the Duke 
Shall govern England—_— 
Queen. If [know you well, 
You were the Duke’s Surveyors and loft your Office 
On the complaint o'th’Tenants; take pood heed 
You charge not in your Spleen a Noble Perfon, 
And f{poil your Noble Soul; | fay, take heeds 
Yes, heartily I befeech you, 
King. Let him on. Go forward, 
Surv. On my Soul, [il {peak but truth. 
L told my Lord the Duke, by th’ Devil’s Hlufions 
The Monk might be decciv’d, and that ‘twas dang rows 
For him to rumingte on this fo far, until 
It fore’d him fome Defign, which, being believ'd, 
It was much like to do: He anfwerd, Tuth, 
It can do meno damage; adding. further, 
That had the King in his laft ficknefs fani’d, 
The Cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovell's Heads 
Should have pone off, 
King. H> ! What, fo rank? Ah; has 
Thete’s Mitchief in this Man; caoft thou fay further 3 
Surv. 1 can, my Liege. 
King. Proceed, 


King Henry VIII. IP 3 
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Surv. Being at Greenwich, : 
After your Highnefs had reprov’d the Duke 4 
About Sir William Blamer——~— M1 

King. I remember of fucha time, being my {worn Servant, 11 
The Duke retain’d him his. But on; what hence? Tk 
Surv. If, quoth he, I for this Deed had been committed, {/0: 
‘As tothe Zower, I thought; I would have plaid fj 

































The Part my Father meant to A@ upon i 
Th’Ufurper Richard, who being at Salisbury, Ih 
Made {uit to come in’s prefence; which, if granted, If 
(As he made femblance of his Duty) would tt 
Have put his Knife into him, he 

King, A Giant Traitor! ut 


Wel. Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in freedom, lit 
And this Man out of Prifon 2 

Queen, God mend all. (fay'ht © In 

King. There’s fomething more would out of ‘thee; what ‘lu 

Surv. After the Duke his Father, with the Knife---- I 
He ftretch’d him, and with one Hand upon his Dagger, F 
Another {pread on’s Breaft, mounting his Eyes, Ln 
He did difcharge a horrible Oath, whofe tenour hit 
Was, were he evil us’d, he would out-go Ch 
His Father, by as much as a performance low 
Does an irrefolute purpofe. ott 

King. There’s his period, And 
To theath his Knife in uss he is attach’d, Lr 
Call him to prefent Trial; if he may tf 
Find Mercy io the Law, *tis his; if none, Mi 
Let him not feek’r of us: By Day and Night With 
He's Traitor to th’ height [Exeunts |i 


Di 
S CB NE. IE le 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands. 


Cham. Is’t poflible the Spells of France fhouldjuggle Ihe 

Men into fuch ftrange Myfteries? 
Sands. New Cuftoms, 

Though they be never fo ridiculous, 

Nay let “cm be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 
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Cham. As far as I fee, all the good our Exgii fh 
Flave got by the laft Voyage, is bur meerly 
A fit or two o’th’ Face, but they are fhrew’d ones; 
For when they hold "em, you would fwear dire@ly 
Their very Nofes had been Counfellors 
To Pepin or Clorharins, they keep State fo. 

Sands. They have all new Legs, 
And lame ones; one would take it, 
That never fee ’em pace before, the Spavin, 
A Spring-halt, reign’d among ’em, 

Cham. Death ! my Lord, 
Their Cloaths are after fuch a Pagan Cut too, 
That fure th’have worn out Chriftendom: How now? 
What News, Sir Thomas Lovel? 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovell. 
Lov. “Faith, my Lord, 


‘| I hear of none, but the new Proclamation 


That’s clap’d upon the Court Gare. 
Cham. What is’c for 2 
Lov. The Reformation of our travell’d Gallants, | 
That fill the Court with Quarrels, Talk and Tailors. 
Cham, Vm glad *tis there; 
Now I would pray our Monfieurs 
To think an Englifh Courtier may be wife, 
And never fee the Zoxzvre. 
Lov. They mutt either | 
(For fo run the Conditions) leave thofe Remnants 
Of Fool and Feather, that they got in France, 


| With all their honourable Points of Ignorance 


Pertaining thereupon, as Fights and Fire- works, 
Abufing better Men than they can be 
Out of a foreign Wifdom, renouncing clean 
The Faith they have in Tennis and tall Stockings, 
Short bolftred Breeches, and thofe types of Travel, 
And underftand again like horeft Men ; - 
Or pack to their old Play-fellows, there I take.it, 
They may, Cum Privilegio, wear away 
The Lag-end of their Lewdnefs, and be laugh’d at. 

Sands. ’Tis time to give them Phyfick, their Difeafes 
Are grown fo catching. 

O 4 Cham. 
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Cham. What a lofs our Ladies 
Will have of thefe trim Vanities 2 
Lov. Ay mary, 
There willbe wo indeed, Lords, the fly Whorefons 
Have got a {fpeeding Trick to lay down Ladies: 
A French Se 2g al 1a Fiddle, has no Fellow. 
Sands. The Devil fiddle ’em ; Wy 
1am glad they are going, | 
Hor {ure there’s no converting ’em : Now 
An honeft Country Lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain Song, 






And have an hour of hearing, and by’r Lady ¢ 
Fleld currant Mufick too. ¢ 
Cham, Well faid, Lord Sands, du 
Your Colts Tooth is not caft yet 2 = i 
Sands. No, my Lord, hd 
Nor fhall not, while I have a Stump. Oi 
Cham. Sir Thomas, Af 
Whither were you a-going ? la 
Lov. To the Cardinal’s ; 
Your Lordfhiip is a Gueft too. | dm 
Char, O, tis true; The 
This Night he makes a Supper, anda great one, aClap 
To many Lords and: Ladies; there will be C 


The Beauty of this Kingdom, I'll affure you. 


Lov. That Churchman bat | 
Bears a bounteous mind indeed: mM 
A hand as fruitful as the Land that feeds us, bi 
His Dew falls every where. hey 

Cham. No doubt, he’s noble ; ly 


He had a black Mouth that faid other of him. 

Sanas. He mays my Lord, " 
H’as wherewithal in him; lhey 
Sparing would fhew a worfe fin, than ill Do@rine. 
Men of his way fhould be moft liberal, 

They are fet here for Examples, 
Cham. True, they are fo; 
But few now give fo great oncs: 
My Barge fleys ; 
Your Lordfhip fhall along : Come, good Sir Thomas, iy 
We thall be late elfey which I would not be, 


ins 


King Henry VII, 1737 


For f was {poke to, with Sir fTenry Guilford, 
This Night to be Comprtrollers, | 


Sands. J am your Lordth ip’s. { Exeunt. 


3S AGEN Be cB 


Flautboys, A {mail Table under a Stare for the Cardinal, a 
tonger Table for the Guefts, . Then entey Anne Bullen, and 
divers other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Guefts at one Door; 
at another Door enter Sir Henry Guilford, 


Guil. Ladies, 
A geoeral Welcome from his Grace 
Salutes ye all: This Night ke dedicates 
To fair Content, and you: None here he hopes, 
In all this noble Bevy, has brought with her 
One Care abroad: he would have all as merry, 
As firft, good Company, good Wine, cood Welcome, 
Can make gond People, 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands and Eovell, 
O my Lord, y’ate tardy; 
The very thought of this fair Company 
Clap’d Wings to me, 
Cham. You are young, Sir Henry Guilford, 
Sands, Sir Thomas Lovell, had the Cardinal 
But haif my Lay-thoughts in him, fome of thefe 
Should find a running Banquet, eer they refted, 
I think would better pleafe*em: By my Life, 
They are a fweet Society of fair ones. 
Lov. O that your Lordthip were but now Confeffor 
To onevor two of thefe. 
Sands. I would | were, 
They thouldfind:eafie Penance, 
Lov. ’Faith, how eafie? 
Sands, As eafie 2s a Dowa Bed would afford it, 
Cham. Sweet Ladies, will ir pleafe you fit: Six fiarry, 
Place you that fide, Ill take the charge of this: 
His Grace is entring, nay you mult not freeze, 
Two Women plac’ together makes cold. Weather; 
My Lord Sands, you are one will keep em waking; 
Pray fit between thefe Ladies, 


Sands, 
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Sands. By my Faith, ; 
And thank your Lordfhip. By your leave, fweet Ladies, 
If { chance to talk a little wild, forgive me: 

1 had it from my Father. 

Minne. Was he mad, Sir? : 

Sands. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too; 
But he would bite none, juft as [ do now, 
He would kifs you twenty with a breath. 

Cham. Well faid, my Lord: 
So now y’are fairly feared: Gentlemen, = 
The Penence lyes on you, if thefe fair Ladies 
Pafs away frowning. 

Sands. For my little Cue, 
Let me alone, 

Fau'boys, Enter Cardinal Wolley, and takes his State. 

Wol, Y'’are welcome, my fair Guefts; that noble Lady 
Or Gentleman that is not freely merry 
Is not my Friend. This to confim my welcome, 

And to you all good Heaith. 

Sands. Your Grace is Noble, 

Let me have fuch a Bowl may hold my Thanks, 
And fave me fo much talking. 

Wol. My Lord Sands, 

I am behoiding to you; cheer your Neighbour: 
Ladies, you are not merry; Gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this 2 

Sands. The red Wine firft muft rife 
In their fair Checks, my Lord, then we fhall have ‘em 
Talk us to filence, 

Anne. You area merry Gamelter, 

My Lord Sazds. 
Sands, Yes, if 1 make my Play: 
Here’s to your Ladifhip, and pledge it, Madam: 
For ’tis to fuch a thing 
. Anne. You cannot (thew me. 
| Drum and Trumpets, Chambers difcharged. 

Sands. 1 told your Grace, they would talk anon. 

Wol. \N hat’s that 2 

Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 

Wol. What warlike Voice, | 
And to what end is this? Nay, Ladies, fear not; 

By allthe Laws of War y are privileged, Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 

Cham. How now, what is’t2 

Ser. A noble Troop of Strangers, 
For fo they fzem; they have left their Barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great Ambaffadors 
From Foreign Princes. 

Wel. Good Lord Chamberlain. 
Go, give em welcome; you can {peak the Frenc/, Tongue, 
And pray receive *em Nobly, and condu& ’em 
Into our Prefence, where this Heav’n of Beaut 
Shall fhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

| All avifé, and Tables removed. 

You have now a broken Banquet, but we’l! mend it, 
A good Digeftion to you all; and once more 
I fhowre a welcome on ye: welcome all, 


“SJ 
We 
‘9 


fautboys. Enter King and others as Maskers, habited like 
Shepherds, ufberd by the Lord ChamberLajy. They pafs din 
vetily before the Cardinal, and Lracefully falute him, 


A Noble Company: what are their Pleafures 2 
Cham. Becaufe they {peak no Engh fo, thus they pray’d 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by Fame 
Of this fo noble and {> fair Affembly, 
This Night to meet here, they could do no lefs, 
Out of the great refpe@ they bear to Beauty, 
But leave their Flocks, and under your fair Condy@ 
Crave leave to view thefe Ladies, and entreat 
An hour of Revels with ’em, 
Wol. Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They have done my poor Houfe grace: 
For which I pay ’em a thoufand thanks, 
And pray ’em take their Pleafures, 
| Chafe Ladies, King and Anne Bullen, 
King. The faireft hand 1 ever touch’d: O Beauty, 
: Till now I never knew thee, 
Mufick, Dance. 
Wol, My Lord. = 
Cham. Your Grace. 
Wol. Pray tell ‘em thus much from me: 
There thould be one amongft ’em by his Perfon 
More weithy this Place than my felf, to whom, 
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If I but knew him, with my Love and Duty 


I would furrender it. Whifper. 


Cham. \ will, my Lord. 

Wol.. What fay they ? 

Cham, Sucha one, they all confef 
There is indeed, which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

Wol. Let me fee then, 

By all your g good leaves, Gentlemen, here Pj! make 
My R LOY al Choice: 

Korg. You have found him, Cardinal: 

You hold a fair Affemt Hy, you do well, Lord. 
You are a Church-man, or [’ll tell you, Cerdira’, 
fhould judge now unhappily. 

Wol. 1 am glad 
Your Grace Is grown 10 plealant. 

King. My Pied Chamberlain , 

Prithce come hither, what faiz Lady’s that? 

Cham. An’t ple ate your Grace, 

Sir Thomas Bullen’s Dau ni the Vilcount Rochford, 
One of her Highnefs’s Women. 

King. By Heav’n he’s a dainty one : Sweet heart, 

I were unmannerly to take you our, | To Anne Builes 
And not to Kifs you. A Health, Ger tlemen, 
Let it go rou d. 

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the Banguct ready 
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King. Lcad in your Ladies every one: Sweet Partners 
1 mult nor yet for fak yc bo let’s be merry, 


7T 


Good my Lord Cardinal: I have a dozen Healths 
To drink to thef & r Ladies, and a meafure 
To lead ’em once again, and then let's dream 
Who's beft in Favour. - Let the Mufick knock it. 
| Exeune with Trampets. 
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Enxter two Gentlemen at feveral Doors. 


t Gen. aes away fo fafte 
: Gen. O, God fave 
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1 Gex. So area number more, 
2 Gen, But pray how paft it2 
Gen, [il tell youin a ari The great Duke 
He pleaded fill Norn is Accufations 
Ac pPiCaced itili Nor Puli lty, and alledged 
Many {harp Reafons to defeat the Lay, 
he King’s Attorney, on the contrary, 
Urg’d on the Examination Sy Proofs 5 Gon helene 
Of divers Witnefi Sy which the Duke defir’d 
To have broughr Ui Ua ce to his F'ace; 
At which appear'd a agai ntt hit, his Surveyor. 
Sir Gilbert Pe ckey his Ch lancellor, and Fohn Ca 
Confefflor to him, with that Devi 1] ii Monk, 
flopkins, that made this miichief, 
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He fpoke, and learnedly for Life ; but all 

Was cither pitied in him, or forgotten, 

> Gen. After all this, how did he bear himfelf? 

1 Gen. When he was brought again to th’ Bar, to hear 
His Knell rung out, his Judgment, he was ftirr’d 
With fuch an Agony, he {weat extreamly, 
And fomething {poke in choler, ilLand hafty ; 
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly, 
In all the reft, fhew’d a moft noble Patience. 

> Gen. I do not think he fears death. 

1 Gen. Sure he does not, 
He never was fo Womanifh, the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gen. Certainly, 
The Cardinal is the end of this. 

1 Gen. ’Tis likely, 

By all conjectures : Pirft Kildare’s Attainder, 
‘Then Deputy of /reland, who remov’d, 

Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hafte too, 
Left he fhould help his Father. 

2 Gen. That trick of State 
Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gen. At his return, 

No doubt he will requite it; this is noted 
And generally, who ever the King favours, 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for, 
And far enough from Court too. 
2 Gen. All the Commons 
Hate him pernicioufly, and O’ my Confcience, 
With him ten Fathom deep : This Duke as much 
They love and doat on, call him Bounteous Buckingham, 
The Mirror of all Courtefie. ? 


Enter Buckingham from his Arraignment. Tipftaves before 
him, the Axe with the edge towards him, Halberdson oath 
fide, accompanied with Sir Thomas Lovel, Sir Nicholas 
Vaux, Walter Sands, and common People, &c. 


1 Gex, Stay there, Sir, 
And fee the noble ruin’d Man you {peak of. 
2 Gea, Let’s ftand clofeand behold him. 
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King Henry VHI. — 1743 


Buck, All good People, 
You that ‘thus far have come to pity me. 
Hear what I fay, and then go home and lofe me, 
I have this day receiv’d a Traitor’s Judgment, 
And by that name muft die; yet Heav’n bear witnef;, 
And if Lhave a Confcience, let it fink me, 
Even as the Axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
To th’Law I bear no malice for my death, 
‘T has done upon the Premifes, bit Juftice : 
But thofe that fought it, I could with more Chriftians; 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive ’em ; 
Yet let ‘em lock they glory not in mifchief, 
Nor build their evils on the Graves of great Men; 
For then, my guiltlefs Blood muft cry againft "em. 
For further life in this World I ne’er hope, 
Nor will I fue, although the King have Mercies 
More than I dare make Faults. 
You few that lov’d me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble Frie-ds and Fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying, 
Go with me like good Angels to my end, 
And as the long divorce of Steel falls on me, 
Make of your Prayers one {weet Sacrifice, 
And lift my Soul to Heay’n. 
Lead on a God’s Name. 
Lov. I do befeech your Grace for Charity, 
If ever any malice in your Heart 
Were hid againft me, now to forgive me frankly. 
Buck. Sit Thomas Lovell, 1 as free forgive you 
As I would be forgiven: I forgive all, 
There cannot be thofe numberlefs Offences 
"Gainft me, that I cannot take Peace with: 
No black envy fhall make my Grave. 
Commend me to his Grace: 
And if he {peak of Buckingham, pray tell him, ; 
You met him half in Heav’n: My Vows and Prayers, 
Yet are the King’s; and ’till my Soul forfake me, 
Shall cry for Bleffings on him. May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his Years; 
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loving may his Rule be 


ad when ola time flail fF ad him to his end, 
Sa ana he f}] up one Monument. 

” Ley. To th’Water-fide [ mult conduct your 
Then give my Charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
W ho undertak es you fo your end. 

Vusex, Prepare there, 
The Duke is coming : See the Barge be ready, 
And fit it with fuch Furniture as fults 
The egreatnefs of his Perfon. 
Buck. Nay, Sir Nicholas, 

Tort it alone; my State now will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conftable, 
And Duke of Buckingham 5 now, poor Edward Bohun; 
Yet I am richer than my bafe Accufers, 

That never knew what Truth meant: I now {eal it; 
And with that Blood will make ‘em one Day groan fort. 
My noble Father, Henry of Buckingham, 

Who firft raistd head egainft Ufurping Richard, 
Flying for fuccour to his Servant Baniffers 

Being diftreft, was by. that wretch betray’d, 

And without Trial, fell; God’s peace be with him. 
Henry the Seventh fucceeding, truly pitying 

My Father's lofs, like a moft Royal Prince 

Reftor’d me to my Honours; and out of Ruins 
Made my Name once more Noble. Now his Son, 
Henry the Bighth, Life, Honour, Name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ftroke kas taken 

For ever from the World, I had my Trial, 

And muft needs fay, a Noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my wretched Father: 

Wer thus far are we one in Fortune, both 

Fell by cur Servants, by thofe Men we lov’d motft: 

A moft unnatural and faithlefs Service, 

Heav’a has an end in all; yet, you that hear me, 
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Grace, 


This from a dying Man receive as certain: 
Where you are liberal of your Loves and Counfels, 
se fure you be not loofe; for thofe you make Friends, 
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King Henry VIII. I7TAS 


Like Water from ye, never found again, 
But where they mean to fink ye; all good People 
Pray for me, I muft now forfake ye; the laft hour 
Of my long weary Life is come upon me: 
Farewel; and when you would fay fomething that is fad, 
Speak how I fell. 
I have done ; and God forgive me. 
{Exeant Buckingham and Train. 
1 Gen. O, this is full of pity ; Sir, it calls, 
[ fear, too many curfes on their Heads, 
That were the Authors. 
2 Gen. If the Duke be guiltlefs, 
Tis full of woe; yet I can give you inkling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall, 
Greater than this. 
1 Gen. Good Angels keep it from us : 
What may it be? you do not doubt my Faith, Sir? 
2 Gen. This Secret is fo weighty, “twill require 
A {trong faith to conceal it. 
I Gen, Let me have it; 
I do not talk much. 
2 Gen. Tam confident; 
You thall, Sir: Did you not of late Days hear 
A buzzing, of a Separation, 
Between the King and Karharine? 
I Gen. Yes, but it held not; 
For when the King once heard it, out of anger 
He fent command to the Lord Mayor ftraight 
Yo ftop the Rumour, and allay the Tongues 
That durft difperfe it. 
2 Gen, But that flander, Sir, 
Js a found truth now; for it grows again 
Frefher than e’er it was, and held for certain 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or fome about him near, have, out of malice 
To the good Queen, poffeft him with a {cruple 
That will undo her: Toconfirm this too, 
Cardinal Campeius 1s arriv’d, and lately, 
As all think, for this bufinefs. 
I Gen. "Tis the Cardinal; 
And meerly to revenge him on the Emperor, 
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For not beftowing on him, at his asking, 

The Arch-bifhoprick of Toledo, this-ts purpos’d, 
> Gen. 1 think 

Vou have hit the mark; but 1s’t not cruel, 

Thit the fhould feel the fmart of this 2 the Cardinal 

Will have his Will, and fhe mutt fall. 
1 Gen. ’Tis woful. 

S72 hre too Open hereto argue this: 

Let’s think in Private more. 


S°C:. EN. E sh 


Enter Lord CHamberlain, reading a Letter. 


[ Exeunt, 


Y Lord, the Horfes your Lordfhip fent for, with all 
the. care I had I faw well chofen, ridden, and fur 
nifb’d. “They were young and handfome, and of the beft Bret 
in the Worth. When they were veady to [et out for London, 
a Man of my Lord Cardinal's, by Commilfion and main Power 
took *em from me, with this reafon : His Mafter would be 
ferv’d before a Subjett, if not before the King, ‘whith ftopp’a 
our Mouths, Sirs 
I fear, he will indeed ; well, let him have thei ; he will 
have all, 1 think, 


Enter tothe Lord Chamberlain, the Dukes of Norfolk 
and Suffolk. 


Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain. 
Cham. Good day to both your Graces. 
Suf. How is the King employ’d? 
Cham. 1 left him private, 

Full of fad Thoughtsand Troubles. 
Nor. What’s the Caufe ? | 
Cham. It feems the Marriage with his Brother’s Wiles 

Has crept too near his Confcience. 

Suf. No, his Confciertce 

Has crept too near another Lady. 
Nor. > Vis {03 

This is the Cardinal’s doing; the King- Cardinal: 

That blind Prieft, like the eldeft Son of Forcune, 

Turns what he lift. The King will know him one Diy. 
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Suf. Pray God he do, 
He’ll never know himfelf elfe, 
Nor. How holily he works in all his Bufinels, 
And with what zeal ? For now he bas crackt the League 
Between us and the Emperor, the Queen’s great Nephew, 
He dives into the King’s Soul, and chere {catters 
Dangers, Doubts, wringing of the Confcience, 
Fears, and Defpair, and all thefe for his Marriage. 
And out of all thefe, to reftore the King, 
He counfels a Divorce, a lofs of her, 
That like a Jewel, has hung twenty Years 
About his Neck, yet never loft her Luftre; 
Of her that loves him with that excellence, 
That Angels love good Men with ; even of her, 
» That. when the greateft ftroke of Fortune falls, 
i Will blefs the King; and is not this courfe pious 2 
( _ Cham. Heav’n keep me from fuch Counfel; ’tis moft true; 
) Thefe News are every where, every Tongue {peaks’em, 
| And every true Heart weeps for’t, All that dare 
j Look into thefe Affairs, fee his main end, 
| The French King’s Sifter. Heav’n will one day open 
The King’s Eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
| This bold bad Man. 
Suf. And free us from his Slavery. 
_ Nor, We had need pray, 
"And heartily, for our deliverance ; 
Or this Imperious Man will work us all 
From Princes into Pages; all Mens Honours 
Lye like one lump before him, to be fafhion’d 
Into what pitch he pleafe. 
Swf. For me, my Lords, 
Tlove him not, nor fear him, there’s my Creed: 
As Iam made without him, fo I'll ftand, 
(If the King pleafe; his Curfes and his Bleflings 
ouch me alike; th’ are breath I not believe in. 
knew him, and I know him; fo I leave him 
© him that made him proud, the Pope. 
Nor. Let’s in; 
And with fome other Bufinefs, put the Kang 
From thefe fad Thoughts, that work too much upon him; 
‘My Lord, you ll bear us company 2 
P 2 Cham. 
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Cham. Excufe me, Hf 
The King has fent me other-where : Befidés * 
You'll find a moft unfit time to difturb him: " 
Health to your Lordfhips. | Exit Lord Chamberlain: Th 

Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. in 

The Scene draws, and difcovers the King fiting and reads 
ing penjively. " 

Suf. How fad he looks; fure he is much afflicted, a 

King, Who’s there ? Ha? ” 
Nor. Pray God, he be not angry. hy 
King. Who’sthere, [fay # how dare you thruft yourfelves 
into my private Meditations ¢ ' 
Who am I ? ha? nr 
Nor. A gracious King, that pardons al} Offences ty 
Malice ne’er meant : Our breach of Duty this way, ly 
Is Bufine!s of Eftate ; in which, we come ws 
To know your Royal Pleafure. le 
King. Ye are too bold: vt 
Go to; I'll make ye know your times of Bufinefs: sh 
Is this an hour for temporal Affairs ? ha? 8 

Enter Wolfey, and Campeius the Pope’s Legat, with aCommiffion 

Who’s there? my good Lord Cardinal ? O my Wolfeys . 

The quiet of my wounded Confcience; Ha 

Thou art a cure fit for the King ; you're welcome; : ' 

Molt learned reverend Sir, into our Kingdom, " 


Ufe us, and it ; my good Lord, have great care, . 
I be not found a Talker. 
Wol. Sir, you cannot: 
I would your Grace would give us but an hovr , 
Of private Conference. : 
King. Weare bufie; go. " 
Nor. This Prieft has no Pride in him 


Suf. Not to {peak of : Mu 
I would not be fo fick though, for his place - Ni 
But this cannot continue. uf 
Nor. If it do, I'll venture one heave at him. i 


Saf. 1 another. [ Exesnt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Wol, Your Grace has given a Precedent of Wifdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your feruple to the Voice of Chriftendom : 
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Who ¢an be angry now? what envy reach you? 
The Spaniard, ty'd by bleod and favour to her, 
Muft now confefs, if they have any goodnefs, 
The Trial juft and noble. All the Clerks, 
I mean the learned ones in Chriftian Kingdoms, 
Have their free Voice. Rome, the Nurfe of Judgmere, 
Invited by your Noble felf, hath fent 
One general Tongue unto us, this good Man, 
This juft and ‘learned Prieft, Cardinal Campeins, 
Whom once more I prefent unto your Highnefs. 
King. And once more in mine Arms I bid him welcome, 
And thank the holy Conclave for their Loves, 
They have fent me fuch a Man [I would have wifh’d for. 
Cam. Your Grace mult needs deferve all Serangers loves, 
You are fo Noble: To your Highnefs’s Hand 
I tender my Commiflion; by whofe virtue, 
The Court ef:Rome commanding, You, my Lord, 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me, their Servant, 
In the imp2ftial judging of this Bufinefs. 
King, Two equal Men: The Queen fhall be acquainted 
Ferthwith for what you come. Where’s Gardiner 2 
Wol. 1 know your Majefty has always lov’d her 
So dear in Heart, not to deny her thar, 
A Woman of lefs Place might ask by Law, 
Scholars allow’d, freely to argue for her. 
King. Ay, and the beft the fhall have ; and my favotr 
To him that does beft, God forbid elfe; Cardinal, 
Prithee call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 
I find him a fit Fellow. 
Enter Gardiner. 
Wol, Give me your Hand 5 much joy and favour to you; 
You are the King’s now. 
Gard. But to be commanded 
For ever by your Grace, whofe hand has rais’d me. 
King. Come hither, Gardiner. | Walks and whi/pers. 
Cam. My Lord of York, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this Man’s place before bim ? 
Wol. Yes, he was. 
Cam. Was he not held a learned Man 3 
Wol, Yes, furely. 
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Cam, Believe me, there’s an ill Opinion fpread then 
Even of your felf, Lord Cardinal. 

Wol. How 2 of me & 

Cam. They will not ftick to fay, you envy’d him; 
And fearing be would rife, he was fo virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign Man ftill, which fo griey’d him, 
That he ran Mad, and dy’d. 

Wol. Heav'n’s peace be with him ; 
That’s Chriftian care enough; for living murmurers, 
There’s places of rebuke. He was a Fool, 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good Fellow, 
1f I command him, follows my appointment 5 
I will have none fo near elfe. Learn this, Brother, 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner Perfons. 
King. Deliver this with modefty to th’Queen. 

| Exit Gardiner. 

The moft convenient place that I can think of, 
For fuch receit of Learning is Black-Fryars: 
There ye fhall meet about this weighty Bufinefs, 
My Wolfey, fee it furnith’d. O my Lord, 
Would it not grieve an able Man to leave 
So {weet a Bedfellow 2 But Conf{cience, Confcience——— 
O ‘tis a tender Place, and I muft leave her. [ Exeunts 


S GEN E° HI. 


Exter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 


Anne. Not for that neither---here’s the pang that pinches. 
His Highnefs having liv’d fo long with her, and fhe 
So good a Lady, that no Tongue could ever 
Pronounce difhonour of her; by my Life, 
She never knew harm-doing: Oh, now after 
So many courfes of the Sun enthron’d, 
Still growing in a Majefty and Pomp, the which 
To leave, a thoufand fold more bitter, than 
Tis fweet at firft tacquire. After this Procefs, 
To give her the Avaunt, It Is a pity 
Would move a Montter. 

Nd L, Hearts of moft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 
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Anne, ©’ God's Will, much. better 
She ne'er had known Pomp; though’t be temporal, 

Yet if that quarrel, Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, *tis a fufferance, panging 
As Soul and Body’s fevering, 

Old L. Alas, poor Lady, 

She’s Stranger now again. 

Anne, So much the more 
Muft pity drop upon her; verily 
I {wear ’tis better to be lowly born, 

And range with humble livers in. Content, 
Than to be pesk’d up in a glift’ring Grief, 
And wear a golden Sorrow. 

Old L. Our Content 
Is our beft having. 

Anne. By my troth and Maidenhead, 

I would not be a Queen. 

Ola L. Befhrew me, |! would, 

And venture Maidenhead fur’t, and fo would you 
For all this {pice of your Hypocrifie; 

You that have fo fair parts of Woman on you, 
Have, too, a Woman’s Heart, which ever yet 
Affe&ted Eminence, Wealth, Sovereignty : 
Which, 10 fay footh,areBleflings ; and which Gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the Capacity 

Of your foft Chiverel Confcience would receive, 
{f you might pleafe to ftretch it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth—— 

Old L. Yes, troth and treth; you would not be a Queen? 

Anne, No, not for all the Riches under Heav’n, 

Old L. ’Tis ftrange ; a three-pence bow’d now would hire 
Old as am, to Queen it; bur [pray you, _ (me, 
What think you of a Dutchels¢ have you Limbs 
To bear that load of Title ? 

Anne. No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made, pluck off a little, 

I would not be a young Count in your way, 

For more than blufhing comes to : If your Back 

Cannot vouchfafe this burthen, tis too weak 

Ever to get a Boy. 
P 4 LENE 
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Anne. How do you talk ! 

1 {wear again, 1 would not be a Queen 
For all the World. 

Old L. In faith for little England 
You'll venture an emballing: 1 my felf 
W ould for Carnarvanjhire, although there long’d 
No more to th’Crown but that. Lo, who comes here? 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good morrow, Ladies; what wer’t worth to know 
The fecret of your Conference ¢ 

Anne. My good Lord, 

No: your demand; it values not your asking 
Our Miftrefs Sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle Bufinefs, and becoming 
The ation of good Women, there is hope 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, Amen. 

Cham. You bear a gentle Mind, and heavenly Bleflings 
Follow fuch Creatures. That you may, fair Ladys 
Perceive I fpeak fincerely, and high Notes 
Ta’en of your many Virtues; the King’s Majefty 
Commends his good Opinion of you, to you ; and 
Does purpofe Honour to you no lefs flowing 
Than Marchionefs of Pembrook; to which Title 
A thoufand pound a year, Annual fupport, 

Out of his Grace, he adds. 

Anne. \ do not know 
What kind of Obedience, I fhould tender 3 
More ithan my All, is nothing: Nor my Prayers 
Are not Words duly hallowed, nor my Wifhes 
More worth than empty Vanities; yet Prayers and Wilhes 
Are all I can return. “Befeech your Lordthip, 
Vouchfafe to fpeak my Thanks, and my Obedience, 
As from a blufhing Handmaid to his Highnefs; 
Whofe Health and Royalty I pray for. 

Cham. Lady ; 

I fhall not fail tapprove the fair conceiz 

The King hath of you.: 1 have perus’d her well, 
‘Beauty and Honour in her are fo mingled, | 
That they have caught the King ; and who knows yets 
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To lighten all this fle? 1'l! to the King, 
And fay I {poke with you. [Exit Chamberlain. 
“inne. My honour’d Lord. 
Ol4L, Why this it is: See, fee, 
I have been begging fixteen Years in Court 
(Am yet a Courtier bepearly) nor could 
Come pat betwixt tao ear'y, and too late 
For any fuitof Pounds; and you, oh fate, 
A very freth Fifh here; fie, fie, fz upon 
This compell’d fortune, have your Mouth fill’d up, 
Before you open it. 
“inne. This is {trange to me, 
Ola L. How taftes it? Is it bitter 2 Forty Pence, no: 
There was an old Lady once (us an old Story) 
That would not be a Qnuéen, that would the nor, 
Por all the mud in Ezypt; have’you heard it 2 
“anne. Come, you are pleafint. 
Old L. With your Theme, I could $ 
O’er-mount the Lark; che Marchionefs of Pembrook? 
A thoufand pounds a year, fof Pure refpete 
No other Obligation? But my Life, 
That promifes more thoufands : Hononr’s train 
Is longer than his Fore-skiit; by this time 
I know your Back will bear a Dutchefs. Say, 
Are you not ftronger than you were ? 
Anne. Good Lady, 
Make your felf Mirth with your particular Fancy, 2 
And leave me out on’t. Would I had no being, 
If this falute my Blood a jot; it faints me 
To think what follows, 
The Queen is comfertlefs, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence; pray do not deliver, 
What here y’ave heard to her. 
Old L. What do you think me———L_ | Exeugnr, 
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Tj “umpe's, Sonnet, and Cornzets, Enter nvo Fergers, with fhor 
Silver Wands; next them two Scribes inthe habits of Doftors - 
<ifrer them, the Bifhop of Canterbury alone; after him, the 


Bi fhops of Lincoln, Ely, Roch¢fter,and St.Alaph ; zee thems, 


with 
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with fome {mall diftance, follows 4 Gentleman bearing the 
a Cardinal's Har; then two 


Purfe, with the great Seal, ana 
Priefts, bearing ach 4 Silver Cro[s; then 4 Gentleman-V [her 
hare-headed, accomp anied with a Serjeant at Arms, bearing 


a Mace, then two Gentlemen, bearing tue Silver Pillars; 
after them, fide by fide, she too Cardinals, t2ve Noblemen 
with the Sword and Mace. The King takes place under the 
Cloth of State, the two Cardinals fit under him as Fudges 
The Queen takes place [ome diftance from the King. The Bi- 
fhops place chemfelves on each fide the Court in mannt of 
Confiftory: Below thems the Scribes. Tbe Lords fit next the 
Bifbops. The reft of he Attendants fiand in convenient oratt 


about the Stage. ! 


Wol. Whilft our Commiflion from Kome is read, 


Let filence be commanded. 
King. What's the need ? 

It hath already publickly been read, 

And on all fides th’ Authority allow’d, 

You may then {pare that time. 
Wol. Bet fo, proceed. 
Scribe.. Says Henry King © 
Cryer. Henry King of England, &c. 
King. Heres 
Scribe. Say, Katherine Queen of Exgland, 

Come into the Court. 
Cryer. Katherine, Queen of England, &C. 

The Qucen makes no anfwer, rifes out of her Chair, goes avon! 
the Court, comes to the King, ana kneels at his Feet; then 
[peaks 3 

Sir, I defire you to do me Right and Juftice, 

And to beftow your Pity on me, for 

J am a molt poor Woman, and a Strangers 

Born. out of your Dominions 5 having here 

No Jucage indifferent, nor no more affurance 

Of equal Friendfhip and Proceeding. . Alas, Sirs 

In what have I offended you ¢ W hat caufe 

Hath my behaviour given to your difpleafure, 

That thus you fhould proceed to put me off, 

And take your good Grace from me% Heav'n witnelsy 

i hive been to you a true aid humble Wife, \ 


on 


f England, come into the Court, 
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At all times to your Will conformable: 

Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, 

Yea, fubyect to your Countenance; glad, or forry, 
As I faw itinclin’d? when was the hour 

I ever contradicted your Defire? 

Or made it not mine too? Or which of your Friends 
Have I not ftrove to Love, although I knew 

He were mine Enemy? What Friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv’d your Anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, gave notice 

He was from thence difcharg’d?2 Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your Wife, in this Obedience, 
Upward of twenty Years, and have been bleft 
With many Children by you. If in the courfe 
And procefs of this time you can report, 

And prove it too, againit mine Honour oughr, 
My bond of Wedlock, or my Love and. Duty 
Againft your Sacred Perfon; in God’s name 

Turn me away ;,and let foul’ft Contempt 

Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 

To the fharp’ft kind of Juftice. Pleafe you, Sir, 
The King, your Father, was reputed for 

A Prince moft prudent, and an excellent 


And unmatch’d Wit and Judgment. Ferdinand ie Bedi 


j 
My Father, King of Spain, was reckon’d one i 
The wifeft Prince, that there had reign’d, by many 
A year before, It is not to be queftion’d, 
That they had gather’d a wife Council to them 
Of every Realm, that did debate this Bufinefs, 
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Who deem’d ourMa riage lawfu},.Wherefore I humbly | 
Befeech you, Sir, to {pare me, ’til] I may be 
Be by my Friends in Spain advis’d; whofe Countfel We 
I wil! implore. If not, th’ name of God b ai 
You Pieafure be fulfill'd. ibe 

Wol, You have here, Lady, ei 
(And of your choice) thefe Reverend Fathers, Men 74 En 
Of fingular Integrity and Learning: RR 
Yea, the ele@ o’th? Land, who are aflembled Me 
To plead your Caufe. It thall be therefore boatlefs, ey ii 


That longer you defer the Co rt, as well 
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For your own quict, as to rei fie 

What is unfettled in the King. 
Gam. His Grace 

Hath fpoken well, and jultly; therefore, Madam, 

Ie’s fat this Royal Seflion do proceed, 

And that, without delay, their Arguments 

Be now produc’d, and heard. 

Queen. Lord Cardinal, to you I fpeak. 

Wol. Your pleafure, Madam. 

Queen. Sir, I am about to weeps but thinking that 
We ared Queen, or long have dream’d fo, certain 
The Daughter of a King, my drops of Tears 
ll turn to {parks of Fire. 

Wel. Be patient yet ——— 

Queen. Iwill, when you are humble, nay before, 
Or God will puvifh me. I do believes 
Induc'd by potent Circumftances, that 
You are mine Enemy, and make my Challenge. 
You fhall not be my Judge. For it is you 
ave blown this Coal, betwixt my Lord and me, 
Which God’s dew quench; therefore, I fay again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my Soul 
Refufe you for my Judge, whom yet once more 
T hold my moft malicious Foe, and think not 
At alla Friend to Truth. 

Wel. 1 do profefs 

You fpeak not hike your felf, who ever yet 
Have ftood to Charity, and difplay’d th’ effects 
Of Difpofition gentle, and of Wifdom 
O’er-topping Woman's power. 
I have no Spleen againft you, nor Injuftice 
For you, or any; how far I have proceeded, 
Or how fir further fhall, 1 warranted 

sya Commiffion from the Confiftory, 


Yea, the whole Confiftory of Rome. You charge mes 


Thar L have blown this Coal; I do deny tt, 
The King is prefent: if it be known to him, 
That I gainfay my Deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my Falfhood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my Truth. If he know 
"rioat I am free of your Report, he knows 


a 


Madam, you do me wiongs 
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I am not of your Wrong. Therefore in him 
It lyes to cure me, and the Cure is to 
Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before 
His Highnefs fhall {peak in, I do befeech 
You, gracicus Madam, to unthink your {peaking, 
And to fay no more, 
Queen, My Lord, my Lord, 
I ama fimple Woman, much too weak 
T’ oppofe your Cunning. Y’are meek, and humble mouth’d, 
You fign your Place and Calling, in full feeming, 
With Mecknefs and Humility; but your Heart 
Iscramm’d with Arrogance, Spleen and Pride, 
You have by Fortune and his Flighnefs Favours, 
Gone {lightly o'er low Steps, and now are mounted 
Where Powers are your Retainers,and your Words, 
Domefticks to you, ferve your Will, as’t pleafe 
You felf pronounce their Office, I muft tell you, 
You tender more your Perfon’s Honour, than 
Your high Profettion Spiritual, That again 
Ido r:fufe you for my Judge, and here 
Before you all, Appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole Caufe ’fore his Holine‘s, 
And to be jude’d by him. 
She curtfies ro the King, aud offers to depart. 
Cam, The Queen is obftinate, 
Stubborn to Juftice, apt to accufe it, and 
Difdainful to be try'd by’t; tis not well. 
She’s going away. 
Kgng. Call her again, 
Cryer, Katherine, Queen of England, come into the Court. 
Ufber. Madam, you are call’d back. 
Queen. What need you note it? pray you keep your way, 
hea you are call’d, return, Now the Lord help, 
They vex me paft my patience pray you pafs on; 
I will not tarry; nO, nor ever more 
Upon this bufinefs my appearance make 
In any of their Courts. 





| Exennt Queen, and her Attendants, 
King, Go thy ways, Kare, 


That Man ith’ Worid, who thall report he has 
A better Wife, let him in nought be trufted, 
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For {peaking falfe in thot; thou ert alone, 
If thy rare Qualities, {weet Gentlenefs, 
Thy Meeknefs Saint-like, W ife-like Government, 
Obeying in commanding, and thy Pants 
Sovereign and Pious, could fpeak thee.out, 

The Queen of earthly Queens: She's Noble born; 
And like her true Nobility, fhe has 

Carried her felf towards me, 

Wol. Mott gracious Sir, 

14 humbleft manner I require your Highnefs 

That it fhall pleafe you to declare in hearing 

Of all thefe Ears (for where I am robb’d and bound, 
There muft I be unloos’d, although not there 

At once, and fully fatisfy’d) whether ever 1 

Did broach this Bufinefs to your Highnefs, or 

Laid any {cruple in your way, which might 

Induce you to the queftion on’t; or ever 

Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch 

A Royal Lady, fpake one, the leaft word that might 
Be the prejudice of her prefent State, 

Or touch of her good Perfon? 

King. My Lord Cardinal, 

I do excufe you; yea, upon mine Honour, 

I free you from’t: You are.not to be taught, 

That you have many Enemies, that know not 
Why they are fo, :but like the Village Curs, 

Bark when their fellows do. By fome of thefe 
The Queen is put in anger; y are excus’d: 

But will you be more juftify’d? You ever 

Having with’d the fleeping of this Bufinefs, never defir'd 
It to be ftirr’d; but oft have hindred, oft, 

The Paflages made towards 1t; on my Honour, 

I {peak my good Lord Cardinal to this point; 

And thus far clear him. 

Now, what mov’d me to’t, 

I will be bold with time and your attention: 

‘Then mark th’ inducement. Thusit came; give heed tot: 
My Confcience firft receiv’d a tendernels, 

Scruple, and prick, on certain Speeches utter’d 

By the Bifhop of Bayon, then French Ambaflador, 
Who had been hither fent on the debating 
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And 
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And Marriage *twixt the Duke of Orleans, and 
Our Daughter 4Zary: [’th’ Progrefs of this bufinefs, 
E’er a determinate refolution, he, 
{ mean the Bifhop, did require a refpite, 
Wherein he might the King his Lord advertife, 
Whether our Daughter were Legitimate, 
Refpe@ing this our Marriage with the Dowager, 
Sometime our Brother’s Wife. This refpite fhook 
The bofom of my Confcience, enter’d me, 
Yea, with a fplitting Power, and made to tremble 
The region of my Breaft, which forc’d fuch way, 
That many maz’d Confiderings did throng 
And preft in with this Caution. Firft, methoughe 
I ftood not in the {mile of Heav’n, who had 
Commanded Nature, that my Lady’s Womb, 
If it conceiv’d a Male-child by. me, fhould 
Do no more Offices of Life to’t,. than 
The Grave does to th’Dead; for her Male-Iffue, 
Or died where they were made, or fhortly after 
This World had air’'d them. Hence | took a thought, 
This was a Judgment on me, that my Kingdom, 
Well worthy the beft Heir o’th? Werld, fhould not 
Be gladin’t by me. Then follows, that 
I weigh’d the Danger which my Realms ftoed in 
By this my [flues fail, and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throw; thus hulling in 
- The wild Sea of my:Confcience, I did fteer 
Towards this Remedy, whereupon we are 
Now prefent here together; that’s to fay, 
I meant to rectifie my Confcience, which 
Ithen did feel full fick, and yet not well, 
By all the Reverend Fathers of the Land, 
And Dectors learned. Firft, 1 began in private, 
With you, my Lord of Lincoln; you remember 
How under my Oppreffion I did reel, 
When I fi:  mov’d you. 

Lin, Very well, my Liege. 

King. I have fpoke long, be pleas'd your felf to fay 
How far you fatisfy’d me. 

Lint. So p'eafe your Highnefs, 
The Queft.on did at firft fo Ragger me, 
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Bearing a ftate of mighty moment in't, 
And confequence of dread; that I committed 
The daring’ft Councel which I had to doubt, 
And did intreat your Highnefs to this Courie, 
Which you are running here. 

King. 1 then mov’d you, 
My Lord of Canterbury, and got your leave 
To make this prefent Summons unfollicited. 
I left ro reverend Perfon in this Court; 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Under your Hands and Seals; therefore go on, 
For no diflike rth’ World againft the Perfon 
Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny Points : 
Of my alledged Reafons, drives this forward: 
Prove but our Marriage lawful, by my Life 
And kingly Dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal State to come, with her 
(Katharineour Queen) before the primeft Creature 
That’s Paragon’d o’th’ World. ! 

Cam. So pleafe your Highnefs, i 
The Queen being abfent, ’tis a needful fitnefs, 


Viltee 





vit 
That we Adjourn this Court to a further day; 01 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion tht 
Made to the Queen, to call back her Appeal ton 
She intends unto his Holinefs. ey 
King. 1 may perceive t 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me: I abhor 

This dilatory Sloth, and Tricks of Rome. A 
My learned and well-beloved Servant Cranmer, du 
Prithee return; with thy approach, I know, it 
My comfort comes along: break up the Court: 5 ik 
I fay, fet on. | Exeant, in manner as they enter as 
“Dy 

Ne 

ACT Ill. SCENEL R 

Enter Queen and her Women, as at Work, ! 

ada & AKE thy Lute, Wench, ni 
My Soul grows fad with Troubks, i 

Sing, and difperfe em if thou caz’ft; leave working. My 
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Rpheus, with his Lute, made Trees, 
And the Mountain tops, that freeze, 

Bow themfélves when he did fing. 

To his Mufick, Plants and Flowers 

Ever {pring, as Sun and- Showers 

There had made a lafting Spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 

Even the Billows of the Sea, 

flung their Heads, and then lay by. 

tn {weet Mufick is [uch Art, 

Killing Care, and Grief of Heart, 

Fall afleep, or hearing dye. 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Oueen. How now 2 
Gent. And’t pleafe your Grace, the two great Cardinals 
Wait in the Prefence. 
Queen. Would they {peak with me ? ees 
Gent. They will’d me fay fo, Madam. Bp tht 4 
Queen, Pray their Graces ithe 
To come near 3 what can be theit Bufinefs 
With me, a poor weak Woman, fall’n from. Favour 2 
Ido not Itke their coming. Now I think on’t, 
They fhould be good Men, their Affairs are Righteous; 
But, 4/1 Hoods make not Monks. 
Enter the Cardinals Wolfey and Campeius. 
Wol, Peace to your Highnefs. 
Queen. Your Graces find me here part of a Houfe-wife, 
(I would be all) againft the worft may happen: ! 
hat are your Pleafures with me, Reverend Lords? . 
| Wal. May itpleafe you, Noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private Chamber ; we {hall give you i 
"The full-caufe of our coming. . 
Queen. Speak it here. 
There’s nothing [ have done yet, o’my Confcience} 
Deferves a Corner ; would all other Women 
Could fp-ak this with as free a Soul, as I do: 
My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my Actions Pt) 3 
Vout. IV. Q Were it at Ue 
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1962 The LIFE of 
Were try'd by every Tongue, every Eye faw *em, 
Envy and bafe Opinion ft againtt em, 
I know my Life fo even. VF your Bulineis 
Seck me out, and that way lam Wife in| 
Out withit boldly : Truth loves epen Dealing, 
We. Tanta eft erga te mentis integritas, Regina Sereniffima,e- 
Oxuecn. Good My Lord, ne Latiz 5 
T am vot fuch a Truent fince my coming, 
As not to know the Language I have liv’d Ins ie 
A ftrange Tongue makes my cauie more ftrange; fufpicious: 
Pray fpeak in Engli[b; here are fome will thank you, 
If you fpeak truth, for their poor Miftrefs fakes 
Believe me fhe has had much wrong. Lord Cardinal, 


<) 
; 


The willing’ Sin I ever yet committed, 
May be abfolv’d in Englifh. 

Wol. Noble Lady, 
Tam forry my Integrity fhould breed 
(Ard Service to his Majefty and you) 
So deep Sufpicion, where all Faith was meant 
We come not by the way of Acculation, 
To taint that Honour every good Tongue blefies ; 
Nor to betray you any way tc Sorrow, 
You have too-much, good Lady: But to know 
How you ftand minded in the weighty Difference 
Between the King and you, ard to deliver, 
Like free and honeft Men, our juft Opinions, 
And comforts to your Caufe. 

Cam. Moft honoured: Madam, 
My Lord af York, out of his noble. Nature, 
Zeal and Obedience, he ftall bore your Grace, 
Forgetting, like a good Man, your late Cenfure 
Both of his Truth and him, (which was too far) 
Offers, as I do, in a fign of Peace, 
His Service and his Counicl. 

Oueen. To betray me. | 
My Lords, I.thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye {peak like honeft Men, pray God ye prove fo, 
But how to make ye fuddenly an Anfwer 
In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine Honour, 
(More near my Life, I fear) with my weak Wit, 
And to fuch Men of Giayity and Learaing 5 


| = 


tne 


King Henry VIII. 1763 
In truth I know not. I was {@t at work 
Among my Maids, full little, Gad knows, looking 
Fither for fuch Men, -or fuch Bufinefs; 
For her fake that. dchave been; for I feel 
. The laft ft of my Greatticfs, goad your Graces, 
* Let me have Time and Council for my Caufe : 
Alas, I am a Woman friendle(s, hopelefs, 
Wel, Madam, 
,, You wrong thé King’s Love with thofe Fears, 
Your Hopés and Friends are infinite, 
Qucen. In England, 
‘But litt'e for my profit. : Gan you think, Lord, 
AM) That any Exglifh Man dare give me Counflel 2 
Or be a knowa Friend: ’gainft his Highnefs pleafure, 
Though he be grown fo defperate to be honeft, 
And live a SubjeQ2 Nay forfooth, my Friénds, 
They that muft weigh out my AffliGions, 
They that my truft muft grow to, live not here, 
) They ar¢, as ‘all my other Comforts, far hence 
In mine own Country, Lords. 
Cam, 1 would your Gtace 
Would leave your Grief, and take my Counfel. 
¥ | xen. How, Sir? 
it — Cam. Put your main Caufe into the King’s ProteQion, 
He's loving and‘moft gracious. *Twillibe much 
Both for your Hoflotir better, and your Caufe; 
For if the Trial of the Law o’er-take yes 
You'll part away difgrac’d; 
Wol, He tells you rightly. 
_ | Queen. Ye tell me what ye with for both, my Ruin: 
1 IS this your Chriftian Counfel 2 Out ipon ye, 
| Heav’n is above al] yet ; there fits a Judge, 
Phat no King can corrupt. 
Cam, Your Rage miftakes us, | 
Queen. The more fhame for ye; holy Men! thought ye, 
‘i, Upon my Soul; two reverend Cardinal Virtues; 
», But Cardinal Sins, and hollow Hearts, Lfear ye: 
Mend ’em for fhame, my Lords : Is this your comfort2 
i Phe Cotdial that yé bring a wretched Lacy ? 
, & Waman loft among ye, faugh’d at, fcorn’d ? 
Wall not With ye half my Miferies, 
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r7Oh What fh 
TI have more Charity. But fay I warnd ye 5 am the 
Take heed, for Heav'ns Oke take heed, left at once soo 
The burthen of my Sorrows fall upon ye. 
Vol. Madam, this is a meer Diftraction, * pwr 
You turn the Good we offer into Envye b bien 
() “een. Ye curn me nto nothing. Wo upon y°s int nc 
And all fuch falfe Profeflors. Would you have me hy once 
(if you have any Jultice, any Pity. [hang f 
If ye be any thing, out Churchmens Habits) Ml, If 
Put my fick Canfe into his Hands that hates me¢ ald bu 
Alas, h’as banith’d me his Bed already, | Fe 
Fis Love too, long ago. Iam old, my Lords, ba wi. 
And all the Fellowfhip I hold now with him My 
Is only by Obedience. What can happen ee to 
To me, above this wretchednefs ? All your Studies good 
M.ke mea Curfe, like this. $8 y0U 
Cam. Your fears are worle.——— iv fo 


ve I liv’d thus long (let me fpeak my felf, hk Hea 


Queen. Ha 
fnds no Friends) 2 Wife, a true ones nich 


Since Virtue 





A Woman (I dare fay without Vain-glory) ly Gv 
Never yet branded with Sufpicion ? now y 
Have I, with all my full Affections oul 
Still met the King? lov’d him next Heav’n, obey’d him, 
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him? fia 
Aimoft forgot my Prayers to content him ? Wt wr 
And am I thus rewarded 2 tis not well, Lords. hh th 
Bring me a conftant Woman to her Husband, I yours 
One that ne'er dream’d a Joy, beyond his pleafure? th do 
And to that Woman, when fhe has done molt, nae 
Vet will J add an Honour ; 2 great Patience. tuft 
Wol. Madam, you wander from the good il 
We aim ate Once 
Cueen, Mv Lord, Hd Dre 

1 dare not make my felf fo enilty. thy 
To give up willingly that noble Title nn 
Your Matter wed me to : Nething but Death Vm 
Shall eer divorce my Dignities. "Y de 
Wol. Pray, heat me thy 
Queen. Would I had never trod this Englifh Earthy Nik 
Or; fele the Platteries that grow upon it : oy 


{Ss 


Ye have Angels Faces, but Heav n knows your ELeat 
Whi 
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King Henry VII. \ 9765 


What fhall become of me now ! wretched Lady ! 
am the.moft unhappy Woman living. 
Alas, poor Wenches, where are now your Fortunes ? 


i) 


> 


[To her Women, 
Ship-wrack’d upon a Kingdom, where no Pity, 
No Friends, no Hope, no Kindred weep for me 2 
Almoft no Grave ailow’d me ? like the Lill 
» ‘That once was Miftrefs of the Field, and flourith’d, 
Vl hang my Head, and periih. 
Wol. \f your Grace 
* Could but be brought to know our Ends are honeft, 
You’i! feel more comfort. Why fhould we, good Lady, 
h Upon what caule wrong you ? Alas, our Places, 
The way of our Profeffion is againft it ; 
We are to cure {uch Sorrows, not to fow ’em. 
i’ For goodnefs fake confider what you do, 
How you may hurt your felf, ay, utterly 
Grow from the King’s Acquaintance, by this Carriage. 
is) The Hearts of Princes kifs Obedience, 
w¢ So much they Jove it : But to flubborn Spirits, 
They {well and grow as terrible as Storms, 
I know you havea gentle, noble Temper, 
A Soul as even as a Calm; pray think us, 
Thofe we profefs, Peace-makers, Friends and Servants. 
Cam. Madam, you'll find it fo: 
You wrong your Virtues 
;, (With thefe weak Womens fears. A Noble Spirit, 
| As yours was, put into you ever cafts 
ye Sach doubts as falfe Coin from it. The King loves you, 
, Beware you lofe it not ; for us (if you pleafe 
To truft us in your Bufinefs) we are ready 
To ufe our urmoft Studies in your Service. 
Queen, Do what you will, my Lords; 
And pray forgive me, 
If I hive us’d my felf unmannerly ; 
You know I am a Woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemly anfwer to fuch Perfons, 
Pray do my Service ro his Majefty. 
He has my Heart yet; and fhall have my Prayers 
+4 While I thall have my Life... Come, Reverend Fathers, 
© Beftow your Counfels on ma. She now begs 
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t when fhe fet footing here, 
sought her Dig nities fe dear. 
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Enter the Du be 0, 


and Lord Chamberlain, 


If you will now unite in your Complaints, 


Nor. l 
And force them with a Conftancy, the Cardinal 


Cannot ftand under Neth If you omit 
The offer of this time, cannot promife, 
But that you fhall fuftatn more new Difgraces, 
With chefe you bea reas? 
Sur. Lam j joyn 1 
To meet the > leat Occal 
h 


o | 


nat may ive me 
law the Duke, 


Remembrance of my Father- ~In- 
To be reveng’d on ro 

Suf. Whic h of the Pee 
Have uncont nape gone | yt m, or at leaft 
at y neglected? Whe n did he regard 
The ftamp of Ne seat in 3 any Perfon 
Oovt of him {elf 2 

Cham. My Lords, you {peak your Plea fures: 
W hat Be defer ves of you 2 and me, I know: 
What we can do him (hough row the time 
Gives way to us) [ mitch fear: If you cangae 
Rar his accefs to th °K ng, never attemp 


Any thing on him; for he hath a Hace “aft 


ver the Kine i in’s Tt ongue. 

Nor. O fear him nots 
His Spell in chat is out; the King hath found 
Matter againft him that = eyer mars 
The Hon yy of his Language. No 
Not to come off, in his hig! 4h Di 

Sur. Sir, 
I fhould be glad to hear fuch News as this 
Once every hour. 

Believe it, this is trues 

In the Divorce, his contrary Proceedings 


Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears; 


of Norfolk, Dake of Se ilie Lora Surrey, | Hf 
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King Henry VIII. 


As ft would with mine Enemy. 
Sar. How came 
His PraGtices to hicht ? 
Suf. Mott ftrangely. 
Sur. O how 2 bow 2 
Suf, The Cardinal’s Letters to the Pope mifearried, 
And came to th’Bye o’th’King, wherein was read, 
How that the Cardinal! dic intreat his Holinefs 
To ftay the patience nt oth’ Divorce; for if 
It did take place, I 0 quoth: he; perceive 
My King is tangle din Aff Hin to 
A Creature of the Queen’s, Lady dane Bullen, 
Sur. Ha’s the King this ¢ 
Saf. Believe it. 
Sur. Will this work? 
Cham. The King in this perceives: him, how he coatts 
And hedges his own way. But in this Point, 
All his tricks foun ider, and he brings his Phyfick 
After his Patient’s death ; the King already 
Hath married the fiir Lady. 
Sur. Would he had. 
Sf. May you be happy in your wifh, my Lord, 
For | profefs you have it. 
Sur. Now all my joy 
Trace the Conjunction. 
Suf. My Amen tot. 
Nor, All Mens. 
Suf. There’s order given for, her Coronation: 
Marry this is but young, and’ may be left 
To fome Ears unrecounted. But, my Lords, 
She is a gallant Creature, and compleat 
In Mind and Feature, I perfuade me from her 
Will fall fome Bleffing to this, Land, which fhalJ 
In it be memoriz’d. 
Sur. But will the King 
Digeft this Letter of thie” Cardinal's? 
The Lord forbid. 
Nor. Marry, Ameo. 
Saf. No, no: 
There be moe Wafps that buz about his Nofe, 
Will make this fting the fooners . Cardinal Campeins 
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. The LIFE of 


Is ftoln away to Rome, hath ta’en no leaves 
Hath left the Caufe to th’King unhandled, and 
Is pofted as the Agent of our Cardinal, 
To {econd all his Plot. I do affure you, 
The King cry d Hla - at this. 
Gham. Now God incenfe him; 
And let him cry Ha, louder. 
Nor. But, my Lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 

Suf. He is return’d with his Opinions, which 
Have fatisfy’a the King for his Divorce, 
Gather’d from ail the famous Colleges 
Almott in itendoin; fhortly, I believe, 
His fecond Marriage fhall be publifh’d, and 
Her Coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be cali’d Queen, but Princefs Dowager, 
A Widow to Pr.nce Ariber. 

Nor. This fame Crinmer’s 
A worthy Fellow, yath  ta’en much pain 
In the King’s Bufiriefs. 

Swf. He has, and we fhall fee him, 

For it, an Archbifhop. 
Nor. So I hear. 
Saf. °Tis fo. 
Enter Wolfey and Cromwel. 

The Cardinal. 

Nor. Obferve, obferve, he’s moody. 

Wol. The Packet, Cromyel, 
Gav’t you the King? 

Grom. To his own Hand, in’s Bed-chamber. 

Wol. Lock’d he o’th’ infide of the Paper? 

Crom. Prefently, 
He did unfeal them, and the firft he view’d, 
He did it with a ferious Mind; a heed 
Was in his Countenance.. You he bad 
Attend him here this Morning. 

Wol, Is he ready to come Abroad? 

Crom. I think by this he is. 

Wol. Leave me a while. 
It fhall be tothe Dutchefs of Alen/fox, 
The French’ King’s Sifter ; he fhall marry her. 





[ Exit Cromwel. 




















































King Henry VIIl. & 769 


Anne Bullen \-n- No, V1 no Anne Bullens for him,——— 
There’s more in’t than fair Vifage Bullen! 
No, we'll no Bullens Speedily I “with 
To hear from Rome the Marchionefs of Pembrookl ——~ 
Nor. He’s difcontented. 
Suf, May be he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord for thy Jutftice, 
Wal. | Afide.| The late Queen’s Gentlewoman! 
A Knight’s Davghter ! | 
To be her Miftrefs’s Miftrefs! the Queen’s Queen! 
This Candle burns not clear, ’tis I muft {nuff it, 
Then out it goes——What though I know her virtuous } 
And well-deferving ? yet I know her for 
A {pleeny Lutheran, and not wholfom to 
Our Caufe! that fhe fhould lye i’ch’ Bofom of 
Our hard-rul’d King! Again, there is {prung up 
An Heretick, an arch one; Cranmer, one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the King, 
And is his Oracle. 
Norf. He’s vex'd at fomething, 
Enter King, reading of a Schedule. 
Sar. | would ’twere fomething that would fret the {tring 
The Mafter-cord on’s Heart. 
Saf. The King, the King, 
King. What piles of Wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own Portion! and what expence by th’ hour 
Seems to flow from him} how i’th’name of Thrift 
Does he rake this together! Now, my Lords, 
Saw you the Cardinal? 
Nor. My Lord, we have 
Stood here obferving him, Some ftrange Commotion 
Is in his Brain; he bites his Lips and ftarts, 
Stops on a fudden, looks upon the Ground, 
Then lays his Finger on his Temple; ftraight 
Springs out into faft Gate, then ftops again, 
Strikes his Breaft hard, and then anon, he cafts 
t His Eye againft the Mcon, in molt ftrange Poftures 
u We have feen him fet himfelf, 
King. It may well be, : 
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There is a Mutiny ins mind. This Morn ing, 
Papers of State he act me to pe rufe x and 
As il requir ds and wot you what I fe 

There, on ny Con f{cience put ub wircinglys 
Fo;footh an inventorys thus importing 

The feveral parcels of his Plate, his T reafure, 


yrnam nes of Houfhel dy which 
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Rich Stuffs ana : 
E God at fuch a prot id Rate, that it out~pe aks 
Pc ) ; of ft Si ubyec 
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S Paper in the Packet, 
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King. if weaid 
His Cont gid tiors were a ; 
And fix’d’ on fpiritwal ODyect i 
Dwell in his Miufings, but I sm -afiaeG 
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Fis fertous canfidering. 
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He takes his Seat, 2wlt{pers Lovel, waa oes ‘a 
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Wel. Fleaven forgive: me—— 
iver G d olels your 
King . Good my L eae 
Vou are full of heavenly Stuff and bear the Inventory 
Of your be ft Graces, 2 tel our Mind’; the whch 
You were now ru ning oO "es you have fearce time 
fo {teal from fpirie al leifure, -a brief {pan 
To keep your earthly Audit, furem that 
I deem you an ill Flusband, and‘ am glad 


To have you therein my © ompanion. 
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To ‘hint k upon the part of Bufinef:, shich 
peat Och’ State; and Nature does req lire 
Yer times of Prefervation, which perforce 
Ther frail Son, amongft my Bretareo mortal, 
Muft give my tendance to. 


King, You have faid well. 
Wl. And ever may your Highnefs yoke together, 


s I will lend you caufe, my d oing well, 
W uth my well laying. 
King. > Tis well hid agains 
~~ 
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King Henry VIET. Ss 771 
And ’tis a kind of good Deed to fay well, 
And yet Words are n0.Deeds. My Eather lov’d you, 
He faid he did, and with this Deed did crown 
His Werd. upen you. . Since I had my. Ofhce 
I have kept you: next my. Heart, have not alone 
Imploy’d you where high Profits might come home, 
But par’d my prefent Havings, to beltow 
My Bounties upon you. 


Vol, What fhould this mean? | Afide. 
Sur. The Lord increafe this Bufinefs. | Afide. 


King. Havel not made you 
The prime Man of the State? [ pray you tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true 
And if you may confefs in, fay withal 
If you are to bound to us, or no. What fay you? 
Wal, My Sovereign, I confefs your Royal Graces 
Shown'd on me. daily, have been more than could 
My ftudied p: arpofes require, which went 
Beyond all Man’s endeavours. My endeavours, 
Have ever come too. fhort of my, defires, 
Yet fili’d with my.Abilities: Mine own Ends 
Have been fo,, that evermore they. pomted 
To th’ good ‘Of your, molt Sacred Perfon, and 
The profit of the State: For your great Graces 
Heap'd upon, me, poor Undeferver, I 
Can nothing render. but. Allegiant, Thanks, 
My Prayers to, Heav’n, for you; my Loyalty, 
Which ever has,. and ever: fhall. be, growing, 
Till Death, that. Wantrery. kill its 
King. Fairly anfwer'd: 
A Loyal and: Obedient Subje@ is 
Therein illuftrated, the. Honour of it 
Does pay the A& of 18, as,1’ch” contrary 
The foulnefs is tne Punifhment...J prefume, 
That as my Han ch has open’d: Bounty. to you, 
My Heart dropp’d Loves my, Pow’: rain’d Honour, more 
On you, than any; fo.your Hand. and Heart, 
Your Brain, andyevery, FunGion of your Power, 
Should, notwithf{tanding that your bond of Duty; 
As ’twere in Love’s particular, be more 


Tome, your Friend, than apy. 
Wol, 
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Wal. 1 do profefs, 
That for your Highnefs good, I ever labour’a 


More than mine own; That am I, have been, and will be: 


Though all the World fhould crack their duty to you, 

And throw it from their Soul ; though perils did 

Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and 

Appear in forms more herrid; yet, my Duty, 

As doth a Rock againft the chiding Flood, 

Should the approach of this wild River break, 

And ftand unfhaken yours. 

King. 'Tis noble {poken; 

Take notice Lords, he has a loyal Breaft, 

For you have feen him open’t. Read o’er this, 

And after this, and then to Breakfaft with 

W hat appetite you may. 

[ Exis King, frowning upon Carainal Wolfey, the Nobles 
throng after him whifpering and [miling. 

Wol. SNinat fhould this mean ? 

What fudden Anger’stiiis ? How have I reap’d it? 

He parted frowning from me, as if Ruin 

Leap’d from his Eyes. So looks the chafed Lion 

Upon the daring Huntfman that has gall’d him, 

Then makes him nothing. I muft read this Paper : 

I fear, the Story of his Anger-——’Tis fo 

‘Fhis Paper has undone me———’ Tis th’ Account 

fall that World of Wealth I havedrawh together 

For mine own ends, indeed to gain the Popedom, 

Acd fee my Friends in Rome. O Negligence! 

Fit for a Fool to fall by: What crofs Devil 

Made me put this main Secret in the Packet 

¥ fent the King? Is there no way to cure this? 

No rew device to beat this from his Brains? 

} kocw ’ewill ftir him ftrongly; yet I know 

A way, if it take right, in fpight of Fortune 

Will bring me off again, What’s this To the Pope? 

The Letter, as I live, with all the Bufinefs , 

} writ to's Holinefs. Nay, then farewel ; 

¥ have touch’d the higheft point of all my Greatnefs, 

And fiom tha full Meridian of my Glory, 

{ hafte now to my Setting. I fhall fal 
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King Henry VIII. ey 1773 


Like a bright Exbalation in the Evening, 
And no Man fee me more. 
Enterto Wolfey, the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, the Earl 
of Surrey, and the Lerd Chamberlain. 
Wor, Hear the King’s pleafure, Cardinal, 
Who commands you 
To render up the great Seal prefently 
Into our hands, and to confine your felf 
To Afber-houfe, my Lord of Winchefter’s, 
‘Till you hear further from his Highnefs, 
Wol. Stay : 
Where’s your Commiffion, Lords? words cannot carry 
Authority fo mighty. 
Swf. Who dare crofs ’em, 
Bearing the King’s Will from his Mouth exprefly ? 
Wol. ’Tilil find more than will, or words to do it, 
I mean your Malice, know, Officious Lords, 
I dare, and muft deny it. Now I feel 
Of what courfe Metal ye are molded 
Flow eagerly ye follow my Difgrace 
As if it fed ye, and how fleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my Ruin? 
Follow your envious Courfes, Men of Malices 
You have a Chriftian warrant for ‘em, and no doubr 
In time will-find their fit Rewards. That Seal 
You ask with fuch a'Violence, the King, 
Mine, and your Mafter, with his own hand gave me? 
Bad me erjoy ir, with the Place, and Honours 
During my life; and to confirm his goodnefs, 
Ty‘d it by Letters Patents. Now, who'll take it? 
Sar. The King that gave it. 
Wol, It mult be himfelf then. 
Sur. Thou art a proud Traitor, Prieft. 
Wol, Proud Lord, thou lyeft: 
Within thefe forty hours, Surrey durft better 
Fave burnt that Tongue, than faid fo. 
Sur. Thy Ambition, 
Thou fearlet Sinner, robb’d this bewailing Land 
Of noble Buckingham, my Father-in-Law: 
The Heads of all thy Brother Cardinals, 
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ay yY4 
With thee, and all thy beft parts bound topetheér, 
Weigh’d not a Hair of his. ~ Plague of your Policy, 
You {ent meé Deputy for Trélands 
Far from his fuccour 5 fom the King, from ail 
That might have mercy OD the fault, thou pav it him? 
Whil'ft your oreat Goodnefs, out of holy Pity, 
Abfolv’d him with an Axe. 
Wol. This, and all elte 
This talking Lord can lay upon my Credit, 
T anfwer, is moft falfe, The Duke by Law 
Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From acy private malice in his end, 
His noble Jury, and foul Caufe can witnefs. 
If Llov’d many words, Lord, I fhrould tell you, 
You have as little Honefty, as Honour, 
Thatia the way of Loyalty, and Truth 
Toward the Kings my ever Royal Matter, 
Dare mate a founder Man than Swrrey.can OCs 
And all that love his Follies. 
Sur. By my Soul, 
Your long Coat, Prieft; protects yous 
‘Thou fhould’ft feel 
My Sword rch’ Life. Blood of thee elfe. My Lores, 
Can ye endure to hear this Arrogance ¢ 
Abd from this Fellow? If we live thus ramely, 
To be thus Jaded by a piece of Scarlet, 
Farewel Nobility; let his Grace go forward, 
And dare us with his Cap, like Larks. 
Wol. All Goodnefs 
{s poilon to thy Stomach. 
Sur. Yes, that Goodnefs 
OF gleaning all the Lands-wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, Card’aal, by Extortion: 
The goodnefs of your intercepted Packets 
You writ to the Pope, againft the King; your goodnels, 
Since you provoke me, fhall be moft notorious 
My Lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 
As you refpe@ the common Good, the State 
Of our defpis’d Nobiliry, ovr Iflues, 
Who, if he live, wall fearee be Gentlemen, 
Produce the grand fum of his Sins, the Articles 


(> 


Collected 


King Henry VIl. 55 


Collected from his Life. Ill ftartle you 
ii, + Worfe than the facring Bell, when the brown Wench 
Lay kiffing in your Arms, Lord Cardinal. 


| Wol. KHow much methinks I could defpife this Man, 

Ati ‘But that I am bound in Charity againft ir. 

" Nor. Thofe Articles, my Lord, are in the King’s Hand: 
( 


But thus much, they are foul ones, 
VWol. So much falrer 
And {potlefs thall mine Innocence arife, 
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When the Kinp krows my Truth. | 
Sar. This cannot fave you: “Aan 
T thank my Memo: y, 1 yet remember 1 
Some of thefe Articles, and out they fhell, i 
rm Now, if you can b] u fh, end cry Guilty, Cardinal, | 
You'll thew a little Henefty. et | 
Wol. Speak on, Sir te 
I dare your worft Obje@tions: If I blush, 
It is to fee a Nobleman want Manners. 
, Sur. I had rather want thofe, than my Head; 
Have at you, 
Firft, that without the King’s affene or knowledge, 
You wrought to bea Legat, by which power 
al You maim’d the Jurifdicion of all Bifhops. 
WY Lit 


Nor. Then, tharin all you writ to Rome, or elfe 
To foreign Princes, Ego @ Rex meus 
Ny Was Rul infcrib’d; in which you brought the King 
To be your Servant, 
Suf. Then, that without the knowledge 
Either of King or Council, when you went 
Ambaflador to the Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great Seal. 
Sar. item, You fent a large Commiffion 
To Gregory de Caffalis, to conclude, 
wi += Without the King’s Will, or the States alowance, 
A League between his Highnefg and Ferrara. 
rf” Swf. That out of meer Ambition, you have caus’d 
j Your Holy-Hat to be ftamp’d on the King’s Coin. 
Sar. Then, that you have fent innumerable fubftance, 
By what means got I leave to your own Confcierce, 
To furnith Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for Dignities, to the meer undoing 
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OFf allthe Kingdom. Many more there are 
Which fince they are of you, and odious, 
1 will not taint my Mouth with. 
Cham. O my Lord, 
Prefs not a falling Man too far; tis Virtue - 
His Faults lye open to the Laws, let them, 
Not you, corre& him. My Heart weeps to fee him 
So little, of his great Self. 
Sur. \ forgive him. 
Suf, Lord Cardinal, the King’s further pleafure 1s» 
Becaufe all thofe things you have done of late, 
By your Power Legatine, within this Kingdom, 
Fall into the compafs of a Pramunires 
That therefore fuch a Writ be {ued againft yous 
To forfeit all your Goods, Lands, I esements, 
Caftles, and wharfoever, and to be 
Gut of the King’s Protection. This is my Charge. 
Nor. And fo we'll leave you to your Meditations 
How to live better. For your ftubborn an{wer 
About the giving back the great Seal to us, 
The King fhall know it, and, no doubt, fhall thank you. 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal. | 
[Exennt all but Wollfey, 
Wol, So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel, a long farewel to all my Greatnefs. 
This is the ftate of Man; to day he puts forth 
The tender Leaves of Hopes, to morrow Bloffoms, 
And bears his blufhing Honours thick upon him: 
The third Day comesa Froft, a killing Froft, 
And when he thinks, good eafie Man, full furely 
His Greatnefs is a ripening, nips his Root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton Boys that {wim on Bladders, 
This many Summers In a Sea of Glory, 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown Pride 
At length broke under me, and now has lefc me 
Weary, and old with Service, to the mercy 
Of a rude Stream, that muft for ever hide mes 
Vain pomp, and glory of the World, I hate ye: 
I feel my Heart new open’d. Oh how wretche 
Is that poor Man that hangs on Princes Favours § 
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King Henry VIII. ti 1777 


There is betwixt that {mile we would afpire to, 
That {weet Afped of Princes, and their ruin, 
More pangs and fears than Wars or Women have: 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 
Exter Cromwell flanding amazxd, 
Why, how now Cromwell 2 
Crom. I have no power to fpeak, Sir. 
Wol. What, amaz’d 
At my Misfortunes? Can thy Spirit wonder 
A great Man fhould decline. Nay, and you weep 
Tam fall’n indeed. 
Crom. How does your Grace? 
Wol. Why, well; 
Never fo truly happy, my good Cromuwell, 
I know my felf now,‘and I feel within me 
A Peace above all Earthly Dignities, 
A ftill and quiet Confcience. The King has cur’d me, 
[ humbly thank his Grace; and from thefe Shoulders 
This ruin’d Pillar, out of pity, taken 
A load would fink a Navy, too much Honour. 
O’tis a Burden, Crowell, ’tis a Burden 
Too heavy for a Man, that hopes for Heav’n, 
Crom. I am glad your Grace 
Flas made that right ufe of it. 
Wol. E hopeT have: 
am able now, methinks, 
Out of a fortitude of Soul, I feel, 
To endure more Miferies, and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted Enemies dare offer. 
What News abroad? 
Crom. The heavieft, and the worft, 
{s your difpleafure with the Kin 
Wol, God blefs him. 
Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas Moor is chofen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place, 
Wol. That's fomewhat fudden 
But he’s a learned Man. May he continue 
Long in his Highnefs favour, and do Juftice 
For Truth’s-fake, and his Confcience; that his Bones, 
Vox. IV, ze | R When 
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Only about het Coronation. 

Wol. There was the weight that pull’d me down. 
O Cromwvtil, 
The King has gone beyond me: All m 
In that one Woman I have loft for 
Wo Sun fthall ever fher forth mine honours, 
Or gild again the noble Lroops that waited 
Upon my Smiles. Go get thee from me, Cromwell, 
I am a poor fallen Man, unworthy now 
To be thy Lord and Mafter. Seek the King, 
T hat Sun, j pray yr r fet ~ I have fold him, 
What and how true thou art ; he will advance thee: 
Some little memory of me will ftir him, 
1 know his noble Natnre, not to Ict 
Thy hopefal fervice perifh too. Good Cromwell, 
Negle@ him not ; make ufe now, at d provide 
For thine own future fafety. 

Grom. O my Lord, 
Muft I then leave you ? Muft I needs fcrgo 
So good, fo nt bie, and fo true a Mafter ? 
Bear witnef, all that have not Hearts of Iron, 
With what a Sorrow Cromwell leaves his Loid. 
The King fhall have my fervice; but my Prayers 
For ever and for ever fhall be your:. 

Wol. Cromwell, 1 did not think to fhed a Tear 
Tn all my Miferies; but thou haft fore’d me, 
Out of thy honeft trath, to play the Woman. 
Let’s dry our Eyes: And thus far hear me, Cromwell, 
And when I am forgotten, as I fhall be, 
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Cromwell, 1 charge thee, fling away Ambition, 


King Henry VIII. Nay 1779 


Of me more muft be heard: Say, T taught thee; 
Say, Wolfey, that once trod the ways of Glory, 
And founded all the Depths and Shoals of H nour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wratk, to rife in: 
A fure, and fafe one, though thy Mafter mitt ir, 
Mark but my Fall, and that that.ruin’d me: 
Db 

By that Sin fell the Angels ; how can Man then 
The Image of his Maker, hope to.win it2 
Love thy filflaft, cherith thofe Hearts that hate thee: 
Corruption wins not more than Honelty, 
Still in thy right Hand, carry gentle Peace 
To filence envious Tongues. Be juft, and fear not. 
Let all the ends thou aim’{t at, be thy Country’s, 
Thy God's and Truth’s; then if thou fal’, O Cromwell, 
Thou fall’ a bleffed Martyr, 
Serve the King ; and prithee lead me in: 
There take an Inventory of all I have, 
To the haf Penny, ‘tis the King’s. My Robe, 
And my Integrity to Heav’n, is all 
I dare now call mineown, O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but ferv’d my God, with half the Zeal 
I ferv’d my King; he would not in mine Age 
Have left me naked to mine Enemies, 

Crom. Good Sir, have patience, 

Wol. Sot have. Farewel 
The hopes of Court, my hopes in Heav’n do dwell. 


[ Exeunt. 





ACTIV. SCENE L 


Enter two Genslemen, mecting one another, 
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I Gen,.\7Ou're well met once again. 
2 Gex. So are you. 
I Gex. You come to take your Stand here, and behold 
The Lady Anne pafs from her Coronation. 
2 Gen. *Tis all my Bufinefs.. At our laft encounter, 
The Duke of Buckingham came from his Trial. 


xm 2 1 Gen, 
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And let ’«m have their rights, they are ever forward 
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1 Gen. Tis very truc. Bat that time offer’d Sorrow, 
This, general Joy. £ 

> Gen. ’Tis well; the Citizens 
1 am fure have fhewn at full their Royal Minds, 


In Celebration of this day with Shews, rf 
Pageants, and Sights of Honour. ¥ 

1 Gen. Never greater, if 
Nor 1’ll affure you better taken, Sir. % 

> Gen. May. I be bold to ask what that contains, k 
The Paper in your Hands? , 

1 Gen. Yes, *tis the Lil q 
OF thofe that claim their Offices this Day, } 
By cuftom of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claims a 
To be high Steward ; next the Duke of Norfolk; ‘J 
He to be Earl Marfhal; you may read the reft. 

> Gen. 1 thank you, Sir ; had I not known thofe Cuftoms, | 
I fRould have been beholding to. your Paper: 
But I befeech you what’s become of Karharine, q 
The Princes Dowager? How goes her Bufinefs? 

1 Gen. That I can tell you too ; the Archbifhop ( 


OF Canterbury, accompanied with other 
T earned and Reverend F.thers of his Order, Be | 
Held a late Court at Dunftable, fix Miles off , 
From Ampthil, where the Princefs lay, to which q 
She was often cited by them, but appear'd nots 
And tobe fhort, for not Appearance, and 
The King’s late fcruple, by the main affent 
Of all thefe learned Men, the was Divore’d, 
And the late Marriage made of none effets 
Since which, fhe was removed to Kimbolton, 
Where the remains now fick. 

2 Gen. Alas good Lady! I 
The Trumpets found ; ftand clofe, | 
The Queen is coming. [ Hantboys : 
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The Order of the Coronation. 


1. A lively Flourifh of Trumpets. 

2. Then two Fudges 

3. Lord Chancellor, with the Purfe and Mace before hing. 

4. Ourrifters fanging. | Mufick, 

§- Mayor of London, bearing the Aface. Then Garter in 
his Coat of Arms, and on his Head a Gils Copper 
Crown. 

6, Marques of Dorfet, bearing a Scepter of Guld, on bis 
Head a Demi-Coronal of Gold. With him, the Earl of 
Surrey, bearing the Rod of Silver with the Dove, Crown'd 
with an Earls Coronet. Collars of SS. 

7+ Duke of S flolk, in his Robe of Eftate, bis Coronet on his 
Head, bearing a long white Wand, as High Steward. With 
him the Duke of Noifolk, with the Rod of Mar fbalfbip, 
a Coronet on his Head. Collars of SS. 

8 A Canopy born by four of the Cirque-ports, under it the 
Queen in her Robe; in her Hair, richly adorned with Pearl, 
Crowned. On each fide her the Bifbops of London and 
Winchefter, 

9. The old Dutche/s of Norfolk, in a Coronal of Gold, wrought 
with Flowers, bearing the Qnecn’s Train. 

10. Certain Ladies or Counteffes, with plain Circlets of Gold 
without Flowers, 

They pa/s over the Stage in Order and State, and then Excant, 
with a great Flowrifb of Trumpets. 


2 Gen. A Royal Train, believe me; thefe I know; 
Who's that bears the Scepter? 

1 Gen, Marquefs Der/er. 
And that the Earl of Surrey, with the Rod, 

2 Gen. A bold brave Gentleman. That fhould be 
The Dake of Suffolk. 

1 Gen *Tis the fame: High Steward. 

2 Gen. And that my Lord of Norfolk? 

1 Gen. Yes. 

2 Gen. Heav’n blefs thee, 


) Thou haft the fweeteft Face I ever look'd on. 


R 3 Sir; 
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The LIFE of 


Sir, as | have a Soul, the is an Angel; 
Our King has all the Judies 3 Pua Arms. 
And more, afd richer, isa he {trains that Lady : 
1 cannot blame his Conicienc€e 

t Gen. They that bear 
The Cloth of Honour over her, are 
© f the ¢ ingue-F Or iS. 

» Gen, li nole Men are happy : 
And fo arc all, aré fica; hers 
I take it, fhe that carries up he Tra 

dutch 


T J. _- 
our parons 


| 


' 
{s that old noble Lady, the Dutchels ie Norfolk. 

1 Gen. It is, and all the : refea are Countelles. 

> Gen. Their Coronets fay fo. . Thefe-are Stars indeed, 
And. fometimes falling ones. 


> Te 7, ae 
1 Gen. No more of that. 


Enter a third Gentleman. 

God fave you Sir, Where have you been broiling ? 

s Geu. Among the Cro ud ith’ Abby, where a Finger 
ea nat be wedg” d in. more; Lam ftifled 

With the meer Ranknefs of their Joys 
Gen. You ifaw the Ceremon y £ 
Gen. 1 did. 
Gen. How was It¢ 
Gen. Well worth the feeings 
Gen. Good Sir, fpeak 1t to US. 
Gen, As well as I amable. The rich Seream 
Ot Lords and Ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a prepar’d place in the Quure; fell 
A diftance from her 5 while her Grace 
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo, 
In a rich Chair of lase oppofing freely 
The Beauty of her Perfon to the People. 
Believe mie, Sir ihe e is the goodlicft: Woman 
4 n> which when the Pe ople 
d thes full wy mgsi of, = Saal a noife arofe,; 
the fhrowds make at Sea in a {tiff Tempeft, 
lou to as mManyeunes.. Hats, ‘Cloaks, 
Joublets, [ think k, flew: aps. and bad their Faces 
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King Henry VU, A117 


In the old time of War, would fhake the Prefs 
And make ’em reel before em. No Man living 
Could fay, this is my Wife there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one pie ce. 

2Gen. But what follow’d2 

3 Gen, At length her Grace rofe, and with modeft Paces 
Came to the sag where fhe kneel’d, and Saint-like 
Caft her fair Eyes to Heav’n, and pray’d devoutly. 
Then rofe again ad bow’ d her to. the People: 
When af ‘ he A \ rch vifhop of Canterbury, 
She had all the Royal makings of a Queen; 
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Kw The Rood, and Bird of Peace, and ailiuch Embiems 


Laid nobly on her: which perform’d, the Quire 
With all the choiceft Mufick ef the Kingdom, 
Together fung Te Deum. So the parted, 
And with the fame full State pac’d back again 
To York-Place, where the Feaft is held. 

I Gen, oir, 
You muft no more call it York-Plai ¢; that’s paft. 
For fince theCardinal fell, that Title’s “ {t, 
‘Tis now the King’s, and call’d Whitebal 

2 Gen, I know it: 
Bur sin fo latély alter’d, that the old Name 
Is frefh about me. 

2 Gen. What two Reverend Bithops 
Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Guten 

2 Gen, Sto ve/Ly and Gardiner, the one * Winchefter, 

Ne wly preferr'd from the King’s Secretary: 
The other, London. 

2 Gen. He of Winchefter 
Is held no great good Lover of the Archbifhop, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 Gen, All the Land knows that ; 
However yet there is no Pe breach, when it comes, 
Cranmer will find a Friend will not fhrink from him. 

2 Gen, Who may be that, I pray yous 

3 Gen. Thomas Gromwell, 
A Man in much éfteem with th’ King, and truly 
A worthy Friend.: The King has made him 
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Matter o’th’ Jewel Houfe, | 
And one already of the Privy-Council. 
2 Gent. He will deferve morc. 
2 Gen. Yes, without all doubt. 
Come, Gentlemen, you fhall go my way, 
Which is to th’Court, and there ye fhall be my Guelts: 
Something I can command; as I walk thither 
I'}l cell ye more. | 
Both. You may command us, Sir. [ Exeunt, 


$6 cB: Ne ae 


Enter Katharine Dowager, fick, led between Griftith her 
Gentleman-U fher, and Patience her Woman. 

Grif. How does your Grace ? 

Kath. O Griffith, fick to death: 

My Legs like loaded Branches bow to Earth, 
Willing to leave their Burthen: Reach a Chair-——— 
So gow methinks I feel a little eafe. [ Sitting dowh 
Didft thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou lead’ft me, 
That the great Child of Honour, Cardinal Wolf/ey, 
Was dead ? 

Grif. Yes, Madam; but I think your Grace, 

Out of the psin you fuffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 
Kath. Prithee, good Griffith, tellme how he dy'd. 
If well, he ftepr before me happily, 
For my Example. 
Grif. Well, the Voice goes, Madam; 
For after the ftout Earl of Nor: humberland 
Arrefted him at York, and brought bim forward 
As a Man forely tainted, to his Anfwer, 
He fell fick fuddenly, and grew fo ill 
He could not fit his Mule. 

Kath. Alas, poor Man. 

Grif. At laft, with eafie Roads he came to Leicefters 
Lodeg’d in the Abby; where the reverend Abbot, 
With al’ his Convent, honourably receiv’d him; 

To whom he gave thefe Words. © Father Abbot, 
An old Man broken with the Storms of State, 

Is come to lay his weary Bones among ye; 

Give him a little Earth for Charity. | 
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So went to Bed; where eagerly his Sicknefs 
Purfu’d him ftill, and three Nighrs after this, 
About the hour of eight, which he himfelf 
Foretold fhould be his laft, full of Repentance, 
Continual Meditations,. Tears and Sorrows, 
He gave his Honours to the World again, 
His bleffed part to Heaven, and flept in Peace. 
Kath. So may he reft, 
His faults lay bury’d with him. 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to {peat him, 
And yet with Charity; he was a Man 
Of an unbounded Stomach, ever ranking 
Himfelf with Princes. One that by Suggeftion 
Ty’d all the Kingdom; Simo y was fair play, 
His own Opinion was his Law. Ith’ Prefence 
He would fay Untruths, and be ever double 
Both in his Words and Meaning. He was never, 
But where he meant to Ruin, pitiful, 
His Promifes were, as he then was, Mighty; 
But his Performance, as he now is, Nothing ; 
Of his cwn Body he was il}, and gave 
The Clergy ill Example. 
Grif. Noble Madam, 
Mens evil Manners live in Brafs, their Virtues 
We write in Water. May it pleafe your Highnefs 
To hear me {peak his Good now? 
Kath, Yes, good Griffith, 
I were malicious elfe, 
Grif. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble Stock, undoubtedly 
Was fafhion’d to much Honour. From his Cradle 
He was a Scholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading 2 
Lofty and four to them that Jov’ad him not ; 
But to thofe Men that fought him, fweet as Summer, 
And though he were unfatisfied in getting, 
Which was a Sin, yer in beftowing, Madam, 
€ was molt Princely; ever witnefs for him 
Thofe twins of Learning, that he rais’d in you, 
4p/wich and Oxford; one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good that did ir. 
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178 } 
The other, though unfinit h’d, yet fo famous, 
So excellent in Art, and {till fo rifing, 
That C hriftendom fhall ever {peak his Virtue. 
His Ove throw heap *d Ha ppi ye 4S upon him ; 


For then, and not rill then, he felt ht mfelf, 

And oe the Bleffednefs of being little. 

And to add greater sugteet rs to his Age 

Than: Mais -ould give him; he dy’d; fearing God, 
Kath. Afier my De ath, I with no ot ther Herald, 


No other Speaker « of my |i 10g AGiI0onDS, 

To keep mine Honour from. Cor ruption, 

But fach an honeft C sosacler 48 Gr ie le 
Whom I 1 moft hated living, lan | .a{t made me 


With thy religious Truth and Modeity, , 
| cc Honour; Peace be with him. 
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Patience, be near me itil, alc itt me lower 

ei et, ce coe ne 

T | rave not iong to froubpie tec. OCC GIF Elfen 


Caufe the Mauficians play me ae st {fad Note 


i 


] nan 1d ny Knell; whillt I {it mec sie 
On that Celeftial Harmony, I go to 


. ] 9 ae {~] rT fon b 
DAA GH ; OL 372 AN, Aer 2 


= cy , F . x oie Vis, 
Grif. She is alleep:, Good ™ ¢! 


7 c. ; — Slaw CEA 
For fear we wake her. SOiuys 


centle P al 1€nCes 
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, jet’s fit down quit, 


Ley eee 
The Vifion, Enter folemuly tripping one after another, foe Per 


fonages ¢ 


j 
ladin white Ko bes, wW caring on their Heads Garlands 


of Bays; apf golae n Vizaras on their FAacess Branche: sof Bays 
or Palm in ther Han ds. They firft Congee uxto ies ia 


7 
‘ - ; npet 
Dance; ana at certain 


144) Chi Lug ES, the firft twee hold a [pare 


Garland over her Hea: A, at whith the “other four make reves 
rh. 


; 
’ 


7 eu j 
vena Caries - Then the two, that b ela ti 


be Garland, deliver 


the (ame to the ev? next two, who ebferve the fame order 
im their Changes ana holding t he Garland Over her Heats 
Which done, the} y deliver th Ns Garland tothe laft two, who 


likewife obfe éerve th ¢ [ai EC 


} 
{pirat Os, fhe mak RES, 1% ber fleep  figns of rejoy sing 94 and bol ies 
vani{is 


up | yer supe AS i@ Heaven. Ana {0 in their Dancing 


Or At which, ast were by In 
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CAYY ying th )€ Garland avith them. The MJ “yi ick Continues. 


e@ 
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Grif. Madam, we are here. 
Kath. It is not you I call for, 
$ Saw y ye none ei ite CT, fin Ice [ flept e 


GAF, Note: Madan 
Kath. No2 Saw you not even now a Diet 
Invite me to a Banquet, whofe bright Faces 
Caft a thoufand Beath; upon me, like tl 
(oi, They promis’d me eternal Happinefs, 
Hel And brought me Garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
Lam not worthy yet to wear: I {hail affuredly 
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Grif. Tam moft joyful, Madam, fuch good Dreams he 
Poflcfs your Fancy. a 
nee Kath. Bid the Mufick leave, ia 
They are harfh aod heavy to me, [ Mufck ceafes. hve ui 
pln, Pat Do you'note one 
. How much her Grace is alter’d on the fudden 2 Cie 
vif How | ne ; r her Face 1s drawn ; ¢ How pale fhe looks, . i 
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Y” — And of an earth yy cola? Mark her Eyes. 
] 


7 Grif. She is going, Wench, _ Pray, pray,;————— 
} Pat. Heaven comfort her. 


Enter a Meffenger, 
Mef. And’t like your Grace 
’ Kath. You are a fawcy Fellow, 
ei" Deferve we no more Reverence?2 
Grif. You are to blam 





/ ig Koo wing fhe will not lof: We: wonted Greatnefs, 
it ae To ufe fo rudé eiseiaue Go to, kneel. 
Bri 


Mef. | humbly do intreat your Hichnefs Pardon, 
yeh. My hafte made me unmannerly. There is Raying 
a A Gentleman fent from the King; to fee you. 


aie. Kath, Ade ni entrance,. Griffith. _ But this Fellow 
(rid , | DP 
, UMN” =Let me ne’er fee again. | Exit Meffengere 
rye 23,3 Lord Capucius. 


Ae TE m y ficht fail. me not, 

yytit” You the yuld be Lord Ambaffador from the Emperor, 
), aie My Royal N. phe w, and your Name Capucins. 

ip itt? Cap. Madam, the fame, your Servant. 

+ Das Kath, O my Lord, 

ig The Times and , itles now are alter’d ftrangely 
'.. With me, fitce firft you knew me. 
yt?) Buel pray you; 
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What is your Pleafure with meé 


Cap. Noble Lady, 
Firft mine own Service to your Grace, the next 


The King’s requeft that I would vifit you, 

Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his Princely Commendations, 

And beartily intreats you take good Comfort. 

Kath, O my good Lord, that comfort comes too Iate, 
*Tis like a Pardon after Execution ; 

That gentle Phyfick given in time had cur’d me: 
But now I am paft ali Comforts here, but Prayers. 
How does his Highnefs? 

Cap. Madam, in good Health. 

Kath, So may he ever ds and ever flourifh, 
When I fhall dwell with Worms, and my poor Name 
sanifh’d the Kingdom. Patience, is that Letter 
I caus’d you write, yet fent away? 

Pat. No, Midam. 

Kath. Sir, { muft Humbly pray you to deliver 
Th:s to-my Lord the King. 

Cap. Mott willingly, Madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his Goodnefs 
The Model of our chafte loves, his young Daughter, 
The dews of Heav’n fall thick in Bleffings on her, 
Befeeching him to give her virtuous breeding. 

She is young, and of a Noble modeft Nature, 

I hope fhe will deferve weil, and a litrle 

To love her for her Mother’s fake, that lov’d him, 
Heav’n knows how dearly. 

My next poor Petition 

Is, that his Noble Grace would have fome pity 
Upon my wretched Women, that fo long 
Have follow’d both my Fortunes, faithfully, 

Of which there is not one, Idare avow, 

And now I fhould not lye, but well deferve 
For Virtue, and true Beauty of the Soul, 

For Honefty, and decent Carriage, 

A right good Husband, let him be a Noble, 
And furethofe Menare happy that fhall have’em. 
The laft is for my Men, they are the pooreft, 
But Poverty could never draw *em from me; 


oo That 





King Henry VIII. WF $9 
That they may have their Wages duly paid ’em, 


And jomething over to remember me by. 

If Heav’n had pleas’d to have given me longer Life 
it And able Means, we had not parted chus. 
)  Thefe are the whole Contents, and good my Lord, 
yt By that you love the deareft in this World, 
As you wifh peace to Chriftian Souls departed, 
of Stand thefe poor Peoples Friend, and urge the King 
consti ‘To do me this laft Right. 

Cap. By Heav’n I will, 

rdm: Or let me lofe the fafhion of a Man. 
Pry = Kath, 1 thank you, honeft Lord. Remember me 

In all humility unto his Highnefs; 

day, his long trouble now is paffin 
iit, Oue of this World. Tell him, in death I bleft him, 
‘puri For fo I will, mine Eyes grow dim, Farewel, 
Let My Lord. Griffith farewel. Nay, Patience, 

You muft nor leave me yet. I muft to Bed, 

Call in more Women. When I am dead, good Wench, 
dein Let me be us’d with Honour, ftrew me over 

With Maiden Flower:, that all the World may know 

I was a chaft Wife to my Grave: Embalm me, 
«Cont Then lay me forth, although un-Queen’d, yet like 
‘Dust, A Queen, and Daughter to a King, inter me. 


, Lean no more, | Exennt, leading Katharine. 
5 Of My 
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Enter Gardiner Bifbop of Winchefter, a Page with «Torch 
before him, met by Sir Thomas Lovel. 
if 

ue Gard. T'S one 2 Clock, Boy, ise note 

Boy. It hath ftruck. 

" Gard. Thefe thould be hours for Neceffities; 

Not for Delights; times to repair our Nature 

With comforting Repofe, and not for us 

To wafte thefe times, Good hour of Night, Sir Zhoweas, 


I Whither fo late? 


e ‘elt 
i 


y 


Lov, 
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Lov. Came you from the King, my Lord? ; 
Gard. I did, Sir Th OMAS, and let t him at Primere 1 
With the Duke of Suffolk. 
Lov. | or to him a 
Before he go to Bed. [’ll take my leave. i 
Gard. Not val , Sir ie 1s Lovel; what’s the matter? 1 
it feerns ‘¥ su are in hafte: And if there be 
No great Offence belongs tot, je. ay yur Friend 


Some rol aie of your late Buln Affairs that walk, e 
As the y lay Spies do, at pe lent, have \ 
In them a wilder Nature, than the Bufinefs , 
That fe di difp see by Day. ;, 

Lov. My Lord, T love you: , 
And durft commend a Secret t ur Ear f 


Much weightier Thad this Word. The Queen’s in Labou jy 


4%? 1 Oreatr evtremitv anc “fi¢ foar “d 
hey fay Fi 1@reat extremity, a2Q CIS iCal 


_ cy ? . bis 4 re | 

Gard. The Fruit fhe goes with 

y, that it may find 

live; but for the Stock, Sir Thomas, 


e yet my. Confcience fays, 
She is.a good Creature, a d {weet Lady, does 


——<_- << - 


Gard. Bur, Sit, ——_ | 
Hear me, Sir Thomas y’are a Gentleman | 
Of mine own way, I pp lOW are Wife, Religious, | 
And let me tell you, it will r be well, 

*Twill.not, Sir Thomas ils < tak’c of me, | 
‘Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two Hands, and fhe, ' 
sleepin their Graves. 

Lov. Now, dir; you {peak of two 
The moft remark’d rth’ Kingdom; as for Cromvell, 
Befide that of the Jewel-houfe, is made Matter 
O’th’ Rolls, and the King’s Secretary. Fuither, Sit, 
Stands in the gap and trade for meee Prefe bobs 
With which the Time will load him. Th’ Archbifhop 
Is the King’s Hand, or Torgue, and who dare {peak 
One Syllable againft him? 





Gara. 
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and Gard. Yes, yes, Sir Thomas, : 
tt Digy 2 bere are that dare; and I my felf have ventur’d 
' To fpeak my Mind of him; and indeed this Day, 
Sir, 1 may tell it you, I thiok I have 
Incens’d the Lords of the Council, that he is, 


we (For fo [ know he i » they know he'is) 
A moft Arch-heretick, a Peftilence . 
, Thatdoes infe& the Land; with which they mov’d, 
.. Have broken with the King, who hath fo far 
m™ Given ear to our Complaint, of his great Grace 
And Princely Care, forefeeing thofe fell Mifchiefs 
M$ Our -Reafons laid before him, hath commanded 
Lo morrow Morning to the Council Board 
Fie be Conventet!, . He’s a rank Weed, Sir Thomas, 


i , And we muft root him out. From your A ffairs 
Que Thinder you too long: Good Night, Sir Thomas. 
card | Exeunt Gardiner and Page, 


Lov. Many good Nights, my Lord, I reft your Servant. 
Enter King and Suffolk. 
King. Charles, 1 will play no more-to Night, 
" My Mind’s not.on’r, you are too hard for me. 
Suf. Sit, I did never win of you before. 
King. But little, Charles, 
» {ays Nor fhall not, when my Fancy’s on my Play. 
y, dot Now, Lovel, from the Queen what is the News2 
Lov. i could nor perfonally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her Woman 
og 2 fent your Meffage, who return’d her. Thanks 
fe, Rel In the greatelt humblenefs, and defir’d your Highnefs 
Molt heartily to pray for her. 


i | 
. King. W hat fay ft thou ! Ha! 

oo ONT ace io a ee : . F a 
gy anal To pray for her! What! is the crying out? 


Lov. So faid her Woman, and that her fuffrance made 
Aim-f each pang a death. 


King. Alas, good Lady. 
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ut ¢,#f- God fafely quit her of her Burthern, and ty re 
ee) ; : EB BIARE REE 
“putt With gentle Travel, to the gladding of cha 
oe Your Highnefs with an Heir, | 
ita 4 A i 


rik King. ’Tis midnight, Charles, 
i 


10 dit Prithee to Bed, and in thy Prayers remember 
nm Th’ eftate of my poor Queen, Leave me alone, 
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For I muft think of that, which Company 


W ould not be friendly to. 

Suf. £ with your Highnefs A 
A quiet Night, and my good Mittrels will 
Remember in my Prayers. 

King. Charles, Good Night: 

Well, Sir, what follows ¢ 
Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Denny. Sir, I have brought my Lord the Archbifhop, 
As you commanded me. 

King. Ha! Canterbury! 

Denzy. Ay,-my good Lord. 

King. ’ Tis true where is he, Denny? 

Jenny. He attends your Highnels pleafure. 

King. Bring him to us, ; | Exit Denny, 

Lov. This is aout that which the Bifhop {pake, | 

| Afide, 


Lam happily come hither. 
Enter Cranmer ana Denny. 
King. Avoid the Gallery. | Lovel feemeth to ftay, 
Ha! I have f4id———-be gone. [ Exeunt Lovel and Denny, 
Cran. 1 am fearful: Wherefore frowns he thus? 
*Tis his Afpe& of Terror. All’s not- well, 
King. How now, my Lord ? 
You do defire to know, wherefore 
I fent for you. 
Cran. It is my Duty 
T’attend your Highnefs pleafure. 
King. Pray you arife 
My good and gracious Lord of Canterbury: 
Come, you and I muft walk a turn together: 
I have News to tell you. 
Come, come, give me your Hand. 
Ah my good Lord, I grieve at what I {peak, 
And am right forry to repeat what follows, 
I have, and moft unwillingly, of late 
Heard many grievous, I do fay, my Lord, 
Grievous Complaints of you; which being confider’d, 
Have mov’d us, and our Council, that you fhall 
This Morning come before us, where I know 
You cannot with fuch freedom purge your felf, 
But that ’till further Trial, in thofe Charges 











Which 


| Exit Suffolk, 








iPrithee let’s walk. Now, by my holy Dame, 
i; What manner of Man are you? My Lord, I look’d 


| 


wiXour felfand your Accufers, and to have heard you 
(Without indurance further, 


y 


¥ 


(Mean in Perjur’d Witnefs, than your Mafter, Hae Rn 
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. ; , jen 
Which will require your Anfwer, you muft take Git 
Your Patience to you, and be well contented td i 
To make your Houfe our Tower ; you, a Brother of us. lute 


It fits we thus proceed, or elfe no witnefs 
Would come againft you. iat} 
- Gan. Uhumbly thank your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good oceafion, 
Moft throughly to be winnow’d, where my Chaff 
“And Corn fhall fly afunder. For I know 
There’s none ftands under more calumnious Tongues 
Than I my felf, poor Man. | A 
King. Stand up, good Canterbury ; ‘be 

Thy Truth and thy Integrity is rooted | 
Inus, thy Friend. Give me thy hand, ftand up, 


‘You would have given me your Petition, that 
Ifhould have ta’en fome pains, to bring together 


Cran. Moft dread Liepe, ee only 
The Good I ftand on, is my Truth and Honefty : aay: 
If they fhall fall, I, with mine Enemies, mat 
Will triumph o’er my Perfon; which I weigh not, Mig Apes 3) 
Being of thofe Virtues vacant, I fear hothing aa Ua 
What can be faid apainft me. SP ee 

King. Know you not adi 
How your State ftands i’th? World, with the whole World # UG 
four Enemies are many, and not fmall; their Practices BE ek, 
Muft bear the fame Propottion; and not ever Mabe: 
The Juftice and the Truth o’th? queftion carries Di ei 4 
The due o’th’ Verdi@ with it. At what eafe a anes 
Might corrupt Minds procure Knaves as corrupt en 
To {wear againft you? Such things have been done, | co Maar tt 
You are potently oppos’d; and with a Malice bh 
Jf as great a fize. Ween you of better Luck, 1 el 
i a eat 

~Whofe Minifter you are, whiles here he liy’d | a ste i} 
pon this naughty Earth? Go to, ZO tO, Haiti 
You take a Precipice for no leap of danger, Meat 
nd woo your own Deftru@ion, . h Hpi ti 

yy Vox, ly, S Cran. | 
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Cran. God and your Majefty — Lat 
ae Proted mine Innocence, OF I fall anto br 
4 The Trap 1s laid for me. vil b 

Ry King. Be of good Cheer, : tT f 
than we give way to: beer 


age They fhall no more prevail, 
i Keep comfort to yous and this Morning jee nt 
You do appear before them. If they fhall chance, | 
In charging you with Matters, to commit you 5 

The belt perfuafions to the contrary 

Fail not to ule ; and with what vehemency 

The occafion fhall inftruat you. If Intreatics 


Will render you no Remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your Appeal to us Coa 
There make before them. Look, the good Man weeps: or 


a |, He’s honeft, on mine Honour. God’s bieft Mother, mk 
ie) 1 fwear he is true-hearted, énd a Soul 

Wone better in my Kingdom. Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you ( Exit Cranmer. ©. 


He has {trangled all his Language in his Tears bye 
Exter old Laay. Mt, 
Gent. within. Come back ; what mean you f le, 
Lady. Vil sot come back, the tidings that I bring 
Will make my Boldnefs Manners. Now good Angels Cr 
Fly o’er thy Royal Head, and shade thy Perfon By 
Under their blefled W ings. * 
King, Now by thy Looks 1 
I guefs thy Meflage. Is the Queen deliver’d? “* 
Say, Ay: and of a Boys ™ 
Lady Ay» ay, my Liege; 2 
‘And of a lovely Boy ; the ‘God of Heav’n . 


Both now, and ever blefs her : Tis a Girl, 
Promifes Boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defires your Vifitation, a1 d to be 
Acquainted with this Strangers tis as like you, q 
As Cherry is to Cherry , 

King. Lovell. 

Lov. Sir. 

King. Give her an hundred Marks. 
Vil to the Queen. | 


wiity 


[ Exit Kinge 
Lady’ 
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Lady. An hundred Marks! By this Light, I’ll ha’ more. 
An ordinary Groom is for fuch Payment. 
I will have more, er {cold it out of him. 
Said [ for this, the Girl was like to him 2 I'll 
Have more, or elfe unfay’t : and now, while ’tis hot, | 
I'll put it to the Iffue. | Exit Lady. 


Py NE. IT. 


Enter Crammer. 


Cran. | hope I am not too late, and yet the Gentleman 
That was fent to me from the Council, pray d me 
To make great hafte. All faft 2? What means this ? Hoa2 
Who waits there? Sure you know me? 

Enter Keeper, 

Keep. Yes, my Lord ; 
But yet | cannot help you. 

Cran, Why 2 

Keep. Your Grace muft wait ’till you be call’d for. 


Enter Doétor Butts. 
Cran. So. 
Butts. This is a piece of Malice: I am glad 
I came this way fo haply. The King 
Shall underftand it prefently. 
Cran. ’T1s Batts, 
The King’s Phyfician, as he paft along, 
How earneftly he caft his Eyes upon me; 
Pray Eleav’n he found not my Difgrace : for certain 
This is of purpofe laid by fome that hate me, 
(God turn their Hearts, I never fought their Malice) 
To quench mine Honour ; they would fhameto make me 
Wait elfe at Door : A Fellow-Councellor 
‘Mong Boys, Grooms, and Lackeys ! 
But their Pleafures 
Muft be fulfilled, and I attend with Patience. 
Enter the King and Butts at a Window above. 
Butts. I'll thew your Grace the ftrangelt fight--- 
King. What'sthat, Burts 2 
os S z Batts, 


| Exit Butts. 
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Butts, 1 think your Highnefs faw this many a Day: Ans 
King. Body a me: where is it? r 
Butts. Yhere, my Lore: ly 
Heit sea The high Promotion of his Grace of Canterbury, hur 
aa Who holds his State at door ‘mong ft Purlevants, fo 
i Pages, and Foot-b VY S. iin 
King. Haz “tis he indeed. an 
Is this the Honour they do one another ? ia 
‘Tic well there’s one above ‘em yet. 1 had thought i, 
They had pa ted fo much Honetty among em, i (0 
At leaft good Manners, as not thus to fuffer er 
A Man of his Place, and fo near our Favours hd nc 
To dance Attendance on their Lordfhips Pleafures, Gan 
And at the Door too, like a Poft with Packets: yo 
By holy AZary; Butts, there’s Knavery 5 i 
Let em alone, and draw the Curtain clofe. ty 
We fhall hear more anon. th 
ot 


‘A Council Table brought in with Chairs and Stools, and placed |i 
under the State. Enter Lord-Chancellor, places himfelf at ixve 
the upper end of the Table, on the Left Hand: A Seat being ‘inn 
left void above him, as for the Arehbifbop of Canterbury s ith 
Seat. Duke of Suffolk, Dake of Norfolk, Surrey, Lora- 
Chamberlain, and Gardiner, feat themfelves in Order om ef 


each fide. Cromwel at the lower end, as Secretary. Cre 
"| 
Chan. Speak to the Bufinefs, Mr. Secretary ‘ 
Why are we met in Council? i 
Crom. Pleafe your Honours, oh 
The chief Caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury. W 
Gard. Has he knowledge of it? ’ 
Crom. Y¢s. ; 
Nor. Who waits there ? ih 
Keep. Without, my: Noble Lords? i 
Gard. Yes. hy 
Keep. My Lord Archbifh IP; i 
And has done half an hour, to know your Pleafuress x 
Chan. Let hith come in. \, 


Keep, Your Grace may enter now. 
[Cranmer approaches the Council Table. 
¥ 
Chats 
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2 


Chan. My good Lord Archbifhop, I’m very forry 
To fit here at this prefent, and behold 

That Chair ftand empty: But we all are Men 

In our own Natures frail, and capable 

Of our Fle th, few are Angels; out of which, agit 
And want of W ‘ifdom, you that beft fhould teach us, 
Have caiidembairs d your felf, and not a little: 
Toward the King firft, then his Laws, in filling) 


The whole Realm, by your teaching and your Chaplairs, 


(For fo we are inform’d) with new Opinions 
Divers and dangerous, which are Here fie 
And not reform’d, may prove pernicious. 

Gard, Which Reformation mult be fudd: 
My noble L ords; fe or thofe that tame wild Horfes, 
Pace ’em not in their hands to make “em gentle, 
But ftop their Mouths with ftubborn Bits, and {pur “em 
‘Till they abey the manage. If we fuffer, 
Out of our Eafinefs and childifh Pity 
To one Man’s Honour, on contagious Sicknefs, 
Farewel all Phyfick: And what follows then? 
Commotions, ‘Uproars, sii a general taint 
Of the whole State: As of late Days ; our Neighbours, 
The upper Germany, can de wees witnels, 
Yet frefhly pitied in our Mi: 

Cran. My good Lords; hithe erto, 10 all the Progrelg 

Both of my "Life and Oftice, I have inbour ds 
wr with no _ fig § thee my 7 Teach Ing, 


|) 


> 


; 
it n FAD 
~% 2 


Might 20 OF ew a¥, ‘and J fafely; ana ee end 

Was ever to do well: Nor is there | living, 

(I {peak it with a fingle Heart, my Lords) 

A Man that more detefts, more ftirs a¢ rainit, 

Both in his private Cor is ce, and his Place, 

Defacers of the publick Peace, than I do: 

ov Hleav’n the King may never find a Heart 
With lefs Al legiance in it. Men that make 

Envy, and crooked Hager Nourithment, 

Dare bite the beft. I do befeech your Lordthips 

That in this cafe of Juftice, my Accufers, 

Be what they will, may ftand forth Face to Face, 

And free) ¥ urge again me. 
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Suf. Nay, my Lord; 
That cannot be; you are a Councellor, 
And by that Vertue no Man dare accufe you. 
Gard. My Lord, bec: ule W 
We wiii be fhort with you. ‘Tis his Highnefs pleafure, 
And our confent, for better Tryal of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Zower, 
Where being but a private Man again, 
You fhall know many dare accufe you boldly; 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 
Gran. Ay, my good t ord of Winchefter, I thank you, 
You are always my good Friend ; if your Will pafs, 
T (hall both find your Lordfhip Judge and Juror, 
You are fo merciful. I fee your end, 
‘Tis my undoing. Love and.Mecknefs, Lord, 
Become a Church-man better than Ambition ¢ 
Win ftraying Souls with Modefty again, 
Caft none awaye That l fhall clear my felf, 
Lay all the weight ye can upon my Patience, 
T make as little doubt, as you do Confcience 
In doing daily Wrengs. I could fay mores 
But Reverence to your Calling makes me modeft. 
Gard. My Lord, my Lord, you are a Sectarys 
Thar’s the plain truth 5 your painted Glofs difcovers, 
To Men that underftand you, words and weaknefs, 
Crom. My Lord of Winchefter, you're a little, 
By your good favour, too fharp; Men fo Noble, 
Gow ever faulty, yet fhould find Refpec 
For what they have been: “Tis a Cruelty 
To load a falling Man. 
Gard. Good Mf. Secretary, 
I cry your Honour’s Mercy ; you Mays worlt 
Of all this Table, fay fo. 
Crom. Why, my Lord ? 
Gard. Do not I know for you a Favourer 
©f this new Se&?2 ye are not found. 
Crom. Not found 2 
Gard. Not found, I fay. 
Crom. Would you were half fo honeft : 
Mens Prayers then would feek you, nor thew Fears. 




































ehave Bufinefsof more Moment, fim 
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Gard. I thall remember this bold Language. 

Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold Life too, 
Cham. This is too much’; 
Forbear for fhame, my Loras, 
Gard. I have done. 
Crom. And I. 

Cham. Then thus for you. my, Lord, it ftands agreed, 
Itake it, by al! Voices: that forthwith 
You be convey’d to th’ Foaer a Prifoner; 

There to remain ’till the King’s further Pleafure 
Be known unto us. Are you all agreed, Lords § 
All, We are. 
Cran. 1s there no other way of Mercy, 
But I muft needs to th’Tewer, my Lards? 

Gard, What other 
Would you expe&? you are ftrangely troublefome s 
Let fome o’th’ Guard be ready there, 

Enter the Guard. 

Cran. For me? 

Muft I go like a Traitor thither ¢ 

Gard. Receive him. 

And fee him fafe i’th’ Tower. | 

Cran. Stay, good my Lords, 
J have a littie yet to fay. Look there, my Lords; 

By vertue of that Ring, I take my Gaule 
Out of the gripes of cruel Men, and give it 
To a moft Noble Judge, the King my Mafter, 

Cham. This is the King’s Ring. 

Gard. ’Tis no counterfeit, 

Saf. Tis his right Ring, by Heav’o. I told ye all, 
When we firft put this dang’rous Stone a rowling, 
‘Twould fall upon our felves. 

Nor. Do you think, my Lords, 

The King will fuffer but the little Finger 
OF this Man to be vex’d? 
Cham. ’Tis now too certain, 
How much more is his Life in value with hm % 
Would I were fairly out ont, 
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Crom. My Mind gave me, 
In feeking Tales and {nformations . 
Againft this Man, whofe Honelfty the Devil 
And his Difciples only envy at, 
Ve blew the Fire that burns ye; now have at ye. 
Enter King frowning on them, takes his Seat. 
Gard. Dread Sovereign, 
How much are we bound to Heav’n, 
In daily Thanks, that gave us fuch a Prince; 
Not only Good and Wife, but moft Religious: 
One that in all Obedience, makes the Church 
The chief aim of his Honour, and to ftrengthen 
That holy Duty of our dear Refpect, 
His Royal Self in Judgment comes to hear 
The Caufe betwixt her and this great Offender. 
King. You were ever good at fudden Commendations, 
Bithop of Winchefter. But know, I come not 
To hear fuch Flattery now, and in my prefence, 
They are too thin and bafe to hide Offences. 
To me you cannot reach; you play the Spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your Tongue to win me: 
But whatfoe’er thou tak’ft me for, I’m fure 
Thou haft a-cruel Nature, and a bloody. 
Good Man, fitdown: now let me fee the proudeft [To Crane 
He that dares moft, but wag his Finger at thee. — 
By.all that’s Holy, he had better ftarve, 
Than but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sar, May it pleafe your Grace, 
King. No, Sir, 1 does not pleafe me, 
I had thought I had Men of fome Underftanding, 
And Wifdom, of my Council; but I find none: 
Warit diferetion, Lords, to let this Man, 
This good Man, (few of you deferve the Title,) 
This honeft Ma», wait like a lowfie Foot-boy 
At Chamber Door, and one, as great as you are? 
Why, what a fhame was this? Did my Commiffion 
Bid ye fo far forget your felves? I gave ye 
Power, as he was a Counfellor, totry him, 
Not asa Groom; there’s fome of ye, I fee, 
More out of Malice than Integrity, 
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Would try him to the utmoft, had ye mean ; 
Which ye fhall never have, while I do live. 

Cham. Thus far, 

My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your Grace, 
To let my Tongue excufe all. What was purpos’d 
Concerning his Imprifonment, was rather, 

If there be faith in Men, meant for his Trial, 

And fair Purgation to the World, than Malice; 

I’m fure in me. 

King. Well, well, my Lords, refpect him : 

Take him, and ufe*hitmn well; he’s worthy of it. 

I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 

May be beholdento a Subject, I 

Am, for his Love and Service, fo to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 

Be Friends for fhame, my Lords. My Lord of Canterbary, 
Ihave a Suit, which you muft not deny me. 

There is a fair young Maidthat yet wants Baptifm, 

You muft be Godfather, and anfwer for ber. 

Cran, The greateft Monarch now alive may glory 
In fuch an Hanour; how may [ deferve it, 

That am a poor and humble Subje& to you? 

King.. Come, come, my Lord, you’d fpare your Spoons: 
You fhall have two noble Partners with you: the old Dutch- 
els of Norfolk, and the Lady Marquefs of Dor/et ? 

Will thefe pleafe you ? 
Once more, my Lord of Winchefter, 1 charge you 
Embrace, and love this Man. 
Gard. With a true Heart, 
And Brother’s love I do it. 

Cran. And let Heav’n 
Witnefs, how dear I hold this Confirmation. 

King. Good Man, thofe joyful Tears fhew thy true Heart; 
The common Voice I fee is verified 
Of thee, which fays thus: Do my Lord of Canterbury 
A fhrewd turn, and he’s your Friend for ever. 

Come, Lords, we trifle time away: I long 
To have this young one made a Chriftian. 
As I have made ye one, Lords, one remain: 


So I grow ftronger, you more Honour gain. [ Exewnt. 
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take the Court for Parss Garden? y 
gaping. 


this a Place to roar in 
and ftrong ones; tl 


your Heads; you mu 
for Ale and Cakes here, you rude Ratcals ? 
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SCENE IIL 


Noife and Tumult within « Enter Porter and his Mam 


rour noife anon, ye Rafcals; do you 


Port, You'll leave 
e rude Slaves, leave your 


Within. Good Mr. Porter, 1 belong to th’ Larder. 

Port. Belong to the Gallows. and be hang’d, ye Rogues Is 
2 Fetch me a dozen Crab-tree Staves, 
sefe are but Switches to “em: I'll {cratch 
ft be feeing Chriftnings? Do you look 


Maun. Pray, Sir, be patient; tis as much impofiible, 
Unlefs we {wept them from the Door with Cannons, 
To {catter em, as ’tis to make “em fleep 
On May-day Morning, which will never be: 

We may as well puth apainft Pauls, as ftir “em. 

Port. How got they in, and be haneg’d ? 

Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the Tide in? 

As much as one found Cudgel of four Foot, 
You fee the poot remainder, could diftribute, 
1 made no fpare, Sir. 

Port. You did nothing, Sir. 

Man. 1 am not Sampfon, not Sir Guy, nor Colebrand, 
To mow ’em down before me; but iff fpar’d any 
That had a Head to hit, either young or old, 

He or fhe, Cuckold, or Cuckold-maker, 
Let me ne'er hope to fee a Chine again; 
And that I would not for a Cow, Ged fave her. 

Within. Do you hear, Mr, Porter é 

Port, \ thall be with yau prefently, good Mr. Puppy. 
Keep the Door clofe, Sirrah. 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What fhould you do, but knock ’em down by the 
dozens? Is this Aforefields to Mutter in? Or have we fome 
ftrange Indian with the great Tool, come to Court, the Wo- 
men fo befiege us ? Blefs me ! whata fry of Fornication is at 
she Door? On my Chriftian Confcience, this one Chrilt- 
ning will beget a thoufand, here will be Father, God-fathers 


and all together. 
Man, 


a 


maniie 


eV 
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Mun. The Spoons will be the bigger, Sir, there is a Fel- 
low fom’what near the Door, he fh Salt be a Brafier by his 
Face, for o’ my Cor {cience Fwenty of the D g-days now 
reign in’s Nofes ali that ftand abour him are under the Line, 
they need no other Penance; that Fire-Drake did I hit three 
times on the Head, and three times Was his Nofe difcharged 
apainft me; he {taads there like a Mortar- piece to blow Us UPe 
There was Haberdather s Wife of {mall Wit, near him, that 
raild upon me, ’cill hi r pinck’d Porritt nger fel t of her oi 
for kindling fi t h a combuftion in the State. I mitt che Me- 
. hit that Womai Ny who cry ’d out C! ubs, “hen 
runcheons « draw to her 
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teor once, and 
I might fee from far, fome forty 

Succour, which were the hope o’th’ Strand, where fhe was 
quarter’'d; they fell on, I made good my,Piace; at leneth 
ney came to th’ Broom-ftaff to me,{ defy’d ’em ftill, when 
fuddenly a File of Boys behind ’em, loofe fhot, deliver'd 
fuch a fhower of Pibbles, that I was fain to draw mine Ho- 
nour in, and Jet em win the Work; the Devil was amongft 
"em, I thin ik fur ely. 

Port. Thefe are the Youths that thunder at a Play-houfe 
and fight ¢ r bitten App les, that no Audience but the Tribu: 
lation “at Tower-Hill, or the Limbs of Lime- Floufe, th: ir Gear 
Brothers, are able to endure. Ihave fome of ’em in Limbo 
Patrum, and there they are like to dance thefe three Days; 
befides the running ‘Banquet of two Beadles, that-as to 
come. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy ome; what a Mul titude are here @ 
They grow ftill too; from all Parts they are c ming, 
As if we kept a Fair here? where are thefe Porters 2 
Thefe lazy Kiaves? Ye've made a fine Hand, Fellows @ 
There’s a trim Rabble let in; are all thefe 
Your faithful Eriends o’th’ Suburbs? We fhal] have 
Great ftore of room, no doubt, lefr for the Lacies, 


When they pafs back from the ‘Chriftoing? 
Pert. And’t pleafe your Honour, 

We are but Men, and what fo many may do, 

Not being torn in pieces, we have cone: 

An Army cannot rule *«m. 


Chai. 
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Cham. As I live, 
If the King blame me for’t, Til lay ye all 
By th’ Heels, and fuddenly ; and on your Heads — 
Clap round Fines, for negle&: Y’are lazy Knaves, 
And here ye lye baiting of Bombards, when 
Ye thould do Service. Hark, the Trumpets found, 
Th’are come already from the Chriftning ; 
Go break among the Prefs, and find a way out 
To let the Troop pafs fairly; or Dll find 
A Mar fbalfea fhall hold ye play thefe two Months. 
Port. Make way there, for the Princefs. 
Man. You great Fellow, 
Stand clofe up, or I’ll make your Head ake. 
Port. You ith’ Chamblet, get up o’th’ Rail, 
I'll peck you over the Pales elfe. [ Exennt, 


GS C8 UN: eo Be 


Enter Trumpets founding; then two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, 
Garter, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk with his Maar fhal’s Staff, 
Duke of Suffolk, tavo Noblemen, bearing great Standing Bowls 
for the Chriftning Gifts; Then four Neblemen bearing a Ca- 
nopy, under which the Dutche{s of Norfolk, God-morher, 
bearing the Child richly habited in a Adantle, &c. Train born 
by.a Lady: Then follows the Marchionefs of Dorfet, the other 
God-mother,and Ladies. The Troop pafs once about the Stagt, 
and Garter /peaks. 


Gart. Heaven, 

From thy endlefs Goodnefs fend profperous Life, 
Long, aod ever happy, to the high and mighty 
Princefs of England, Elizabeth. 

; Flourifb. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran. And to your Royal Grace, and the good Queen, 
My Noble Partners, and my felf thus pray, ; 
All comfort, joy inthis moft gracious Lady; 

Heav’a ever laid up to make Parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye. 
King. Thank you good’Lord Archbifhop: 
What is her Name ? : é 
Cran. Elizabeth. 
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King. Stand up, Lord; 
With this Kifs, take my Blefing: God protec thee, 
Into whofe hand I give thy Life. 

Cran, men. 

King. My noble Goflips, yhave been too prodigal, 
J thank ye heartily: So fhall this Lady, 

When the hes fo much Exglifh. , 

Cran. Let me fpeak, Sir, 

For Heav’n now bids me; and the words I utter, 
Let none think Flattery; for theyll find ’em Truth. 
This Royal Infant, Heav’n flill move about her, 
Though io her Cradle, yet now promifes 

Upon this Land, a thoufand thoufand Bleffings, 
Which time fhall bring to ripenefs: She fhall be, 
(But few now living can behold that Goodnefs,) 

A Patrern to all Princes living with her, 

And all that fhall fucceed: Saba was never 

More covetous of Wifdom, and fair Virtue, 

Than this poor Soul fhall be. All Princely Graces 
That mould up fuch a mighty Piece as this is, 
With all the Virtues that attend the Good, 

Shall fill be doubled on her. Truth fhall nurfe her, 
Holy and Heav’nly Thoughts {till Counfel her: 

She fhall be lov’d and fear’d. Her own fhall blefs her; 
Her Foes fhake like a Field of beaten Corn, 

And hang their Heads with Sorrow: 

Good grows with her, 

In her days every Man fhall eat in fafety, 

Under his own Vine what he plants; and fing 

The merry Songs of Peace to all his Neighbours. 

God fhall be truly known, and thofe about her 

From her fhall read the perfe& ways of Honour, 

And by thofe claim their Greatnefs, not by Blood. 

Nor fhall this Peace fleep with her; But as when 

The Bird of wonder dies, the Maiden Pheenix, 

Her Afhes new create another Heir, 

As greatiin admiration as her felf; 

So hall fhe leave her Bleffednefs to One, 


(When Heav’n thal call her from this cloud of darknefs,) 


Who from the facred Afhes of her Honour 
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Shall Star-like rife, as great in Fame as fhe wi 

And fo ftand fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love, I ete Terrour, 
That were the Servants to this co fen infane, 

Shall then be his, and like a Vine grow to him; 

Where ever the bright Sun of Hea v’a fhall thine, 

His Honour, and the greatnefs of his Name, 

Shall be, and make new N ations. He fhail flourifh, 
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And 5 4 Mountain Cedai , reach his Brane hes, 
To all the Plains about hi m: Our Children’s Children 
Shall { {ee . is, and blefs Heavy: 
King. Thou {pr shell W oi ee she 
Cran. She fh all be to the Hap pang efs of England, ' 
An aged I yincefs; many days fhall fee e her, M8 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more: But fhe muft die, 4 
Aah She muft, the Saints muft have her, yet a Virgin, 
tae) A molt unfpotted Lilly fhall the pafs 
a ot ie To th’ Ground, and all the World fhall mourn her. lus 
King. O L« xd Archbifhop, } 
Thou haft made me now a Man;-never, before UY 
This happy Child, did I get any thing. i 
This Oracle of Comfort has fo pleas’d me, mI 
That when I am in Heav’n, I. fhall defire m 
To fee what this Child docs, and ppt my Maker, 
I thank ye all.. To you, my good Lord Mayor, 
And you good Brethren, I am much beholden: 
1 have receiv’d much Honour by your prefence, | 
And ye fhall find me thankful. Lead t! way, Lords, L, 
Ye muft all fee the Queen, and the muft thank ye, 
She will be fick elfe.. This day, no Man think | 
H’as bufinefs at his Houfe, for all thall il flays 
This little One fhall make it Holy-day. [ Excunt, 
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EPILOGUE 


? “1S ten to one this Play can never pleafe APR 


All that ave here: Some come to take 


their eafe, ce 

ee ; e ; J ¥, f 

And fleep out Aan Abt or £W0 5 but thofe we pear : i 
We've frighted with our Trumpets : fo tis clear, he 


They Il fay it’s naught. Others, to hear the City 
Abus d extreamly, and to evy That's witty ; He 
Which we have not done neither; that,1 fear, ae 


All the expetbed good ware like to hear, ru bi 
For this Play at this time, is only in aa 
The merciful Conftruttion of good Women ; bral aay 

ate 


For fuch a-one we foew'd em: If they {mile, ‘ee if 
And fay twill dos 1 know within a while, lie a 
All the bef Men ave ours; for ’tis ill hap, rae i 
If they hold, when their Ladies bid ’em clap. } a ite 
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PROLOGUE 


i; Troy, there lyes the Scene : From Zfles ef Greece 
The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood baf’a, 
Have to the Port of Athens fest their Ships, 
Fraught with the Minifters wal Lnftruments 

Of C. uel War: Sixty and nine that wore 

Their Crownets Regal, from th’ Athenian Bay 

Put forth toward Phrygia, 4 and their Vow is made 
To ranfack Troy, 2 within whofe frrong Immures, 
The ravifo'd Helen, Menelaus Queen, 

With wanton Paris feeps, and that’s the Quarrel. 
To Tenedos they come, 

And the deep-drawing Barks do there difgorge 
Their warlike Fraugh tage : Now on Dardan Plains, 
The frefh ana yet unbr nifed Greeks, do pitch 
Their brave Pavillions. Priam’s fix-gated City, 
Dardan, avd Timbria, Helias, Chetas, Trouen, 
And Antenonidus, with maffy Staples, 

And corre/ponfive and fulfilli ng Bolts, 

Stir up the Sons of Troy. 

Now Expectation tickling skittifh Spirits, 

On ove and other fide, ‘Vrojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard. And hither am I come 

A Prologue oat st not in Confidence 

Of Author's Pen, or Alfor’s Voice ; bat fuited 

In like a as our Argument 5 

To tell yon (fair Be holder s) that ext Pla 

Leaps o'er the vaunt and firftlings o, t shofe Broils, 
Beginning in dis 97) iddle : ; ftar ting thence A2 VAs 

a what m ay b t digefted in a Pi lay 

Like, or find fault, do as your rere: are, 
Now good, or bad, ‘tis but the chance of War. 
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Hector, 


“4 roilus, 


Paris, Ls 
Deiphobus, STR OJA N 58. 


Helenus, 

fEneas, 

Pandarus, 

Antenor, (" 


Agamemnon, } 

Achilles, | 

Ajax; 

Menelaus, | | 
Ulvfles, : H | 
 chethagiaere 4 SAT 

Diomedes, | 

Patroclus, 

Therfites, | 

Calchas, 

Helen, Wife to Menelauss in Love with Patis. 

Andromache, Wife to Hector. TT 
Creflida, ‘Daughter to Calchas, in Love ? 
Troilus. j 
Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other Attendee 


SCENE Troy and the Grecian Camp 
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ACTL SCENEL 
S CEN E Troy. 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 


TROILGYM &- 
ATL here my Varlet, Pll unarm again. 





| Why fhould I wart without the Walls of 
Lf on es 
That find fuch critel Battel here within 2 
= & Flac of Trojan that | is Malte of his Heart, 
jit tooo 7 1 him to Field, 2 Troilus alas hath neae. 


Pan. Will this on ne’er be mended ? 
nv Troi. The ma e ftrong, BY skilful to their itreng 
| tit g 
Fierce to their skill, =8, to their fercenefs valiant: 
But I am weaker than a Woman's Tea 
Tamer than Sleep, so" jer than Ig snorance ; 


Lefs va! jan c than ‘he Virgin in che Night, 


And skillefs as unpractis ‘d Infancy- = 
“AK. 
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Pan. Well, 1 have told you enough of this: For my ** 
Part, Pll not meddle nor make any farther. He that will 7” 
have a Cake out of the Wheat, muft needs tarry the | 
Grinding. 

Troi, Have I not tarried 

Pan. Ay, the Grinding; but you muft tarry the Boulting, 

Froi. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the Boulting ; but you muft tarry the Leav ning, yf 

Troi, Still have I tarried. | 

Pan, Ay, to the Leav'ning : but here's yet in the word th 
hereafcer, the Kneading, the making of the Cake, the Heat!" 
ing of the Oven, and the Baking ; nay, you muft ftay the! 
cooling too, or you may chance to burn your Lips. he 

Troi, Patience her felf, what Goddefs e’er fhe be, the 
Doth leffer blench at Sufferance, than I do: I 
At Priam’s Royal Table I do fit; hy, 

And when fair Greffid comes into my T houghts;———— Mt 
So, Traitor! When fhe comes, when fhe is thence mn, 

Pan. Wells hi 

She look’d yelternight fairer than ever I faw her look, lt 


Grany Women elle. 5 





Troi. L was about to tell thee, when my Heart, hi 
As wedved with a figh, would rive in ‘twain, ian 
Left Heétor, or my Father fhould perceive me, Irs 
I have (as when the Sun doth light a Storm) ln 
Buried this figh, in wrinkle of a {mile: M 
But Sorrow, that is couch’d in fecming Gladnefs, t 
Is like that Mirth Fate turns to fudden Sadnefs, im 

Pan, And her Hair were not fomewhat darker than He |i 





ben's well 2O TO, there were no more Comparifon between |i 
the Women. But for my part fhe 1s my Kinfwoman, | | 
would not (as they term it) praife ir———but I would fome | 
by heard her talk yefterday, as I did: I will not 
difpraife your Sifter Caffandra’s Wit, but-—— 

Troi. O Pandarus | Utell thee, Pandarus-—— 
When I do tell thee, there my Hopes lye drown’d, 
Reply not in how many Fathoms deep 
They lye intrench’d. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Crefid’s Love. Thou anfwer'lt, the is Fair, 
Pour’ ft in the open Ulcer of my Heart, 

Her Eyes, her Hair, her Cheek, her Gate, her Voices 
Handlei 


——s 


“ag 
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Handleft in thy Difcourfe———-O that! her Hand! ——= 
(In whofe Comparifon, all Whites are ys 
= a their own mapas to W ofe fofe feizure 

The Cignets Down is harfh, and Spirit t of Seni 


Hardas the Palm of Plo neha ian. This thou rell’it me; 
As true thou tell’ft me; when I fay } 
But faying thus, inftead of Oil and Ba 
Thou lay’ in every gafh that Love hath gt 
The Knife that made it. 

Pan.. I {peek no more than Truth. 

Troi. Thou doft not fpeak fo mach. 

Pan, Faith, P}) not meddle in’t. Let her be a$ fhe is, 
f the be fair, ‘tis the better for her; and the be not, fhe 
has the mends in her own hands. 

Troi, Good Pandarus; how now, bi 

Pan, \ have had my labour for my trave , ill thought on 
of her, and ill thought on of you: Gone between and be- 
tween, but {mall thanks for my lal 

Troi. What att thou angry, Pavdarus? what, with me ? 

Pan. Recaufe the is Kin to me, therefore he’s not fo fair 
as Helen; and fhe were not Kin to me, fre would be as fair 
on Friday, a8 Helen is on San lay. But what care I ¢ i care 
not and the were a Black-a-More, ‘tis all one to me. 

Troi. Say ts (he is mot fair ? 

Pan. 1 do not care moses you door no, She’s a Fool 
to {tay | behip | her Father : Let her to the Greerss and fo 
Til tell her the next time I fee her : for my part, Ij] meddle 
nor make no more ith’ matter, 

Troi. Panaarus 

Pan. Not Il. 

Troi. Sweet Pandarz 

Pan. Pray you {pe ak no moreto me, rt will leave ali as i 
found it, and there’s an end | fix jaru 

c 








— 


Troi. Peace, y ou ungracious “4 mours, pzace rude Sound: 
Fool, on both fides, Helen muft needs be fair, 

When with your Blood you daily paint her thus 
I cannot fi: ht upon this Arg ument, 

Tt istoo ftarv’d a Sub; et for my 5 yvord 3 


But Pandaras—— O Gov >! haw do pon u plage me / 
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I cannot come to Creffid, but by Panaar#t, 
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And he’s as teachy to be wood to woe, 
And the is ftubborn, chaft, againft all fute. 
Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's Love, 
What Creffid is, what Pazdar, and what we: 
Her Bed is /adia, there fhe lyes, a Pearl, 
Between our J//iam, and where fhe refides 
Let it be call’d the mild and wandring Flood, 

Our felf the Merchant, and this failing Pandar 

Our doubtful Hope, our Convoy, and our Bark. 

Alarum. Enter ALneas. 
eine. low now Prince Tyrotlus ? 

Wherefore not rth’ Field2 
Troi. Becaufe not there ; this Woman's anfwer forts, 

For womauith itis to be fromthence : 

What News, exeas, from the Field to day ? 
ene. Lhat Paris is returned home, and hurt. 

Troi. BY whom, -4xcas? 
efine. Troilus, by Atenelaus. 
Troi, Let Paris bleed, tis but a fear to Scorn. 

Paris is gor’d with Menelaus Horn. [ Alarum, 
e4ine. Hark, what good Sport is out of Town to day? 
Troi. Better athome, if Would I might, were May—— 

But tothe Sport abroad——eare you bound thither ? 
eine. In all {wift hafte. 

Zroi. Come, go we then together. 
Enter Creflida and a Servant. 
Cre. Who were thofe went by ? 
Ser. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 
Cre. And whither go they 2 

* Ser. Up tothe Eaftern Tower, 

Whofe height commands as fubje& all the Vale, 

To fee the Battel; Heétor, whofe Patience 

Is as a Virtue fix’d, to day was mov'd: 

He chid Avdromache, and ftruck his Armorer, 

And like as there were Husbandry in War, 

Before the Sun rofe, he was harneft light, 

And to the Field goes he; where evry Flower 


¥ 
~*~: 4 


Did as a Prophet weep what it forcfaw, 
In Hevtor’s Wath. 


Gre. What was his caufe of Anger ? 


| Exennt. 


is 
Lore 
iney ¢ 
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Ser. The noife goes this; 
There is among the Greeks, 
A Lord of Trojan Blood, Nephew to Heéor, 
They call him Ajax, 

Cre. Good; and what of him ? 


Ser. They fay he is a very Man per fe, and ftands alone. 

Cre. So do all Men, unlefs they are drunk, fick, or have 
no Legs. 

Ser. This Man, Lady, hath robb’d many Beafts of their 
particular Additions, he is as valiant as the Lyon, churlith 
as the Bear, flow as the Elephant;a Man into whom Nature 
hath fo crouded Humours, that his Valour is crufht into 
Folly, his Folly fauced with Difcretion: There is no Man hath 
a Virtue, that he hath not a Glimpfe of, nor any Man an 
Attaint, but he carries fome Stain of it. He is melancho« 
ly without Caufe, and merry againft the Hair; he hath the 
Joints of every thing, but every thing fo out of Joint, that 
he isa gouty Briarezs, many Hands and no ufe; 
blinded -4rgus, all Eyes and no Sight. 

Cree But how ‘thould this Man (that makes me {mile) 
make Heétor angry ¢ 

Ser. They fay, he Yefterday cop’d Hzéfor in the Battel 
and ftruck him down, the Difdain and Shame wh E 
ever fince kept Hettor fafting and waking. 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cre. Who comes here? 

Ser. Madam, your Uncle Pazdarus. 

Cre. Heétor’s a gallant Man. 

Ser. As may be in the World, Lady. 

Pan. What's that? what’s that2 

Cre. Good morrow, Uncle Pandarus 


42 Ubit i Je 


~ "ane Bren sage 

Pan. Good moriow, Coufin Crefid: what do voutalk of? 
- _ “es : “ = * 444 ee 4 . : 2 
sood morrow, Alexander; how do yo 


OF pur= 


— ~4 ; zn 
ereof hath 


ee gee Me ay tS Felco 
10 you, Coulin? when were 

ti 
you at Lilium? 


Cre. This Morning, Uncle. 


Pan, What were you talking of, when I came? Was 


cl - 7 aqgQ : anne ? > tT > a, ” ra Br ry ms 
Hectior arm‘d and 50 ‘s © 10 Yo Can Ce to Llinm? Helen was 


‘ 

- 

" 
4 


hor up? wa: thee 
q 


7 yr? 
Gre. Heélor was gone, bu 


¢a Was not up. 
Pan. En fo; Heétor was ftirrins 


early. 
Cre. That were we talking of, and of his Angers 
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Pan, Was he angry? (a 
Pan, True, he was fo; 


eo 


I know the Caufe too, he'll lay fa 
about him to Day I can tell them that 5 and there’s Troilus i 
will not come far behind him, let them take heed Of Trois = # 
lus: I can tell them that too. vi 

Cre. What is he ang g mt 


‘ 


uy AC 
ry too 
3 


Paz. Who, Troilus 2 
Troilus is the better Man of the two, | 

Cre. On Fupiter ; there $ no comparifon, if 

Paz. What not between Zrotlus and -Hetter? do you 
know a Man if you fee him ? 

Gre. Ay, if 1 ever faw him before, and knew him. fi 

Pan. Well, I fay Troilas 1s Troilus. 

Cre. Then you fay, as] fay, y 
For I am fure he is not Heéior. i 

Pan. No, nor Heéter is not Troilus, 0 

Cre. ’Tis juft to each of them, he is himfelf. 

Pan, Wimfelf alas poor Troilus? 1 would he were. 


fame CCErees. Ut 


Cre. So he 3s. 

Pan. Condition I had gone bare-fcot ta Judia. Cr 

Cre. He is not Hetiar. 

Pay, Himfelf noe he’s not himfelf, would a were him- nd 
felf; well, the Godsare above, rime muft friend or end; 
well, Troilus, well, I would my Heart were in her Bos 
dy —— no, Heltor is nota better Man than Troilus. AN 
Cre. Excufe me. | 
Pan. He is Elder. 

Cre, Pardon me, pardon me. 
Pan, Throther’s not comet you fhall tell me another 
come to’t: Hetfor fhall not have his 


— oy 
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al 


rp > re 
Pate when th’other s 
Wit this Year. 





( E34 fhall not need it, if he have his own. 

fi Nor his Qualities. 

Cre, No matter. 

Pan. Nor his Beauty. 

Coe. T would not become him, his own’s better. 

Pan. Youhave no Judgement, Neice; Helen her felf {wore 
eh) ther Day, tna! Troilus for a brown Fayour, (for fovus 
i mutt confefs) not brown neither— 

ee 
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Pan. Faith to fay Truth, brown a! d not brown. 

Cre. To fay the Truth, true and not true, 

Pan. She prais'd his Complexion above Paris. 

Cre. Why. Paris hath Colour enongh, 

Pan. S» he has. 

Cre. Then Troilzs fhould have too much; if fh 
him above, his Comp}exion is higher than his, he h 
Colour enough, and the other higher, istoo faming a 
fora good Complexion. | had as lieve Helen’s goldcn Ton 
had commanded Troilus for a copper Note. 

Pax. I {wear to you, 

I think Helen loves him better than Paris. 

Ge. Fhen fhe’s a merry Greek indeed. 

Pan. Nay,t am (ure the doe. She came to him th’other 
Day into the compa(t Window, and you know he has not 
paft three or four Hairs on his Chin, 

Cree Indeed a Fapfters Arithmetic may foon bring his 
particulars therein to a Total. 

Pan. Why he is very Young, and yet will he withinthrce 
Pound life as much as his Brother Heéfor. 

Cre. {s he fo young a Man, and {> old a Lifter 2 

Pan, But to prove to you that Helen loves him, fhe came 
and puts me her white Hand to his cloven Chin. 

Cre. Funo have Mercy, how came it Cloyen? 

Pan. Why, you know ’tis dimpled. 

I think his {miling becomes him better, than any Man in 
all Phrigia. 

Cre, Oh, he {miles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he note 


J 


Gre. Oh yes, and *twere a Cloud in Autumn. 


Pan. Why go to then———— but to prove to you that 
Helen \oves Troilus. 

Cre. Troilus will and to the 
Preof, if you'll prove it fo. 

Pan. Troilus? why he efteems her no more, than I 
{teem an addie Egg. 

Cre. If you love an eddie Ege, as well as you loveanidle 
Head, you would eat Chickens 1’ch’ fhell. 


ry 


Pan. I cannot chufe but Laugh ro think how the tickled 
his Chin; indeed fhe has a Maryel’s white Hard, | mult 
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Cre. Without the Rack. : 
Pan, And fhe takes upon her to {py a white Hair on his 
Chin. rie 
Gre. Alas, poor Chin! many a Wart is richer. 
there was fuch laughing, Queen Hecuba laught 


»ut T € 

Cre. W ith Milftones. 

Pan. And Caffandra \aught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate Fire under the pot of 
her Eyes; Did her Eyes rua o’er too¢ 

Pan. And Heétor laught. 

Cre, At what was ‘all this laughing ¢ 

Pay Marry at the white Hair, that Helen {pied on Troilus's 


lL GAn, Avac 
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Cre, And *had been a-green Hair, I fhould have laught 


o 


3 


Pay. Quoth the, here’s but two and fifty Hairs on your 
Chin, and one of them is whites 

Cre. This is her Queltion. 

Pan, That’s true, make no queftion of that: Two and fif- 
ty Hairs, quoth he, and one white, that white Hair is my 
Father, and all the reft are his Sons. ‘Fupiter, quoth fhe, 
which of thefe Hairsis Paris, my Husband ¢ The forked one, 
quoth he, pluck’t out and give it him: But there was fuch 
laughing, and Helen fo bluth’d, and Paris fo chaft, and all 
the reft fo laughr, that it paft. 


Cre. What was his Anfwer 2 
; F 
ft 


hts 
Cre. So let it nowy, 
For it has been a great while going by. 
Pan. Well, Coufins 
I told you a thing Yefterday ; think on’e. 
Cre. $o 1 do. 
Pax. Vil be {worn “tis true; he will weep you an "ewere 4 
Man born in April. | Sound a Retreat. 
Cre. Avd Vii foring up in his Tears,as “twere a Nettle a- 


Pun, Fark, they are coming from the Field, fhall we ftand 
them, as they pafs towards Llism¢ good 
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Cre. At your Pleafure, 

Pan. Bere, here, here’s an excellent Place, here we may 
fee moft bravely, Vil tell you them all by their Names, as 
they pals by, but mark Troilus above the reit. 
Fineas paffes over tne Stage. 

Cre. Speak not fo loud. 

Pan. That’s e#neas; 1s not that abrave Man? he’soneof 
the Flowers of Zroy, 1 can tell you, but mark TZrotlus, you 


fhall fee anon. 

Cre. Who’s that ? 

Antenor paffes over the Stage. 

Pan. That’s Antenor, he has a fhrewd Wit, I can tel] you, 
and he’s a Man good enough, he’s one o’th’ foundeft Judg- 
ment in Troy whofoever, and a proper Man of Perfon; when 
comes Troilus? Vil thew you Trois anon 5 if he feeeme, you 
fhall fee him nod at me. 

Cre. Will he give you the nod? 

Pan. You fhall fee. 

Cre, If he do, the Rich fhall have more. 

Hector paffes over. 

Pan. That’s Heétor, that, that, look you, that, there's 
aFellow. Gothy way, Hector, there’sa brave Man, Neice, 
O brave Heétor! Look how he looks? there’sa Countenance! 


sc? a = > Ar ? 
1S fi not a brave Man ¢ 


Cre. O brave Man! 
Pin, Isa not? It docs a Man’s Heart good, look you what 
hacks are on his Helmet, look you yonder, do you fee? -_ 


you there? There’s no jefting 5 laying on, tak’c off who will, 
as they fay; there be hacks. 
Cre Be thofe with Swords ¢ 
Paris paffes over» 
Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, and the Devilcome 
to him, it’s all one; by Godslid it does ones Heart good. 
Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Paris: Look ye yonders 
Neice, is’¢ not a gallant Man too, istnot? Whys thisis brave 
now : Who faid he came home hurt to Day? He’s not hurt 3 
why, this will do Helen’s Heart good now, ha? Would I 
could fee Troilus now, you fhall {ee Troilus anone 


Cre. Who’s that? 
Helenus 
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Telenus paffes over. 

Pau. V'rsat’s EPs #s, LF mar ih where Troiles 1s, that’s He. 
lenyy2-——F think he went not forth to Day; thats Helenus, 
Cre. Can Helenas fight, Unele ? 

Pan Helenus, no—~ Yes; he ll figitt 
marvel were Troilus is; _ hark , do you 
crv Troilus? Helenws 1s 2 Priefts 

-Cré. What grey J Pei wv comes yonder ? 

pay affes OVEN 


idifferent well ——[ 
not hear the People 


ee J 
> t oat nese ? c oinhabE# 
t os ai le WV} wre i } {3 | i — T n ai | De pT U OHS « 


>Lis Troilus! 
Ty here’s 5 vi er W i C@-=-.-[72M =-bray ye Troil#s; the Prince 
Cre, Peace, for —_ peace. 

KI eM » him: O brave Troilus: Look well 


Pan, Nha Peng: 
upon him, ce, look you how his Sword is bloedied, and 


his Helm more hac 7 then Heilor’s, and how he looks, and 
how he gocs! O admirable Youth! he ne'er faw three and 
twenty. Go thy way Troilzs, go thy way 5 had La Sifter 
were a Grace, or a Daughter a Goddels, he fhould take 
his choice. O admirable Man! Paris? Paris 1s dirt to 
him, and I watrant, Helen to change would give Mony to 
boot. 
Enter common Soldiers, 

Cre. Here come more. 

Pan, Affes, Fools, Dolcs, Chaff and Bran, Chaff and Bran; 
Potridge after Meat. I nee live and-dye ith’ Eyes of 
Trait, Ne’er look, nt’er look ; the Eagles are gone, Crows 
and Paws, Crows and Daws: [had rather be fuch a Manas 
é Z rotlus, t that 3) Ay AP7EHAHO and all Greece. 

Cre. There is amo ig the Greeks Achilles, a better Man 
than Troilus. 

Pan. Achilles? 2 Dray-man, a Porter, a very Camel. 

Gre. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, saveltsit> WY hys have you any Difcretion ? Have 
you any Eyes? Do you k now what a Man is? Is not Births 
Beauty, , good ge Diicourfe, Manhood, Learning, Gen- 
tlehéls, Virtue, Youth, Lit ser ty, and £ foith, the Spice 
acd Sale that feafons a Man? 

Cree Ay, a minc ‘d Man F and then to be bak’d with no 
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Troilus and Cretitam 


Pan. You are fuch another Weman, one knows not at what pes 
ward you lye. 

: > _T1.. ae Ag FOS: i 
Cre. Upon my Back, to defend n y Belly; upon m™ ney 


- 


Wit, to defend my Wiles; upon my Secrefie, to defend | 
s + " y ¢ ; ee ‘ _—s ‘or 
: mine Honefiy ; my Mask to aefend my Besuty, and you to . 
defend all thefe; and at all thefe Wards I lye ata thoufand 


Watches, 
Pan, Say one of your Watches. os 
Cre, Nay; Pi} watch mou for that. ana that’s one cf the 

chicfelt of them too; if T candot ward what I would not 

have hit, 1 can watch you for telling how 

unlefs it fwell paft RAE 


Boy. Sir, my Lord would inftantly {p ak with you. Fy 
Pan. Whetee 
Boy, At your OoWD Flovf 
. 7 eae Ohh; ro. F donht he be hurt 
Pan. Good Boy, tell him 1 come, Fk coubt he oe nur. 


} 3 
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Fare ye well, Pood Niece. 
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Cre, sinha u, Uncie—— 

rou, Niece, by and by. | 
“Ae le. the? ty 
Pan. A a Token from Troilas. AT 
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Cre. By the fame token, you are a bewa, Ex 
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Troilus and Creflida. 


SCENE IL. Agamemnon s Tent in the Gte- 
cian Camp. 


Trampets. Enter Agamemnon, Neftor, Ulyffes, Diomedes, 
Menelaus, with others. 


gam, Princes; 

What Grief hath fet the Jaundife on your Cheeks ? 
The ample Propofition that hopes make 
In all defigns begun on Earth below, 
Fails in the promis’d Jargenefs ; checks and difafters 
Grow in the veins of AGions higheft rear'd. 
As knots by the conflux of meeting Sap, 
Infe@& the found Pine, and divert his Grain 
Tortive and errant from his courfe of growth. 
Nor, Princes, is it matter new tO us, 

That we come fhort of our fuppofe fo far, 

That after feven years Siege, yet Zroy Walls ftand ; 
Sith every Action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have Record, Trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not anf{wering the aim, 

And that unbodied Figure of the thought 

That gav’t furmifed fhape. Why then, you Princes, 
Do you with Cheeks abafh’d, behold our Works, 
And think them fhame, which are, indeed, nought elfe 
But the protraGtive Trials of great Jove, 

To find perfiftive Conftancy in Men ? 

The finenefs of which Metal is not found 

Ip Fortune’s love; forthen, the Bold and Coward, 
The Wife and Fool, the Artift and unread, 

The hard and foft, feem all affin’d, and kins, 

But in the Wind and Tempeft of her Frown, 
DiftinGion with a loud and powerful Fan, 

Puffing at all, winnows the light away; 

And what hath Mafs, or Matter by ic felf, 

Lies rich in Virtue, and unmingled. 

Neff. With due obfervance of thy godly Seat, 

Great Agamemnon, Neftor thall apply 

Thy lateft Words. 

In the reproof. of Chanee, 


Lies 
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Troilus avd Creflida. 


Lies the true proof of Men: The Sea being {mooth, 


How many {hallow bauble Boats dare fail | 
Upon her patient Breeft, making their way 
With thofe of noble Bulk ? 
But let the Rufhan Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold, 
The itrong ribb’d Bark thro’ liquid Mountains cuts 
Bounding between the two moift Elements, 
Like Perfeus Horfe : Where’sthen the fawcy Boats 
Whofe weak untimber’d fides but even now 
Co-rival’'d Greatnefs ? Either to harbour fled, 
Or made a Toft for Neptune. Even fo, 
Doth Valour’s fhew, and Valour’s worth divide 
In ftorms of Fortune. 
For, in her ray and brightnefs, 
The Herd hath more annoyance by the Brize 
Than by the Tyger: But, when the fplitting Wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted Oaks, 
And Flies fled under fhade, why then 
The thing of Courage, 
Asrowz'd with rage, with rage doth fympathize, 
And with an accent tun’d in felf-fame Key, 
Retires to chiding Fortune. 
Ulyf. Agamemnon, 


2 


Thou great Commander, Nerve and Bone of Greece, 


Heart of our Numbers, Soul, and only Spirt’, 
In whom the Tempers, and the Minds of all 

Should be (hut up : Hear what Uiyffes {peaks. 

Befides th’Applaufe and Approbation 


1525 


The which, moft Mighty, for thy Place and Merit,[ 7o Aga. 
And thou moft reverend for thy ftretcht-out Life, [ToNetft. 


I give to both your Speeches, which were fuch, 
As Agamemnon and the Hand of Greece 

Should hold up high in Brafs; and fuch again 

As venerable We/for (hatch’d in Silver) 

Should with a bond of Air, {trong as the Axle-tree 
01 which the Heavens ride, knit all Greeks Ears 

To his experienc’d Tongue: Yet let it pleafe both 
(Thou Great and Wife).to hear Ulyfes {peak. 


Aga. Speak, Prince of Jthaca: and be’t of lefs expe, 


hat matter necdicfs, of umportlef{s burthen 
Vo Lis LV, U 
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18 we) 
Divide thy Lipss 
When rank Therfites © 
ci We fhall hear Mufick, Wit snd Oracle. 

| Ulyf. Troy, ye upoG her Bafis, had been down, 
| And the great Heétor's Sword had lack’d a Malter, 
But for thefe inftancese 
The f{peciality of Rule hath been neglected : 

And look how many Grecian Vents do fland 


atte Hollow upon this Plain, fo many hollow Factions. 


than we are confident; 
pes his maftiff Jaws, 


hh - | a Scoahigiely % 
eualtt When that the General is not like the Hives 

hay To whom the Foragers fhall all repa'r, 

nat What Hony 1s expected ¢ Degree being vizarded, 


TH? unworthielt thews as fairly 19 the Mask. 
The Heav’ns themfelves, the Planets, and this Center, 
Oblerve degree, priority and place, 

Infifture, courte, proportion, feafon, form, 

Office and cuftom, in all line of Order: 

And therefore is the glorious Planet Sol, 

In noble Eminence, enthron’d and fphear’d 

Amidft the other, whofe med’cinable Eye 

Corre&s the ill Afpects of Planets evil, 

And polts like the Command’ment of a King, 

Sans check, to good and bad. But when the Planets 
In evil mixture to diforder wander, 

What Plagues, and what Portents, what Mutiny ¢ 
What raging of the Sea¢ fhaking of Earth? 


= € = = ters 
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Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 
The unity, and married calm of States 
Quite from their Gxure ? O, when Degree is fhaken, 
(Which is the Ladder to all high Defigns) 

The Enterprize is fick. How could Communities, 
Degrees in Schools, and Brotherhoods in Cities, 
Peaceful Commerce from dividable Shores, 
Prerogative of Age, Crowns, Scepter; Lawrels, 
(But by Degree) ftand in Authentick Place ¢ 

Take but degree away, untune that String, 

And hark what Difcord follows; each thing meets 
In meer oppugnancy. The bounded Waters 
Would Jift their Bofoms higher than the Shores, 
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Commotion in the Winds ¢ srights, changes, horrors, 
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Troilus and Creflid7. 


And make a fop of all this folid Globe: 
Sireneth would be Lord of Imbecility, 
And the rude Son would ftrike his Father dead: 


Force would be Right ;.or rather, Right and Wrong 


(Between whofe endlefs jar Juftice refides ) 

Would lofe their Names, and fo would Juftice too. 
Then every thing includes it felf in Power, 

Power into. Will, Wall into Appetice, 

And Appetite (an univerfal Wolf, 

So doubly feconded with Will and Power) 

Muft make perforce en univerfal prey, 

And laft, eat up himfelf. 


Great Agamemnon, 


i This Chaos, when Degree is fuffocate, 


\ 


Follows the choaking : 
And this negleGion of Degree is It, 
That by a pace goes backward, in a purpofe 
Ithath to climb. The General’s difdain’d 
By him one ftep below ; he by the next 5 
That next by him beneath : So every ftep, 
Exampled by the firft pace, that is fick 
Of his Superior, grows to an envious Feaver 
w OF pale and bloodlefs Emulation. 
And ’tis this Feaver that keeps Troy on foot, 
«| Not her own Sinews, To end a Tale of leogth, 
Troy in our weakuefs lives, not in her {trength. 
ue Net. Molt wilely hath Ulyffes here difcovei’d 
The Feaver, whereof all our Power is fick. 
Aga. The Nature of the ficknels found, Ulp/fes, 


tls What isthe Remedy 2 
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Ulf; The great Achilles, whom Opinion crowns 


" 


is The Sinew, and the Fore-hand of our Holt, 


ih Having his Ear full of his airy Fame, 


ie 


Grows dainty of his Worth, and in his Tent 
, Lies mocking our Defigns. With him Pasrechass 
Upon a lazy Bed, the live-long day 
Breaks fcurril Jelts; 
4s And with ridiculous and aukward Action, 
(Which, Slanderer, he imitation calls) 7 
He Pageants us. Sometime, great <lgamemnon, 


. Thy toplefs Deputation he puts on 5 
VJ 2 
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Troilus avd Creffida. 


And like a ftrutting Player; whofe Conceit : 
d do ets think it rich 1M 





. e206 t f {} AO 
Lies in his aame-ttring, and 








To hear the wheat Dialogue and Sound we 

> Twixt ‘his ftretch’ d footing, and the Scaffoldage, 

(Such to-be-pith d, and o’er-refte -d feeming 

He acts thy C réa' nels in) and whe he Speaks, 
> Tis like a Ch me a mending; with terms unfq uar’d 3 

Which from the Tongue of roaring Typhon dropt, 4 
Would Pade Fiype rboles. At this futty {tu ff td 
The aria A: ies, on his preftsbed lelhing 

From his deep Cheft, laughs out a loud “AD pplaufe : 

Cries— Comet 1 "tis Agamemnon juft, it 
jow play me a a and ftroke thy Beard aH 
As he, being dreft to fome Oration: ut 
That’s done ; as near as the extr ameft Ends he 
OF | Parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his Wife: rT 
Yet good Achilles full c: ics, Excellent! 4 


‘Tis Nefor right! Now play him, me, Patroelas, 

Arming to anfwer in a Niel tealarm 

And then, forfooth, the faint defeats of Age 

Mut be the Scene of Mirth, to cough an d {pit 

A:.d with a Paifie fumbling on bis Gorget, ly 
Sh.ke in and out the Rivet and at this {port, 











Sir Valour dies ; cries, O! enough. Patroclas—— b, 
Or, give me Ribs of Steel, I fhall fplit all f 
In pleafure of my Spleen. And in this fathion k 
All our Abilities, Gifts, Natures, Shapes, f 


Severals and generals of Grace exact, 

Atchievements, Plots, Orders, Preventions, 

Excitements to the Field, or fpeech for Trucey 

Succefs or Lofs, what is, or is not, ferves 

As {tuff for thefe two, to make Paradoxes, 
Neff. And in the Imntat ion of thefe twain, 

Who, as a es {ays, Opi nion crowns 


Ti7.<? iy b! 

With an Ir crial Voice, many are 1 infect 
Ajax Xs ois : elf wi \'d,. and bears his Head, 
¥ buy eh y oy sae ce F 

Rn 2iswla a VCCI iy 1S fu ll as br oud a place, 

AS DrCe?eC biltes, and kee DS his Le t like him 
BA 3} aoc + he: 210 ween oa - 5 t C 
Makes factions Featts, rails on nour flate of War, 
Bold as.an Oracle, and fers Therfites 

A Sia 2 fwhole (; llc OLDS S Ay ) 
4 BAYS VL Waiver 7a OH > landers like a Mant) 









































Troilus avd Creflida. 


To mitch us in Comparifons with Dirt, hy 
To weaken and difcredit our expofure, AY) 
How rank foever rounded in with danger. an 
Uly/. They tax our Policy, and call 1« Cowardife, Hie 
Count Wifdom as no’ Member of the War, eu 
Fore-ftall our Prefcience, and efteem no Ac, a 
But that of Hand: The ftilf and mental Parts, Lie 
That do contrive how many Hands fhall ftrike A 
When fitnefs calls them on, and know by meafure | 
i, Oftheir obfervant Toil, the Enemies weight, 
— Why this hath not a Fi: ger’s dignity; He, 
They call chis Bed-work, Mupp'ry, Clofer-War : Bit. * 
So that the Ram, that batters down the Wall, Bye. 
For the great {wing and rudenefs of his poze, 
They place before his Hand that made the Engine, sae) 
Ox the fz that with the finenefs of their Souls, i 
By Reafon guide his Execution. i 


Neft. Let this be granted, and Achilles Horfe 1 enhanced 
Makes many Thetis’ Sons, | Tucket founds. : ba 
Aga. What Trumpet ? Look Adenelaus. Bates 
Men, From Troy. 1 iad nt Me 
Enter Ai.neas. et 

ue ga. What would you ’fore our Tent? Tats 
ene. Is this great Agamemnon's Lent, I pray yous anes \ 

5 : 


Kn ES 


Aga, Even this. aie 

eine, May one that isa Herald and a Prince, if 
Do a fair Meffage to his Kingly Ears ? 

Ava. With furety ftronger than Achilles Arm, re) 
Fore all the Greckifh Heads, which with one voice Me Ss 
»Call Agamemnon LJead and General. 

ene. Fair leave, and large fecurity. How may ee 
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Know them from Eyes « f other Mortals¢ Ay 
Aga. How? 
e4ne. Ay: ask, that I might waken Reverence, FE fall bt | 

And on the Cheek be ready with a bluth aa Hel 

Modeft as Morning, when fhe eldly eyes bs 2 a) f 

The youthful Phebus: | 
i “Which is that God in Office, guiding Men? 
Which is the high and m gh y Azamemnors ¢ i 
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Aga. This Trojan (corns us, or the Men of Tray 


Are ceremonious Courtiers. ; € 
eAane, Courtiers as free, as debonatts unarm’d, * 
As bending Angels; that’s their Fame, in peace: 
But when they would feem Soldiers, they have Galls, 
Good Arms, {trong Joints, true Swords, and ‘Fove’s accord, 
Nothing {0 full of Heart. Bot peace, aL nes, litt 
Peace Trojan, lay thy Firger on thy Lips, nn 
The worthinefs of Praife diftains his worth, a 


If that he prais’d bimfelf, bring the Praife forth : . 
W hat the repining Enemy commends, iy 
That breath Facne blows, that Praife fole pure tranfcends, ‘§ 
Aga, Sir, you of Troy, call you your felf, eAineas? q 
e#ne. Ay, Greer, that 1s my Name. 1 
Aga. Wat's your Affair, 1 pray you? % 
ene. Sir, pardon, *trs for Agamemnon’s Ears. ig 
ga, He hears nought privately , 
That comes from Troy. * 
ene. Norl from Troy come not to whifper him, x 
I bring a Trumpet to awake his Ear, 
To fet his Senfe on the attentive bent, : 
And then to {peak " 


xiga, Speak frankly as the Wind, 
It is not Agamemnon's fleepivg hours 
That thou thalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 
He tells thee fo him‘e f. : 
e4Ene. Trumpet blow loud: 
Send thy brafs Voice thro’ all thefe lazy Tents, 
And every Greek of Mettle let him know 
W hat Troy means*fairly, fhall be fpoke aloud. 
[ The Trumpets [owns 
Ve have, great Agamemnon, here tn Troy, 
A Prince call’d Hettor, Priam is his Father: 
Who in this dull and long continu’d Truce 
Is rufty grown, he bad me take a Trumpet, 
And to this purpofe fpeak: Kings, Princes, Lords, 
If there be one amonegft the fair’ft of Greece, 
That holds his Honour higher than his Eafe, 
That fecks his Praife, more than he fears his Peril, 
That knows his Valour, and knows not his Fear, 
That loves his Muftrefs more than in Confeflion, 
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Troilus and Creflida. 


(With truant Vows to her own Lips he loves) 
And dare avow her Beauty and her W orth, 
In other Arms than hers; to him this Challenge. 
Heétor, in view of Trojans and ¢ f Greeks, 
Shall make it good, or do his beit to do It. 
He hath a Lady, wifer, fairer, truer; 
Than ever Greek did compafs in his Arms, 
And will to Morrow with his Trumpet call, 
Midway between your Tenrs, and Walls of Tray, 
To rowze a Grecian that is true in love. 
If any come, Hector fhall Honour him: 
If none, he'll fay in Troy when he retires, 
The Grecian Dames are Sun-burnt, and not worth 
The {plinter of a Lance; even fo much. 

Aga. This fhall be told our Lovers, Lord e4neas. 
If none of them have Soul in fuch a kind, 
We have leftthem allachome: But weare Soldiers; 

And may that Soldierameer Kecreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love; 
If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 
That one meets Hector; if none, Vil be he. 
Neff. Tell him of Neftor; one that was a Man 

When Heétor’s Granfire fuckt; he is old now, 

Rut if there be not in our Grecran mold, 

One Nobleman, that hath one {park of Fire, 

To anfwer for his Love; tell him from me, 

[ll hide my Silver Beard to a Gold Beaver, 

And in my Vantbrace put this wither’d brawn, 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my Lagy 

Was fairer than his Grandam, and as chafte 

As may be in the World; his Youth is fled, 

1’) pawa this truth with my three drops of Blood. 
ene. Now Heav’ns forbid fuch fearcity « f Youth, 
Ulyf. Amen. 

Aga. Fair Lord exes, 

Let me touch your Hand: 

To our Pavillion fhall { lead you firft: 

Achilles (hall have word of this Intenr, 

So fhall each Lord of Greece from Tent to Tent 

Your felf thail feaft with us before you 9% 

And find the welcome of a Noble Foe. 


U 4 


a 
7 





ray aoe 


ares 


— S 


a 
—— 
- 
~~ 


CO See 
wei 
—w 
a 
— 


o Pee 


amen, See 















































aa x 
fa 


1932 ‘ Troilus and Creflida. 


‘ 
hi 
i) 
het! " 
bit ss 
At SH 
vinta 
Ay et} Wii 
wer macl 
th malt | 
hi 
see 
4 hh 
Veta bs 
ht 
bette 
Hu 
‘ y ‘ 1 
capaney 
hy | See 3 
res i 
pa p 
; : 
? 
+ Sapne } 
ied in 
7 iF 
ig oa | \ } 
. tv 
it 
sad 
iy 
\ tae 
Dt, 
us 
me 
: 
2. pe ee 
yet a i 
1¢ Bev 
: ves ate 
Bis eee ee Re 
BY SRA are it wig 
ee, : ty 
Ban avi" | wih 
ap : 
eit Nae a 
HPaba Beal Bry 
SK, sh | " 4h A 
na eae Gee ut Vi 
SERN Ny 
ate ita? ik ‘f 
k } at 
ie hs tw i 
rip ig 4) bot i ae 
q | y 
* awa te) 
\s nee Rt ty 
; Lies ie: one 
1 Desk San tg 
An Ie 4. ees, ie 
Girth, “ed ansanl 5 
Wide pia) 4) he: | 
beat MPS Ast 
, it Bienas M, vitey 
BU Vea SUN Gh 
” Ay | OURR ED aan 
Ae as a Ne Pan 
: Bit ue Ae i iin on 
“" : ike 
7 (D) a Ra Ae sh 
bp Paw aati fo 
Baul ws ion T 
TaD SE AG SR RAMEE | Fos ) alt 
bl peo A rate ase 
1% Hebe é et 
; Te ee 
| SO tie oa 
ae ae a 
' ; if ? A yy 
Pi att its, gas 
gira at Fees 
: AES BUA shy 
Ao. naan pac | a 
wit Yi bit eee 
WAS ater Ate fy 43 
aL Piha Batiote st 
ete? ) he 4 i. 
i) pie A tie 
ye ies hee 
Hal 4 be | pe t 
harsh} els a ae 1h, : 
ty ait sti 1 a 
\4 +i ay ‘ 8} 
eae ee - 
ot Rae ee he, 
} NAS ae Bo 
Lie Senate & 8 ee! ‘ 
Att Te eae ‘ 
i? wom m i Geh hy 
Spite ae 
: if 
J " 
\ 


Manent Ulyfles and Nettor. 
ask ‘ Neftor. 
‘a Ve, ft. Wi boar {ays ns ao 
Conception in my Brain, 


i? a Sd, ee mite 2 
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Be you my time to bring it to fome fhape. 


7y 


U1) ts : : 
Blunt w: pad s rive hard knots; the feeded Piide 
That h to this maturity blown up 
In rai k hi, les, in ft or now be cropt, 

Or, thedding, breed a Nurfery of like evil 


VC; . 
=y | : ’ . ot 5 A 
Oty /. Thi C hallenee that che valiant Hector fends, 
However it is fpread in pene ral Name, 
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: 
Relate Gg DuUurpole omy {to Achilles: 
aE I he purp fe 1s pe {p: cuosevenes Su sbftance, 
Wiofe ¢ rofinefs little Chata@ers fum UP, 
And is the publication make no firain: 
But that Achilles, were his Brain as barre 
As Banks of Lydia, the Apolle knows, 
Tis dr y. enor igh, will ith great {peed of Judgment, 
Ay, with celerity, bad 1 Heétor’ S purpote 
Pointing on him. 
Ulyf. And wake him to the Anfwer, think you? 
Nol. Yes, ’tis moft meet; whom may you elfe oppofe 
That can fom Heéfor as e his Honour off, 
If rot Achilles? Though’c be a fportful Combat, 
Yet in this Trial mich Opie dwells 
For here the Trojans tafte our dear’ ft repute 
With their fin’ft Palate: And truftto me, Ulpfes, 
Our imputation fhall be odly poiz’d 
Pn this wild Action, For the fuccefs, 
Although particula’, thal! have a fcantling 
Of good or bad, unto the General: 
And 3 ‘iach Indexes, although {mall Pricks 
To their fubfequent V olumes, there is feen 
The baby figure of the Gia nt-mal{s 
Of things to come at large, Ie is fuppos’d, 
< that meets Heétor, iflues from our choice; 
d choice being mutual! a& of al] our Souls, 
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Makes Merit her EleGion, and doth boi] 
As twere from forth us all; a Man diftill’d 
Out of our Virtues; who mifcarrying, 


What Heart from herce receives the conqu’ring part 


To ftcel a {trong Opision to themfelves, 
Which entertain’d, Limbs are his Inftruments, 
In no lefs working, than are Swords and Bows 
DireGtive by thi ‘Limbs. 

Uly/. Give pardon to my Speech: 
Therefore ’tis meet, -dchilles meet not Heétor: 
Let us, bke Merchant, thew our fowleft Wares, 
And think perchancethcy’ll fell; if not, 

The luftre of the betier, yet to fhew, 
Shall fhew the better. Do not confenr, 
That ever Hector and Achilles meet: 
For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 
Are doge’d with two ftrange Followers, 
Neff. 1 {ec them not with my old Eyes: What 


are they? 


Ulf. What glory our Achilles fhares from Heétor, 


Were he not proud, we all fhould wear with him: 
But he already is too infolent; 

And we were better parch in Africk Sun 

Than in the pride and falt fcorn of his Eyes, 
Should he {cape Heéhr fair. If he were foil’d, 
Why then we did ow main Opinion crufh 

In taint of our beft Man. No, make a Lott’ry, 
And by device let blockifh Ajax draw 

The fort to fight with Hecior: Among our felves, 
Give him allowance is the worthier Man, 

For that will Phyfickthe great My midon, 

Who broils in loud applaufe, and make him fall 
His Creft, that prouder thao blue /ris bends. 

If the dull brainiefs 4jax come fafe off, 
We'll drefs him up ir Voices; if he fail, 

Yet go we under our Opinion itl’, 

That we have better Men. Bur hit or mils, 
Our Projets life thi: fhape of .fenfe affumes, 
Ajax itp oy d, plucks down Achilles Plumes. 


° y, . ‘i at - y m . 
Neff. Now Visffei, I begin to relith thy advice, 


And I will give a tate of it forthwith 
- mY ~ 
To Agamemnon, go wé to him f{treight ; 
eo oO 
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Two Curs fhall tame each other, Pride alone 
Mutt tar the Mattiffs on, as twere ther Bone. | Exeunt, 





ACT OU SC ae eee 
SCENE the Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax and Therfites. 


Ajax. T Her fites. 
how if he hed Biles—— 


Ther. Agamemnon 

full, all over generally. [ Talking to himfelf. 

Lijax. Ther fites. 

Ther. And thofe Biles did run-=*-fay { -=-did not the 
General run, were not that a Botchy core ? 

fj 1% Dogz. 

Ther. Then there would come fome matter from him: I 
{ee none now. 

Ajax. Thou Bitch-Wolf’s Son, canft thou not hear? 





Fee! then [ Serikes him, 


D, 

Ther. The Plague of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
beef-witted Lord. 

Ajax. Speak then, yoa whinid’ft leaven, fpeak, 1 will beat 
thee into handfomnefs. 

Ther. 1 hall fooner rail thee into wit and holinefs; but! 
think thy Horfe will fooner con an Oration, than thou learn 
3 Prayer without Book: Thou canft ftrike, canft thouf A 
red Murrain o'thy Jades tricks. 

Ajax. Toads-ftoo!, learn me the Proclamation. 

Ther. Doeft thou think I have no fenfe, thou ftrik’ft me 

Ajax, The Proclamation. | thus: 

Ther, Thou art proclaim’d a Fool, 1 think. 

Ajax. Do not Porcupine, do not; my Fingers itch. 


Ther. I would thou didft itch from Head to Foot, and 
I had the fcratching of thee, I would make thee the loath- 


fom’ {ft feab in Greece. 
Ajax. Vfay, the Proclamation. 


Se ieee 5." Tee : 7 ‘ 
There Chou grumbleft and raileft-every hour on Achilles, 
and thou art as full of envy at his greatnefs, as Cerberus 18 


at Proferpina’s Beauty. I, that thou bark’ft at him. 
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Ajax Miftrefs Ther/res. 

Ther. Thou fhouldft ftrike him. 

Ajax. Cobloaf. 

Ther. He would pun thee into Shiver3 with his Fift, asa 
Sailor breaks a Bisket. 

Ajax, You whoi fon Cur. | Beating him. 

Ther. Do, do. | 

Ajax. Thou {tool for a Witch. 

Ther. Ay, 0; thou fodden-witted Lord; thou haft no 
more Brain than I have in my Elbows: An Afinico may 
tutor thee. Ibou feurvy valiant Afs, thou art here but to 
threfth Trojans, and thou art bought and fold among thole 
of any wit, like a Barbarian Slave. Afthou ufe to brat me; 
I will begin at thy Heel, and tell what thou art by laches, 
thou thing of no Bowels, thou. 

Ajax, You Dog. 

Ther. You {curvy Lord, 

Ajax. You Cur. | Bearing hime 

Ther. Mars his Idiot; do Rudenefs, do Camel, co, do. 

Enter Achilles and Patroclus. 

Achil. Why, how now, Ajax? wherefere do you this? 
How now, Therfites? what's the matter, Man 2 

Ther. You fee him there, do you’ 

Achil. Ay, what's the Matter 2 

Ther. Nay look upon him. 

Achil. So 1 do, what’s the matter ? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil, Well, why Ido {o. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon kim: for whofo- 
ever you take him to be, he is jax. 

Achil. 1 know that, Fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that Fool knows not himfelf. 

Ajax. Therefore I beat thee. 

Ther. Lo; Jo, 10, lo, what modicums of wit he utters, his 
Byafions have Ears thus long. | have bob’d hs Brain 


more thin he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Sparrows 
for a Penny, and L:< Pia Adater is not worth the ninth Part 
of a Sparrow. This Lord (Achilles) Ajax, who wears his 
wit in his Belly» and his Guts in his Head, PH tell you 


what I fay of him. 
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Achil, What? | Ajax offers to firike bine, Achilles interpofes, 

dher. I fay, this Ajax—— 

Achil . Nay , good Ajax. 

Thee iy ot {> much aia 

Achil. Nay, I muft hold you 

Ther. As will ftop the Eye Z Helen’s Needle, for whom 
he comes to fight. 

Achil, Peace, Fool. 

Ther. I would have peace and quictnefs, but the Fool will 
not: he there, that he, look you there. 

Ajax. © thou damn’d Cur, [I fhall 

Achil, Wall you fet your wit to a Fool’s ? 

Ther. No, 1 warrant you, for a Fool’s will fhame it. 

Pat. Géad We oF igs jen 

Achil. Whar’ 2 C 

Ajax. I bad Ne vile ( O wl, go learn me the tenure of the 
Proclama! lon, ana he ras ’p Nn MCs 
Ther. -1 ferve thee nof. 
Ajax. Weil, goto, go to, 

Ther > I ( ive here volu ary 

Michel. Your laft Service was fufferance, twas not volunta= 

yy, no Man ts beaten or intary ¢ Ajax was here the volun- 
tary, and you as under an Imprcfs. 

Ther. E'en fo--a great deal of your Wit too lies 1m your 
Sinews, orelfe there be Liars: ': Heitor (hall have a great catch, 
if he knock out either of your Brains, he were as good crack 
g fufiv Nut with no Kernel 

Achil, What, with me too, Therfres? 

Ther. There’s Ulyffes, and old Neffor, whofe Wit was 
mouldy e’cr their Grandfires had Nails on their Toes, yoke 
ou hike draft Oxen, and make you plough up the wair. 
Ackil. What! what! 

2 
fh 





2 ¢ 


" hd 


Ther. 4 » good footh, to Achilles, to Ajax, to— 


ale all cut out your Tongue. 
Ther. "11s no matter, I fhall {peak as much as thouafter- 
wards. 


Pat. No more Words, Therjfites. 
Ther. { will hold my Site when Achilles Brach bidsme, 
fhali I ? 
Achil. There’s for you, Patreclus. 
Ther 





































Ther. Iwill fee you hang’d like Clotpoles, e’er 
ny more to your Tents, I will keep where there 1s wit {tir- 
ring, and leave the Faction of Fools. 

Pat. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marryjthis, Sir, is proclaim’d through all our Holts 

That Heffor, by the fifth hour of the Sun, 
Will with a Trumpet, ’twixt our Tents and 77oy, 
To Morrow morning call fome Knight to Arms, 
That hath a Stomach, and fuch:a one that dare 
Maintain 1 know not what: ’Tis trafh, farewel. 

Ajax. Farewel! who fhall anfwer him¢ 

Achil. I know not, “tis put to Lott’ry; otherwile 


He knew his Man. 


Ajax. O, meaning you, I will golearn more of it. | Exit. 


SCENE Il. Priam’s Palace in Troy. 


Eurer Priam, Hector, Troilus, 


es 


Pri. After fo many Hours, Lives, Speeches {pent, 
Thus once again fays Neffor from the Greeks, 
Deliver Helen, and all damage elfe 
(As Honour, lofs of Time, Travel, Expence, 
Wounds, Friends, and what elfe dear, that is confum’d 


In not digeftion of 
Shall be ftruck off. 


As far as toucnes 


Troilus and Creflida. 


Paris axd Helenus, 


t this Cormorant W ar) 

Heétor, what {a} you to’t? 

Hei. Though no Man lefler fears the Greeks than f, 
particular; yet, dread Priam, 
There is no Lady ef more. fofrer Bowels, 

More fpungy to fuck in the fenfe of fear, 

More ready to cry out, Who knows what follows, 

Than Hettor is; the wound of Peace is furety, 

Surety fecure , but modeft doubt 1s call’d 

The Beacon of the wife; the Tent that fearches 

To th’ bottom of the worft. 
Since the firft Sword was drawn about this Queftion, 
Every Tithe Soul ’mongft many thoufand difmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean of ours: 

If we have loft fo many Tenths of ours 

To guard a thing not ours, nor worth to us 


(Had it our Name) the value 


Let Helen go. 


of one ten; 
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What merit’s in that reafon, which denies 
The yiclding of her up? 

Troi. Fie, fie, my Brother: | 
Weigh you the worth and honour of a King 
(So great is our dread Father) in a Seale 
Of common Ounces? Will you with Counters fum 
The vaft proportion of bis Lofinite ¢ 
And buckle in a wafte, moft fathomlefs, 

With Spans and Inches fo diminutive, 
As Fears and Reafons? Fie for godly f{hame. 

Hel. No marvel, tho’ you bite fo fharp. at Reafons, 
You are empty of them. Should not our Father 
Bear the great {way of his Affairs with Reafons, 
Becaufe your Speech hath none that tells him fo? 

Troi. You are for Dreams and S|umbers, Brother Prieft, 
You fur your Gloves with Reafon: Here are your Reafons, 
You know an Enemy intends you harm: 

You know, 2 Sword imploy’d is perillous, 

And Reafon flies the object of all harm: 

Who marvels then, when Helenns beholds 

A Grecian and his Sword, if he do fet 

The very wings of Reafor to his He Is: 

Or like a Star diforb’d. Nay, if we talk of Reafon, 
And flie like chidden Adercury from Fove, 

Let’s fhut our Gates and fleep: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard Hearts, would they but fat their Thoughts 
With this cram’d Riafon: Reafon and Refpect 

Make Lovers pale, and luftyhood deje@. 

He. Brother, the is not worth 
What fhe doth coft the holding. 

Troi. What's ought, but as ’tis valu'd ? 

He. Bur value dwells not in particular Will, 

It holds his Eftimate and Dignity, 

As well wherein tis precious of i felf, 

As in the prizer: *Tis made Idolatry, 

To make the Service greater than the God; 
And the will dotes, that is inclinable 

To what infectioufly it felf affe&s, 
Without fome Image of th’ affected Merit. 
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Troi, 1 take to day a Wife, and my Eledion 
Is led on in the condu& of my Will; 
My Will enkindied in mine Eyes nd Ears, 
Two traded Pilots *twixt the dangerous Shores 
Of Will and Judgment. How may lavoid 
(Although my Will diftaft what is elected) 
The Wife I chofe? there can be no evafian 
To blench from this, and to ftand frm by Honour. 
We turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 


When we have fpoil’d them; nor the remainder Viands 


We do not throw in unrefpective place, 

Becaufe we now are full. Iz was thought meet 
Paris fhould do fome Vengeance on the Greeks; 
Your Breath of full confent bellied his Sails, 

The Seas‘and Winds (old W rane) took a Truce; 
And did him Service; he touch’d the Ports defir'd, 


And for an old Aunt, whom the Greeks held Captive; 


1839 


He brought a Gr echaa Queen, whofe youth and frefhnefs 


Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes ftale the Morning. 
Why kecp we her? the Greciaus keep our Aunt: 
Is fhe worth keeping? why, fhe is a Pearl, 
Whofe Price hath launch’d above a thonfand Ships, 
And turn’d Crown’d Kings to Merchants, 
If you'll avouch ’twas Wifdom, seis went, 
(As you mult needs, for you all cry’ d, Go, go:) 
If you’ ll confefs, he bron oht home noble Prize, 
(As you moft needs, for you all cls +? ‘d your Hands) 
And cry’d, Incftimable; why do you now 
The iffue of your proper W ifdoms rates 
And do a deed that Fo:tune never did, 
Beegger the Eftimation, which you prizd 
Richer than Sea and Land : 0 > Theft moili bafe! 
That we have ftoln what we do fear to keep. 
But Theives, unworthy c Fa thing {fo ftoln, 
That in their Country did them that ag {graces 
We fear to warrant in our native Pla 
Enter Caflandra with ber Hair about ber Ears. 
a Cry, Trojans, cry. 
. What noile 7 ? what fhriek in th ist 
Wii *Tis our mad Sifter, I do know her Voice, 
Caf, Cry, Trojans. 


oN 


Heil, 
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Het. It is Caffandra. 
Caf. Cry, Trojans, cry; lend me ten thoufard Eyes, 
And I will fill chem with prophetick Tears. 
Heét. Peace, Sifter, Peace. 
Caf: Virgins and Boys, mid-Age and wrinkled Old, 
Soft Infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my Clamour: Let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mafs of Moan to come. 
Cry, Trojans, cry, practife your Eyes with Tears, 
Troy mult not be, nor goodly Zliox ftand, 
Our Fire-brand Brother Paris burns us all. 
Cry, Trojans, cry, a Helen and a Wo; 
Cry, cry, Troy burns, or elfe let Helen go. [Exits 
He. Now, youthful Troilus, do not the high Strains 
OF Divination in our Sifter work 
Some touches of Remorfe? Or is your Blood 
So madly hot, that no difcourfe of Reafon, 
Nor fear of bad Succefs in a bad Caufe, 
Can qualifie the fame ¢ 
Troi. Why, Brother Heélor, 
We may not think the juftnefs of each act 
Such and no other than Event doth form it; 
Nor once deje@ the Courage of our Minds, 
Becaufe Caffandra’s mad; her brain-fick Raptures 
Cannot diftafte the goodnefs of a Quarrel, 
Which hath our feveral Honours all engag’d 
To make it gracious.. For my private part, 
IT am no more touch’d than all Priam’s Sons, 
And Fove foibid, there fhould be done amongitus 
Such things as might offend the weakeft Spleen, 
To fight for, and maintain. 
Par. Elfe might the World convince of Levitys 
As well my Undertzkings, as your Counfels: 
But [ atreft the Gods, your full confent 
Gave Wingsto my Propenfion, and cut off 
All Fears attending on fo dire a Proje. 
For what, alas, can thefe my fingle Arms? 


r 


What Propuenation isin one Man's Valoar, 
: rete z 
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Troilus and Crefhida. ts 
Were I alone to pafs the Difiiculties, pa 
And had as ample Power, asl have Will, ne 
Paris fhould ne’er retract what he hath done, abe 
Nor faine in the purfuit. ied 
Pri, Paris, you {peak Ht 
Like one befotted on your {weet Delights ; ei 
You have the Hony ftill, but nae the Gall, mph 
So to be Valiant, is no praife at all. eet 
Par. Sir, I propofe not meerly to my felf; Et ete 
The Pleafures fuch a Beauty brings with it : de ie 
But I would have the Soil of her fair Rape a: 
Wip‘d off in honourable keeping Bek iy 
What Treafon were it to the ranfack ‘d Queen. ab de 
Difgrace to your great Worths, and Shaaie to me it 
Now to deliver her Poffeffion up, ran 
On terms of bafe Compulfion ?,Can it be, ety) 
That fo degenerate a ftrain as this, te) 
Should once fet foot within your generous Bofoms? ri 
There’s not the meaneft Spirit on our Party, : iit 
Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 4 
When Helen is defended: Nor none fo Noble, Stith et 
Whofe Life were ill beftow’d, or Death unfam’d, i a | 
Where Helen isthe Subje@. Then, I fay, an Ais 
Well may we fight foi her, whom we know well, BE Ay 
The World’s large Spaces cannot parallel. 7 ciara 
Hec. Paris fee Frailus, you have both faid well: : ia Nt 
And on the Caufe and Queftion, now in hand, A He 
Have glofs'd, but fuperficially ; not much Ay 
Unlike young Men, whom graver Sages think meet 
Unfit to hear moral. Philofophy. kn 
The Reafons you alledge, do more conduce Beth 
‘To the hot Paffion of di ftempet d Bloods 3 an 
Than to make up a free Determination a ay 
*Twixt Right snd Wrong : For Pleafure and Revenge, ayaa ai ks. 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the voice ae, 
Of any true Decifion. Nature craves au ht 
All Dues be rendred to their Owners ; now aati 
What nearer Debt in all Humanity, . ait 
Than Wife is to the Husband ? If this Law alll | 
Of Nature be corrupted through Affection, eile 


Vou. IV. x And 
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And that great Minds, of partial Indulgence 
Lonummed Wills, . — the fame, 


To their oenummec 

There is a Law in each well-orc lered Nation, 
To curb thofe tr ping Appetites that are 
Mott di fob edient pod refra@ory: 

lf Heles then be Wife to 7d rtas Kings 
(As it 1 ico the 1: 5) thef e mc ral Laws 

Ot Nature, on of Nation: S5 {peak aloud 
To have her back obord: Thus to perfift 


In doing wrong, extenuates ne ot wrong 
But makes it much more heavy. Heitor’s Opinion 
Is this in way of truth; yet ne’erthelefs, 
My fpritely Brethren, I propend to you 
In re ition to keep 5s ftill; 
For “tis a Caufe that hath no mean dependance, 
Upon our joint and a a Dignities. 
Troi. Why there, you touc hd the Life of our Defignss 
Were it not Glory that we more affedted, 
Than the performance of our heaving Spleens, 
I would not with a drop of Troja# Blood 
Spent more in her Defence. But, worthy Heétor, 
She is a Theam of Honour and Renown, 
A Spur to valiant and magnanimous Deeds, 
Whole prefent Courage may beat down our Foes, 
s nd Fame, in time to come, canonize us. 
For’ prefume, brave Heétor would not lofe 
So rich advantage of a promis’d Glory, 
As {miles upon the Forehead of this AGtion, 
For. the eide W orld’s Revenue. 
Hic. Lam yours, 
You valiant Off -{pring of great Priamas, 


a 

J have a roifting Challer nge fent amongtt 
<2 A 5 7 “ : ay - 

The a Hand factions Nobles of the Greeks, 


na Not 
ill flrike Amazement to 1 eit drowfie Spirits. 
was advertis'd, their great t Genexal flepr, 


MV bil fi + muta rion in he . Army crept: 
This I prefume will wake him. | Exeunt. 
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SCENEIL 


Enter Therfites falas. 


How now, Therftes? what, loft in the Labyrinth of thy 
Fury ? Shall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus ? He beats 


The.@erecian Camp: 


me, and I rail at him : O worthy Satisfaction! would it 


were otherwife ; that I could beat him, whilft he rail’d at 
me: ‘Sfoot, I'll learn to Conjure and raife Devils, but I'll 
lee fome iflue of my {piteful Execrations. Then there’s 
Achilles, a rare Engineer. If Troy be not taken "till thefe 
two undermine it, the Walls will ftand ’till they full of 
themfelves. O thou great Ihunder-darter of Olympus, 
forget that thou art Fove the King of Gods; and Mercury, 
lofe all the Serpentine Craft of thy Caduceus, if thou take 
not that little, little, lefsthan little, wit from them thar they 
have, which fhort-arm’d Ignorance it felf knows, is fo 
abundant fcarces it will not in Circumvention deliver a Fly 
from a Spider, without drawing the maffy Irons and cut- 
ting the Web : After this, the Vengeance on the whole 
Camp, or rather the Bone-ach, for thar, methinks, is the 
Curfe dependant on thofe that war for a Placket. I have faid 
my Prayers, and Devil, Envy, fay Amen. What ho ? my 
Lord Achilles 3 
Exter Patroclus. 

Patr. Who's there? Therjfites. Good Therfites, come in 
and rail, 

Ther. If I could have remembred a eile Counter, thou 
would’ {t not have flip’d out of my Contemplation, but it is 
no matter, thy felf upon thy felf. The common. Curfe of 
Mankind, Folly and Ignorance be thine in great Revenue 
Heav’n blefs thee from a Tutor, and Difcipline come not 
Near thee, Let thy Blood be thy diretion ’till thy Death, 


then if fhe that lays thee out, fays thou art a fair Coarfe, 
ry 


4 


Pil be {worn and fworn upon’t, fhe never fhrowded any but 
Lazars, Amen. Where’s Achilles 2 


*Y 


MV | f aver 2 
Pair, What, artthou devout? waft thou in a Prayer ¢ 


Thér. Ay, the Heav’ns hear me. 

| Exter Achilles. 

Achil, Who’s there 2 

Patr. Therfites, my Lord. es 
i Achile 
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Achil. Where, where ? art thou come ? why, my Cheefe, 
my Dig¢ftion———why haft thou not ferved thy felf up tomy 
Table, fo many Meals ? Come, what’s Agamemnon ¢ 

Ther. Thy Commander, Achilles; then tell me, Patro- 
clus, what’s Achilles ? 

Patr. Thy Lord, Therfites + then tell me, I pray thee, 
what's thy felf ¢ 

Ther. Thy Knower, Patroclus + then tell me, Patroclus, 
what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou may'ft tell, that know’ ft. 

Achil, © tell, tell. 

Ther. Yl decline the whole Queftion. Agamemnon Com- 
mands Achilles, Achilles ismy Lord, I am Patroclus’s Knower, 
and Patrocius isa Foo. 

Patr. You Rafcal 

Ther. Peace, Fool, I have done. 

Achil, He is a privileg’d Man. Proceed, Ther/ites. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Therfites 
is a Fool, and, as aforefaid, Patroches is a Fool. 

Achil. Derive this ; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a Fool to offer to command Achilles, 

4chilles is a Fool’ to be commanded of Agamemnon, Ther- 
fites is a Fool to ferve fuch a Fool; and Patroclus is a Fool 
pofitive. 

Par. Why amI a Fool ¢ 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyfles, Neltor, Diomedes, Ajax, 
ana Chalcas. 

Ther. Make that demand to thy Creator, it fuflices me 
thou att. Look you, who comes here ¢ 

Achil. Patroclus, Vii {peak with no Body: Come in with 
me, 7berfites. | Exit. 
Ther. Here is fuch Patchery, fuch Jugling, and fuch 
Knavery : all the Argument is a Cuckold and a W hore, a 
pood quarrel to draw emulatious FaGtions, and bleed to 
Death upon: Now the dry Serpigo on the Subject, and War 
and Eechery confound all. 
Aga. Where is Achilles ¢ 
Patr. \Witnin his Tent, but ill difpos’d, my Lord. 
Eins: pee be known to him that we are heres 
He fence our Meffengers, and we lay by 
Our Appertainments, viliting of him: 
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Let him be told of, left perchance he think 

We dare not move the quefticn of our place, 

Or know not what what we are. 
Patr. I fhall fo fay to him. | Exit. 
Uly(. We faw him at the opening of his Tent, 

He is not fick. 

Jjax. Yes, Lion-fick, fick of a proud heart: you may 
call it Melancholy, if you will favour the Man, but by my 
head, *tis Pride; but why, why ? let him fhew us the 
caufe. A word, my Lord. | To Agamemnon 

Neff. What moves jax thus to bay at him? 

Ulyf. Achilles hath inveigled his Fool from him. 

Neft. W ho, LT herjites ¢ 

Ulyf. He. 

Neff. Then will Ajax lack Matter, if he have loft his 
Argument. 

Ulyf: No, you fee he is his Argument, that his his Ar- 
sument, -dchilles. 

Neff. All the better, this FraGtion is more our wifh than 
their FaGtion; but it was a ftrong Counfel that a Fool could 
difunite. 

Ulf; The Amity that Wifdom knits not, Folly may e¢a- 
fily untye. Enter Patroclus, 

Here comes Patroclas. 

Neff. No Achilles with him? 

Ulyf; The Elephant hath Joints, but none for Courtefie; 
His Legs are Legs for neceflity, not for flight. 

Patr. Achilles bids me fay, he 1s much forry, 

If any thing more than your Sport and Pleafure, 
Did move your Greatnefs, and this noble State, 
To call upon him ; he hopes~ic is no other, 
But for your health and your digeftion-fake; 
An after-Dinoer’s Breath. 
ga. Hear you, Patroclus ; 
Weare too well acquainted with thefe Anfwers : 
But his evafion wing’d thus fwift with {corn, 
Cannot ourflie our Apprehenfions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reafon, 
Why we afcribe it to him; yet all his Virtues, 
(Not virtuoufly of his own part beheld) 
Do in our Eyes begin to lofe their Glofs ; 
X 3 
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And like fair Fruit in an unwhol lfom Dith, 


Are like to rot untafted ; eo and tell him, hie 
We come to {peak with him, and you fhall not fins ru 
If you do fay, we thin nk him over-proud, Mf 
And under-honelt; in Se er greater th 
Than inthe note of je :dement; and worthier than himfelf, — /u 
Here tend the favag oge enefs he puts on, Wi 
Difguife the holy Strength ¢ ¢ their command, le cit 
And under write in an obier yin ig kind thou 
His humorous spine: 2 yea, watch Will 
Elis pettith diaes, his ebbs, his flows; as if hi, 
The paflage and whole carriage of this Action fl 
Rode on his tide. Go tell him this, and add, ani 
That if he over-hold his price fo much, ‘mk 
Well none of him; butiet him, like an Engine ly 
Not portabic, lye under this report, ‘ital 
Bring AGion hither, this cannot go to W ar: bie 
A ftirring Dwarf we do allowance give, ly’t 
Before a fleeping Gyant; tell him fo. nod 
Pfs I hall, and bring his anfwer prefently. Exit, dh 

a. Me econ d Voice we’! il not he fatisfied, ig 

we come to fpeak with him. Wlp/es, enter you. yn 
| Exit Ulyfles. A, 

Ajax. What-is he more than another? ear 
Aga. No mofe than what he thinks he is. Ist 
Ajax. ‘s he fo much? do you not think he thinks himfelf yy 

q better Man than I am?, ‘hy 
Aga. No queftion. iH 


Ajax. Will yan fubfcribe his Thought, and fay, he is? hy 
Aga. No, noble Ajax, you are as ftrong, as valiant, as 1 
wife, no lef noble, much more gentle, and altogether more hy, 


Aja . Why fhould 2 Man be proud? How doth Pride 
Stow - I know not what it is. : 

Aga..¥ our Mind is clearer, Ajax, and your Virtues the 
fairer; he that is proud, eats up himfelf. Pride is his own jj 
Giafs, bis own Trumpet, bis own Chronicle, and whate- 
ver Praifes it felf but inthe Deed, devours the Deed in the | 
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Exter Ulyfies. 
‘Ajax. 1 do hate a proud Man, as 1 hate the engendring of 
Toads. 
Nef. Yet he loves himfclf: Ist 
Ulf, Achilles will not to the F 
Aga. What's his Excufe! 
Vly. He doth rely on none; 
But carries on the Stream of his Difpofe, 
Without obfervance or refpe& of any, 
In Will peculiar, atid in Self-admiffion. 
Aga, Why will he not, upon our fair requelt, 
Unetent his Perfon, and fhare the Air with us ¢ 
Ulyf. Things {mall as Nothing, for Requefts fake only 
He makes Important: Poffeft he is with Greatnels, 
And {peaks not to himfelf, but with a Pride 
That quarrels at Self-breath. TImagin’d Wrath 
Holds in his Blood fuch-fwol’n and hot Difcourfe, 
That °twixt his mental-and his active Parts, 
Kingdom’d Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters ’gainft it felf; what fhould I fay? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry no recovery. 
Aga, Let Ajax go to him. 
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Dear Lord, go you and greet him in his | 

Tis faid he holds you well, and will be lec 

At your requeft, a little from himfeltf. 
Vly, O, Agamemnon, ict it not be fo. 

We'll confecrate the Steps that Ajax makes, 

When they go from dobilles; fhall the proud Lord, 

That baftes his Arrogance with hisown seem, 

And never fuffers matter of the Werld 

Enter his Thoughts, fave fuch as do revolve 

And ruminate himfelf? Shall he be worthip’d, 

Of that we hold an Idol, more than hes 

No, this Thrice Worthy, and Right Valiant Lords 

Mutt not fo ftale his Palm, nobly acquir d, 

Nor by my Will affubjugate his Merit, es 

As amply Titi’d, as Achilles 1s, by going to AG 951165. 

That were to enlard his Fat, already, Piices 

And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns 

With entertaining great Eyperson. Se 
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This Lord go to him? Fupiter forbids 
And fay in Thunder, Achilles go te him. ce 
Neff. O this is well, he rubs the Vein of him. 
Dio. And how his filence drinks up his Applaufe. 
Ajax. \E I go to him ——-with my armed Fift, I'll path 
him o'er the Pace. 
Aza. O no, you fhall not go. 


“x 


Ajax. And abe proud with me, I'll phefe his Prides let 


Ms 


née go to him. 
Ulyf. Not for the worth that hangs upon our Quarrel. 
Ajax, A paultry Infolent Fellow 
Ne/F. How he defcribes him{clf. 
Ajax. Can he not be fociable? 
Uly(. The Raven chides blacknefs. 
Ajax. Y\l let his Humours Blood. 
Aga. He will be the Phyfician, that (hould be the Patient, 
Ajax. And all Men were a my Mind—— 
Vlyf. Wit would be out of fafhton. 
Ajax. A fhould not bear it {0,2 fhould eat Swords firfts 
fhall Pride carry it? 
Neff. And *twould, you'd carry half. 
Ulyf. A would have ten fhares. 
Ajax. Y willknead him, Vl make him fupple, he’s not 
yet through warm. 
Neff. Force him with Praifes, pour in, pour in, his Am- 
bition is dry. 
Uly(. My Lord, you feed too much on this diflike. 





©) } y fi Vv 
JA = é od ~ 
Neft. Our noble General, do not do fo. 


Dio. You muft prepare to fight without Achilles. 

VUlyf. Why, ’tis this naming of him doth him harm. 
Here is 2 Man----but ‘ris before his Face----- 
I will be filent. | 

Neff. Wherefore thould you fo2 
He is not emulous, as Achilles 1s. 

Ulf. Know the whole World, he is as valiant. 

Ajax. A whorfon Dog! that fhall palter thus with uu—— 
would he werea Trojaz. 

Nef. What a Vice were it in Ajax now — 
Ulyf. If he were proud. 
Dio. Or covetous of Praife. 
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Die. Or ftrange, or felf-affected. (pofure 5 
Ulf. Thank the Heav’ns, Lord, thou art of a {weet Com- 
Praife him that got thee, fhe that gave thee fuck : 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy parts of Nature 
Thrice fam’d beyond, beyond all E,rudition ; 
But he that difciplin’d thy Arms to fight, 
Let AZars divide Eternity in twain, 
And give him half; and for thy Vigor, 
Bull-bearing A4Zilo his addition yield 
® To Sinewy Ajax; I will not praifethy Wildom 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a fhore, confines 
Thy fpacious and dilated parts; here’s Ne/tor 
Inftructed by the Antiquary times: 
He muft, he is, he cannot but be wife. 
But pardon, Father Weffor, were your Days 
As green as Ajax, and your Brain fo temper’d, 
You fhould not have the eminence of him 
But be as Ajax. 
i Ajax. Shall I call you Father? 
Ulyf. Ay, my good Son. 
Dio. Be rul'd by him, Lord Ajax. 
Ulyf. There’s no tarrying here, the Hart -dchilles 
Keeps thicket; pleafe it our General, 
To call together all this State of War; 
Frefh Kings are come to Zroy; to Morrow 
We muft with all our main of Power ftand faft: 
i, And here’s a Lord (come Knights from Eaft ro Welt, 
And cull their Flower) Ajax thall cope the betft. 
Aga. Go we to Council, let Achilles fleep; 
ys Light Boats may fail fwift, though great bulks draw deep. 
[Exeunt. Mufick founds within. 
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SCENE Troy. 


Exter Pandarus, ana 4 Servant. 


Pan. {{Riend! you! pray you a word: Do not you follow 
the young Lord Paris¢ 


Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 2 
At, 









Troilus and Creflida. 


Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean? 

Ser, Sir, I do depend upon the Lord. 

Pan. You depcud upon a Noble Gentleman: I muft needs 
praife him. 

Ser. The Lord be praifed, 

Pan. You know me, do you not? 

Ser, Faith, Sir, fuperficially. 

Pan, Friend, know me better, I am the Lord Pandarus, 

Ser. I hope I fhall know your Honour better. 

Pan. \ do defire it. 

Ser. You are in the ftate of Grace? 

Pan. Grace, not fo, Friend, Honour and Lordfhip aremy 
Titles: What Mufick ts this? 

Ser. 1 do but partly know, Sit; it is Mufick in parts, 


. pe 7 pape maa oben Ried teee ' 

Pax. Know you the Muticians¢ 
dd 
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Pan. Who play they to¢ 

Ser. To the hearers, Sir. 

Pan At whofe pleafure, Friend ? 

Ser. Atmine, Sir, and theirs that love Mufick. 

Pan, Command, I mean, Friend. 

Ser. Who thall I command, Sir? 

Pas. Friend, we underftand not one another: I am too 
courtly, and thou art too cunning. At whofe requeft do 
thefe Mco play ? 

Ser. That’s to’t indeed, Sir; marry, Sir, at the requeft of 
Paris, my Lord, who’s there in Perfon; with him themor- 
gal Venus, the Heart-blood of Beauty, Love’s invifible Soul. 

Pan, Whos, my Coufin Creffida? 

Ser. No, Sir, Helen; could you not find out that by het 
Attributes ? 

Paw. It fhould-feem, Fellow, that thou-haft not-feen the 
Lady Crefida. 1 come to fpeak with Paris from the Prince 
Troilus: 1 will: makea Complemental:Aflault upom him, for 
my Bufinefs feethes. 

Ser. Sodden Bufinefs, there’s aftew’d Phrafe indeed. 

Enter Paris and Helen. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my:Lordy and to all. this fair Com 
pany: Fair defires in all fair meafure fairly, guide thems, 
efpecia'ly to you, fair Queen, fair: Thovghts be your fair 
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Helen. Dear Lord, you are full of fair Words. he 
Pan. You {peak your fair pleafure, fweet Queen: fair at 
Prince, here is good broken Mutfick. baa fh 
Pgr. You have broken it, Coufin, and by my Life you wy 
fhall make it whole again, you fhall piece it out with Uptece sp 
of your performance. Wel, he is full of Harmony. inti 
Pau. Truly, Lady, no, ' hee 
| Helen. GC, Sir-— hi 
Pas. Rude in footh, in good footh very rude. 
Par. Well faid, my Lord; well, you fay fo in fits, 
Pau. \ have Bulinefsto my Lord, dear Queen; my Lord, i 
, Will you vouchfafe me a Word 2 | is 
'_. Helen, Nay, this fhall not hedge us out, we'll hear you ( 
fing certainly. 
Pan. Well, {weet Queen, you are pleafant with me ; but, fi 
marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and moft efteemed 
Friend, your Brother Troilus 
Helen. My Lord Pandarus, honey-{fweet Lord. His 
Pan. Go to, {weet Queen, go to Ph 
Commends himfelf moft affe@ionately to you. wit 
| Helen. You fhall not bob us out of our melody: ava at ee 
If you do, our Melancholy upon your Head. i ast 
1, Pane Sweet Queen, fweet Queen, that’s a fweet Queen, iat it 
YT faith- Rens! 
Helen. And to mike a {weet Lady fad, is a fower Offence. i eae 
| Nay, that {hall not ferve your turn, that fhall it not in Wes 
truth la, Nay I care not for fuch Words, no, no—— es, 
n, . Pan. And, my Lord, he defires you, that if the King call a): 
MM" for him at Supper, you will make his excufe. Rigi ee 
Helen. My Lord Pandaras ua 
Pan, What fays my. {weet Queen, my very, very {weet ah Oeil 
Queen? . A 
™ Par. What Exploit’s in hand, where fups he to Night? | ikea 
 €elen, Nay, but my Lord. Keita tt 
Pan. What fays my {weet Queen ? my Coufin will fall out Br MT a 
with you, Mast 
Helen. You mult not know where he fups. it 
A Par. With my difpofer Creffida. | 
tl 


| Pan. No, no, no fuch matter, you are wide, come, your 
it" difpofer is fick. 
j” Ss Par, Well, Y'll make excufe. 
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| 1852 Troilus and Creflida. ix 
Hi He : i | Pan. Ay, good my Lord ; why fhould you fay Creffida dn" 
anes} hi \k We, your poor difpofer’s fick. el 
f | Par. 1 {py——— ait Lt 
hal Pan. You {py, what do you fpy? Come, give me an Ins)! 

ae itrument now, {weet Queen. ay 
Helen. Why this is kindly done. y Nil 

Pan. My Neice is horrible in love with a thing you have, an (hi 

fweet Queen. He 

Helen, She thall have it, my Lord, if it be not. my Lordi’ 

Paris. lh, i 


Pan. He? no, fhe’ll none of him, they two are twain, “an. 
Helen, Falling in after falling out, may make them three wl 
Pan, Come, come, I’ll hear no more of this, Pll fing yous, 


a Song now. Mh, 
| Helen. Ay, ay, prithee now; by my troth, fweet Lord, ) iis 
a thou haft a fine Fore-head. la 
| Pan. Ay, you may, you may-——— lt 
Hel. Let thy Song be Love: This Love will undo us all, ine 
Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. hd 
Pan. Love! ay, that it thall, i’ faith. ht 
He Par. Ay, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Love, “ali 
Pan. \n good troth it begins fo. fo 
had 
i Love, Love, nothing but Love, ftill more: He 
i For O, Love's Bow ty 
Shoots both Buck and Doe: ie 
The Shaft confounds not that it WOHNnAS, ti 
But tickles ftill the Sore: et 
Thefe Lovers cry, oh ho they dye; 
Yet that which feems they wound to Rill, M 
Doth turn oh ho, to haha he: i 
So dying Love lives frill, i 
O ho a while, but ha ha ha: 
O ho groans out for ha ha ha—— hey ho. ” 
r 


Flelen, \n Love i’ faith to the very tip of the Nofe. 

Par. He eats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 1 
i hot Blood, and hot Blood begets hot Thoughts, and hot i 
. hot Deeds, and hot deeds are Love, : 
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Troilus and Creffida. 1853 
Pan. Isthis the Generation of Love? Hot Blood, hot 
Thoughts, and hot Deeds? why they are Vipers, Is Laye a 
Generation of Vipers? 
Sweet Lord, who’s afield to Day? 

Par. Elector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Troy. 1 would fain have arm’d to Days out 
my Nell would not have it fo. 

How chance my Brother Troi/as went not? 

Helen. He hangs the Lip at fomething; you know all, 
Lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not 1, honey fweet Queen: I long to hear how they 
{ped to Day: 

You'll remember your Brother’s excufe? 

Par. Toa Rair. 

Pan, Farewel, {weet Queen. 

Helen. Commend me to yeur Neice. 

Pan. I will, {weet Queen. (Exit. Sound a Retreat. 

Par. They’re come from Field; let us to Priam’s Hall, 
To greet the Warriors. Sweet Helen, I muft woo you, 
To help unarm our Heétor: His ftubborn Buckles, 

With thefe your white enchanting Fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of Steel, 

Or force of Greeki/h Sinews, you fhall do more 
Than all the Ifland Kings, difarm great Hettor. 

Helen. >Twill make us proud to be your Servant, Paris: 
Yea, what he fhall receive of us in duty, 
Gives us more palm in Beauty than we-have: 
Yea, over-fhines our felf, 

Sweet, above thought, I love thee. 
Enter Pandarus, and Troilus’s Maz. 

Pan. How now, where’s thy Mafter, at my Coufin Cre/- 
fida’s? 

Ser. No; Sir, he ftays for you to condu& him thither. 

Exter Troilus. 

Pan. O, here he comes; How now, how now? 

Troi. Sirrah, walk off. 

Pan, Have you {een my Coufin? 

Troi. No, Pandarus: I ftalk about her Door 
Like a ftrange Soul upon the Stygian Banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, 
And give me {wift tranfportance to thofe Fields, 


[ Exeunt. 
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Where I will wallow in the Lilly Beds 
Propos’d for the deferver. O gentle Panddr tS, 
From Czpid’s Shoulder pluck his painted Wings, 
And fly with me to Crefid. 
Pan, Walk here i’ th’ Orchard, I’ll bring her ftraight. 
| Exit Pandarus, 
Troi. I am giddy; Expectation whirles me round, 
Th’ imaginary relith is fo fweet, 
That it enchants my Senfe; what wall ic be 
When that the watry Palates tafte indeed 
Love’s thrice reputed NeGar? Death, I fear mes 
Sounding Deftrudtion, or fome Joy too fine, 
Too fubtile, potent, and too fharp in fweetnefs, 
For the Capacity of my ruder Powers; 
I fear it much, and I do fear befides, 
That I fhall lofe diftin&tion in my Joys, 
As doth a Battel when they charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. 
Enter Pandarus, 
Pan. She’s making her ready, fhe’ll come ftraight; you 


muf{t bé witty now, fhe does fo blufh, and fetches her Wind §; 


fo fhort, as if fhe were fraid with a Sprite: I'l] fetch her; it 
is the prettieft Villain, fhe fetches her breath fo fhort as 
new ta’en Sparrow. 
_Trei, Even fucha Paflion doth embrace my Bofom: 
My. Heart beates thicker than a feverous Pulfe, 
And all my Powers do their beftowing lofe, 
Like Vaflalage at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majefty. 
Enter Pandarus and Creffida. 

Pan. Gome, come, what need you bluth ? 
Shiame’s 4 Baby ; here theisnow, {wear the Oaths now toher, 
that you have {worn to me, What, ate you goné again, you 
mutt be watch'd e’er you be made tame, mutt you? Come 


your ways, come your ways; and you draw backward welll | 


put you i’th’ Files: Why do yow not {peak to her? Come 
draw this Curtain, and let’s fee your PiGure. Atlas the day, 
how loath you are to offend day-light ? and’twere dark you'd 
clofe fooner. So, fo, rub ony and kifs the Miftrefs; how n0Ws 
a kifs in Fee-farm ? build there, Carpenter; the Air isfweet. 
Nay, you thall fight your Hearts out eer f partyou. The 


Faulcon, 


| Exit Pan + 
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foulus ana Creliida. 855 
Faulcon has the Tercel, for all the Ducksi’ th’ River: Goto, 
go to. 


Troi. You have bereft me of all Words, Lady. 

Pan. Words pay no Debts, give her Deeds: But fhe’ll bee 
feavye you 0’ th’ Deeds too, if fhe call your AGivity in que- 
ftion: What, billing again? here’s in witnefs whereof the 
Parties interchangeably Come in, come in, Pll go get 
a Fire. | Exit Pan. 

Cre. Will you walk in, my Lord? 

Troi. O Creffida, how often have I wifht me thus? 

Cre. Witht, my Lord! the Gods grant ;-—~O, my Lord. 

Troi, What fhould they grant; what makes this pretty 
abruption; what too curious Dreg efpies my {weet Lady m 
the Fountain of our Love? 

Cre. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eyes. 

Troi. Feats make Devils of Cherubins,’ they never. fee 
truly. 

Cre. Blind fear, that feeing Reafon leads, finds fafer foot= 
ing than blind Reafon {tumbling without fear; to fear the 
worft, oft’cures the worfe. 

Troi. O let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

In all Cupid's Pageant there is prefented no Monfter. 

Cre. Nor nothing monftrous neither 2 

Troi, Nothing but their Undertakings, when we vow to 
weep Seas, live in Frre, eat Rocks, tame Tygers, thinking it 
harder for our Mifttefs to devife Impofition enough, than for 
us to undergo any Difiiculty impofed. This is the monftro- 
fity in Love, Lady, thatthe Willis infinite, and the Execu- 
tion confin’d; thet the Defire is boundlefs, and the A@ 4 
Slave to limit. 

Ge. They fay all Lovers fwear' more performance than 
they are able, and yet referve an Ability that they never 
perform: vowing more than the perfection of ten; and dif- 
charging lefs than the tenth part of one. They that have 
the Voice of Lions, and the aé& of Hares, are they not 
Monfters? 

Troi. Are there fuch? fuch are not we: Praife us as we 
are talted, allow us as we prove: Our Head fhall go bare, 
‘tll merit crown it; no Perfe&ion in reverfion fhall have a 
Praife in prefent; we will nor name Defert before his Birth, 
and being’ born, his addition fhall be humble; few Wordsto 
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1856 Troilus and Creflida. " 


fair Faith. Troilus fhall be fuch to Creffida, as what Envy |p, 
can fay wort, fhall be amock for his Truth; and what Truth jy: 
: can fpeak trueft, not truer than 7roilxs. ah 
3 Gre. Will you walk in, my Lord ¢ is 
Enter Pandarus. mh 
Pan. What, blufhing {till? have you not done talking | 
et¢ : 
Cre. Well, Uncle, what folly. I commit, I dedicate to |, p 
rou. 7 
. Pan. I thank you for that; if my Lord get a Boy of you, 4 
you'll give him me; be true to my Lord, if he flinch, chide, 
me for it. ; 
Troi. You know now yout Hoftages; your Uncle’s Word 9 
and my firm Faith. a 
Pan. Nay, Vll give my Word for her too; our Kindred, 
though they be long e’er they are woo'd, they are conftant },) 
being won: They are Burs, I can tell you, they'll ftick 
where they are thrown. , 
Cre, Boldnefs comes to me.now, and brings me Heart: 4} 
Prince Troilus, I have lov’d you Night and Day, ‘a 
For many weary Months. al 














































Troi. Why was my Crefid then fo hard to wing i 

Cre. Hard to feem won: But I was won, my Lord, we 
With the firft glance that ever Pardon me—— a 
If I confefs much, you will play the Tyrant: if 
I love you now, but not "till now, fo much ” 
But I might mafter it in faith I lye ® 
My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown a! 
Too head-ftrong for their Mother; fee we Fools, 
Why have I blabb’d? who fhall be true to us a 
When we are fo unfecret to our felves ? r 


But though I lov’d you well, I woo’d you not, 
my And yet good faith I wifht my felf a Man: 
‘al Or that the Women had Mens privilege 
14 Of fpeaking firft. Sweet, bid me hold my Tongue, 
Forin this Rapture I fhall furely fpeak 
The thing I fhall repent; fee, your filence 
Coming in dumbnefs, for my weaknefs draws 
tH! My Soul of Counfel from me. Stop my Mouth. 
ih a Trei. And fhall, albeit {weet Mu fick iffues thence. [ Kiffing- 
He Pan. Pretty, i faith. | 
Cre» 


Troilus avd Creffida. 1857 


Cre. My Lord, 1 do befeech you pardon me; 
*T was not my purpofe thus to beg a Kifs : 
Iam afham’d +O Hes iv’ns, what have I done! —— 
For this time will I take my eav é¢, my Lord. 

Troi. Your leave, {weet Crefid? 

Pan. Leave! and you take leave “till to Morrow Morns 
ing 

Cre. Pray you, content you. 

Troi. What offends you, Lady 2 

Cre. Sir, mine own Company. 

Troi, You cannot fhun your felf. 

Cre. Let me go and try 
I have a kind of (elf refides with you: 


| But an unkind felf, that it felf will leave, 


ie 
iv 


To be another’s Fool. Where is my Wit ? 


“I would be pone: l {peak I know not what. 


Troi, Well know they what they fpcak, that fpeak © 
wifely. 
Cre. Perchance, my Lord, I fhew more Craft than Lovs, 


And fell fo roundly i a large Con fe flion, 
To angle for your Thoughts : But you are wife, 
Or elfe you love not ; for to be wile and love, 


IN Exceeds Man’s might, and dwells with Gods above. 


Troi. O that Itl hought it could be in a Woman; 
And if it can, I will prefume in you, 
To feed for ay her lamp and flimes of Love, 
To keep her Conftar cy in plight and youth, 
Out-living Beauties outward, with a Mind 
That doth renew fwifter than Blood deca Lys. 
Or that Perfwafion could ae thus conviuce me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 
Might be affronted with ‘hi match and weight 
Of fach a winnowed purity in Love: 
How were I then up-lifted ! Sut alas, 
I am as true as Troth’s Simplicity, 
And fimpler than the Infancy of Truth. 
Cre. In that (il war with you. 
Troi. O virtuous Fighr, 
When right with right wars, who fhould be moft right? 


' True S wains in Love. fhall in the World to come 


Approve their tiuths by Troilus ; when their Rhimés, 
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I know, is duch a wrelt in their Affairs 


- T? ; >" Sess re Rl wdbae s ra 
Enter Agamemnon, Ulyffes, Diomedes, Neftor, Menelaus 


Cal. Now, Princes, for the Ser ha ve done yous 
Th’ advantage of the, time Lig ompts me alou 
To call for recompence : 
That through the fight LI 
I have abandon’d Troy, left t a Poff | 
Incurr’d a Trattor’s Name, expos’d my felf 
From certain and poffeft Convenienci 
To doubtful Fortunes, féqueitring fron 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuftom, and C indition, 


Made tame, and moft familiar to my Nature: 


And here to do you Service am become 
As new into the World, ftrange, un acquaint ted. 
Ido befeech you, as in way of talte 
fe give me now a ‘little benefit 
Out a, thofe many Regiftred in Promife, ' 
Which you fay live to come in my behalf. 
Aga. What-wouldft thou of us,aZrojan ? Mi o> demand. 
Cal. You have a Trojan Prifoner call? d Anthenor 


er, Cal ) 
Yelterday took : Troy hold: him . ery dear. 

Oft have you (often have you, Thanks therefore) 
Defir’'d my Creffd in right great Exchange, 

Whom 777 hath {till deny’d : But this -4uthenor, 


That their Negotiations all muft flack 
Wanting this Mana e; and they will almoft 
Give usa Prince o’th’ Blood, a Son of Priam, 
In change of hrm, Let him be fent. grea Princes, 
And he thal] OUY mv Dauechrter: \nd her prefence 
Shall quite {trike off all Service I have done, 
In moft accepted pain. 

Aga. Let Diome es bear him, 
And | bring us Cr rejjid D her = Calchas thall have 
Bornith $08 fairly for this enterchange 
With all, biaage’ Wor 4. if Heétor will to Morrow 
Be an foer’ din his € Challenge Ajax is ready 


we 








YOUUS Ava WTCHIC 





Cee 




















, > fi ty | ss e647 — ? - 5 
Dio. This fhall I undertake, and ’tis a burthen 


V hich 1-am proud to bear. | Exit, 
7 : ‘ ‘ = ‘Ee ep | Bs _ j ~ T- f 
bxrter ACHIMEs ara rOCcius, 7# ther Cnt. : 
Pat a, py ago >? Cc I } 


Plea Gur General to Pals itrangeiy oy nN 


a ; | , i Ligail —<—~< J = y i iil, 
: . ) 4 
é3 si . _@ < 2 Frinces 4 ; 
1 Fa 
] a\ i io, & ' ~ Ui 1O01€ re€ raATrTG | ) Its 
vn 7 . ae ag By " > . 1 : — F : 4 : 
j Vv i COME bake LIS Lint ne i] G ‘J 3} Cs 
> 
SA7 7 wIHH * 7 - . x - -. he 2 : " *d 
Vhy iuch unplaufive E 1y turn’d on pime 
Lc ; f LAB . 
] ; dec ; f 4 qGiici ' 
a = ¢ = 5 Aw 
s | OF : ) ' tis Pride, IW 
G47 : Viv 7 E * eee y 
I h Will ve defire to drink; | 
; a 2 - = = y ae . ot Re : é f - ¢ 
if fiia 4iO 5 PLR e Pr id natiy no Ot! ei Cslafs 


iH lo fhew it felf, but Pride; for fupple Knees 
iid! Feed Art TO§ ance, and are the proud Man’s Fees ut 2 
1} Pye - Lee mr “ ; 

uw execute your Purpoie. and put on He 


Ava. = 
A form of Strangenefs as we pa{s along 


B’ > I 
ce } i + , hee : 
18, cio Cac i Lora, a nd Clit her greet him not, Hino 


Or elfe difdainfully, which thall fhake him more, iL 
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the W aye si) 
chil, What, comes the on to {peak with me? iN 
You know my Mind. I'll Geht no more ‘gainft Troy. \ 
Aga. Whit fays Mihalis, eats he ought with us? A 


Neff. Would you, my Lord, ought with the General? sm 
Achil, No * 


Nefr. » No thi: ng, My L« ord. ma 
Aga. ~Uhe betrer. 


Achil. Good Day, £ooa d Day. it h 
ta 6 
difen. How do you? 2. w do youe et 
J p ily 
, Be ed as , ys sof 
LIC # Nat, a sthe <e) Li i. nN me uti 
4, J ¥ La a i: Dp a) r 
alt hae i } 2 i 4 ¢ 7] T 
yj 7 — ‘3 Ae 
LLC} JtA aby ii W's in It" 
4; .s F x 
sat ke Ligeo r 
“2 j ; ry ’ ~ = 
AAC Hi > Fi 0 : i } 


a. AY, and good aext Day too, [ Exeait. x 
it. WV hat mean thef Fell ¢ Enow they riot Achilles? Wri, 






* 
Sen == 
i 









uy 

a. 2 p 

s ary 5 : ney 9 S ’ ’ c . 7 > ee 

Pi See egg ee na > £5¢y were us’d to bend, 

‘ % 7 : ct T > fra Cc . cy vias - : . . «c an : = 7 «* 
| : | zs U £Ciic A WEES DETOrEe ea [oO Achilles: 21) 
f i? ' ~ . , 

® £0 come as humbly ac thew ne? Be 
if , "; ‘5 ay ie . é te ide. ec ecp tO Holy Altars- td 
i » a Ctl, VV i at, ; i A A) oor O) f lar a P lig 
id Wh r ba: “ Ate ee 7 it we on 9 , th 
: ® .eite t49 Sai ALUCES Wii e raiin 0] f with Fortune; hi 
ie | 


Mutt 








iid hat are withour hi; > p) 


) 


} 


en. e is les 
ll inte: rupt his F esdios. aa = ee 1 Ulyifes | 

it Of. Now, great Thetis Son! 

Mn dchil. What are eo dU read ling 2 


are ee ia 
it Speculation turns not to it felf, | 
’ 


bag - «? 
Trojl; 
Mult fall out with Men too: Whaertthe declin? 






























O: Whatthe d clin’d is. i: 
He fhall a5 {c ION TEad in the Ey Cs :.¢ f or rs. | \ 
As feel in his own Fall: Bo; Mien, like R ie er-flies | 
Shew not their mealy Wings, but to the oumm re. | 
And not a Man, for } cing timple Map. 
Hath any Honour, but | nour’d by thofe 


Prizes of Accident, 2:5 oft as Merit 
Which when th y 4ait (as Deine ji ppery 
The Love that lean’d , them as flipper 


pyiy tUoO, ane 
Doth one pluck down another, and to; eth 


ALa 4 oe ‘ a : cr 
D . : a FE a R . j Th 
ye In tHe ail , tit Cis {) kU W itil Lili, 
Fortune and I are F lends, I do enjoy 


if i 
At ample Point all thar | ug 


Save thefe ie Me ,41$ Lo JO Ks, who do methi nks fi nd out 
some thing I! 1 me not w rth thet R } 


*8sae ric h Beholding, 


As they ha ve ofte 1 Live n Here ifs (C}; les | 


tsi & 


Uh: A \ trang low here a 


4 
a ‘ sg Paact qi 
(Writes m » ths at y ho. ae; VY €ver urted, fi 
vy? +} yirve ; : se ~ 7 oo i ; 
low MIUCi IN havi Sy O} without, or ] ly bah te 
*4 nor make hnalt ¢; Ree aoe SI cm t i ; cam . 
40HOt Make boa!lt ta Nave that which he hath $ ie 
. 
: r7 2c be f h. : + one 1 
Yor feels 1 at Ee: wes, but by Reflection, es 
3 ee i , fave Ik 
iS When hi 5 Vj > 1Ntning upon others, Fe 


leat them, an Fs th le Y rétore that Fleat a gain . ) 1 
othe fi rh GiIV i! 


Achil. This is no itrange, Ulyffes, 


oad 


_ Pitt ® 

: P Fyety 

he R Ati See ‘eta rr : ; mF k 2 = 3 4 wt if 

’ J. at Cy thai LS hy Fiala re In ' 1€é 4 aCé * : : 

; i : eid on f 7 a ae J aw ome ‘ d ad ’ £ ' ies i 

he Bea C] KNO Ws ij a) out commen 1s If i¢cil, Ki f 

r co . 2 a > : ee 
if) Aint =f ry +4 > [ie i. 

Of going Irom It ieif, ut Eye e OPPVPOS d, : a 4 

as a < haere See ey i rae ; a 

lute Caco ofn rT, With PE is is oe shee Wit per Me 


the 
is fan ni ay bur at ge Au Shae: $s dr iifes 
/ho in his eaculfl anes exprefly proves 
hat to Man is the Lord of any thing, 
tho” ia and of hin ) there 1s much confifting, 


“7 


Y 3 





— A + : 
== ; : —_ 
ge] 
Gs 
. 
<< 
en 
n 
dunt 
a ny “ 
> - = 
en toe 
w a © 
sre +3 ao . 
<8) — 
s <= lus «=D oO 
Ca aan “Gd — ts le 
7 .W o> es a S 
~ we Ve pmeg C4 na aed ~~ “ . 
a le > Be > @ w” eee 
a. ~r <T I Amd “ 
ppt LA ey | ~—« (¢€O oD . 
\ wr * as | n~ © 
aes ee ao = “ . a a 4 
met ASC aw +! eee. Se 
¢ 7. oO fervdead bees mS com Ce Nenad 
aan a 4 a. a wo cs ee Sew CS 
ome eas a a2? er I, im b He w 
a) ae ar Re Om -5) tw 
- vr <2 ws. ey vm - : “ 
er hoaed “a . > ~ NS J) a - ” = oe | 
wad end | “whe ~ a 3 = a 0 
f a ' ; 4 mee c 2s, ¥ ae 
Re, Oo = cent a ~~ ws aS an 2 
- —_ - ne | x — 
ae = KY 2 Ov yD a 
a ~ Q ar" Yost cu a ad cu 
% o.8: "Sem oe n ‘ ye an | i 
; ‘ ; - 
S ce Ne on mn a 
~ | - ’ mel ‘ 
ay , = a “ 
| . =ory Q a 
Lee i mod —} eae ee ee 
e s ca - - out ‘ c? eC 
. ie a Sat tie Ye "UO 
> > c= . pe | " 
on dud trem : 
ur) as. 9 Fl . sung . ' ‘ 
\ . . tun " at } 
e a 4 Not = 
ai Ls Ug Mee ) Shed wn & ~ 
— ia a beet 4 
a+ cae ‘ 4 ‘ oe o out 7. ” i ry 
y j : “ ant ere f 
let ; bos ooo ‘te fi—~4 
a ~ 
an r x aie >. 5 F al >) o 
> pes 5 ; Bunct - 
s —_, alt = won 
end ao .V a ee Se RS 
cor : ; < ~ 1. ; oun ~ out 
| -~ os ‘ 3» © iD ex w wa CT OV oes 
re “3 . 8 , ~~ ot LS ge oO oc 
t) "> 4 “ a La) oes « 
2 ge 6 A Ree ery: ‘adh —~ 
Oa tnd - y° _> fas} ae baaq CU ) 
aa) ~ aol . x # Ts -” 
on - mar —— ‘7 . a ‘ol oe 
= te OF . 2 Yau pee ‘ ry 
pa OoOuoes 7 = VU wc wr 
“ ‘ \ J —~ * ~ rt ‘ » 
am “s eee . / a C re cn a o— 
hee P 
eo pl « ¢ 0 1) Qa) ™, — ae o~ 
— > - (35 dr Onc 
oe - ' q “ ys A ~ 
— £6 ot Ves See oe VY on™ 
= on, ~< ¢> ted “ LP \ wei > nad " 
> EE os “s LJ “er winter haw 
oo eS an ot oo aa O 
7 =] 
43 Q ; oe < Fe - a a ga Fa wr os iA 2) 
q@ - pa ~ Oho) So a ee ms 
Ce 4 ew © oubung ~ > a ao] og y =: at a o 7 
q ’ mF ae ot 7 c ~ 
one be ff) ones ~ 43 J 
. im s 4 La 2 oun hartees mae ft ~— ; c= yj 
tend w — 2 a 4 UY oo <a 4 
‘-e. pas 
or’ ms / ‘ ~ ey “ on 


W 





IT he 


r( 


His 


>» him: 


OI 


4 


 . 
it 
Fr 


1, ; Ys ' 
otn tnrow 


1. 
} 


? 
5 


C 


yme Men 


nose 
bed 
es 
reused 
ap 
. es 
N 
” 
in| 
yg 
pepe) %s 
a . _ 
oo 
“°) 
em 
Sear) 
Swe 
— 
— + 
“ — | 
> 
~q 
4 A 
< 
we 
mn 
) ’ 


a i > ould e "7 wal ~ * ss 
= —_ =u ae = : «. . = 
as . — os = ¢ = ae , =~ 
“w 
" 
eG “~ 
Lo “ey 
*e ihe = G&A 
» py ~~ . 
al wm co : a, Bk 
+< ~ Fe Q) bea ct 
Sem . C) - . Le | 
oe oy rand ~— me a 
Qs ty - nd - ad ry 
“3 Sm OL ent a hs 
~ et —" i 
rome = OO ot Oh re i — +! 
vorq . ta a 
ae oo oO cu - 
~~ vom oe ~- ow : 
— oy hosed QO Lew Q2 “<s =" 

a | Soeay OR 0) ‘ 3 2 a WU 
ae te one 7) pee od mn 
ra ~, a] es cu i) q) oer 
ws wn mn 3. — ’ v — 

“ f) -~ ed hm 8) Font a pre, 
q® is " / hm oer ce) 
> om ff el sa - al ; () ae 
; / 4 « t 
my > . a “I re ea» a 
hee 4} "7 ‘ bed == oe ~ 
Me , ‘ + 3 CQ a 
Qe OP, CS red te wc 34 Cane tm 
ce me > df , -~ ffi om Neos 
i. | ih o x ‘to q) “ 
Play . oa ie al ae) a wim 
a UY @ arn "UO Like ce SE om oc af 
<> - a a Sud a vont ‘ol 4 | 4 > os bea 
< . - ot -~, . = ig home 
~~ et - OY oA “5 & 
2 “+ > “i s | m bef CD . " 34 
— ~ 4 Ty a et hei ODE wd 
“Fa tnt wn . a hes rs ‘ ‘one 
\s £) yon deed ww ) ~ S ae] PE oe) ~ 
ot —<) co C ad a cu ae es | ont 
4 - p- Men ‘ as agp : 
+ te q } ; on 7 C 
ro ot ne ~ A = as tine , ~~ an 
“A : “a “y oo tet 2 oe > eS ae 
> ‘ 2 - dead a me wows ~ 
~~ " > cs w 3 Cc "1 ; 2 (> An 
- > . - ~ - = =< a ae | — —- ed Lass ‘ 
= = = + om Cc) am i ' 7 C f — Sa a " 
or a a oo poet — : We FS TO eo es 
a: | : “ vom U $ 
- oe r f o~t = 
} we OE ; > poe CS bie. @ =) w << 
we PO Oho HK Se 2 5s ee 
ag = @) ay om ee G ‘ 
) , s' A mn UD 65 4 nnd cc = — 
r~ : Ng nal i - we. ee | pute / - Le os ow 
= COrmoo, YS & oO A EE eiinwe 
bod - po . » om ‘ ae omy mead (> 
i Fa 3) st Se r yy © ‘- Ne 
at mm Oe UE, GN @ ot 
bday Fouad Sed om 5D ee y _— . oO St 
~ c wd ros a — . co ow 1/4 we 
: : . . - w ? ‘) os ; w< 
— ad Po. hee © a Lt ‘oom rx po oe © 
at . howe ote U = we ont a os LJ 
a mony = . wo ~ ~ 
ea ODS co = ee = Ub ie 2). CO COvrem q) 
~~. 4 tw , end ca =~ ¢ J) a oe ‘om t r e Pia 
yard Trg = rs ‘ ~~ . < WS 
4 ih ae | . % ’ . >F > see ds + 
-? it e \ — wach ip ~~~ Ww a = = a 
) pel | we " , ; i kK ™ aI ay 
; w ec ~ J tim m passa > r eI 
poy ‘ Nee 
: 3 See oo — dl me r—. A 
Ci, tt ot By f Lo , prow w , , 
' 11“, “, Fale eal ¥ 4 ¥ aoa od 


Bere i= 
PEFR ES ne 


; 
he 
y/ 


> 
2 


U 
, 
~ 


ath 


inftant wa 
then the P 


ceep 
Sons, 


3 
° 


Take t 
if 


“es 
> ; 
. ; 
Ss a | mo) 
~ - ont 
way ~4 cv 
eh, TT ae 
O wm & 
em eat OC 
~ ) 
o Os 
> 
cu &? 
rw oe Ra 
du) rn 
_— -« 


Vv 
= oe 
r-! © 


nO’ 
7 | 
Ynere 


For Honour tr 
reé 


Ta 
+ F 


OE et 


FCa 
by 
ih 


For Emulation hath a ¢] 


; 
Q 


= 
. | 
Ad 


= 


LOU 


2s 


That 


2 te eR te CO te 


iter: s mao .4t 






Lie 
}) 


wr 


ILLS GU 172 


Troil 


That one by one purfue; if you ge 
Or hedge alide from the direct | 
Like to an entred Tide, they all 


And leave you hmdmotlt 
- opt 1 

<q? 
Lye there for p 


a 


> (ee ; er 1? J ¢ ry} 
peecun mae imp; @ One Uh 


F Si E ’ 5 rT 
ror lime iS eC a tainlo 
7 Kha {}; : } fj c + : 
diat IL os 1 iy ip 1cs } I pa ‘ 
. Af 
| - ee 4, | > J 
And with Arms out-ftretch’d, 
Cra ips in the ome! th ae 
iP) ee. - a ee ; 
And L arewe; GOES 4 ut eee ai . ( 
ee 4? ? 
emu tion ro} tie (Hil J A 


High | Ritth, Vigour of Rone, 
Love, Friendth IDs / 

To envious and 
One touch of ie 
That all with one confent praife 
Tho’ th ey are. made and moulde 
And £0 to Dutt, that i 
More Laud 1n ve t Oo er-d! {}, d, 


WAT itera ma 


4N @tUeel € 


The pre fent Eye, praifes the p 
Then marvel nat, ih yu great and 


That all ha Greeks begin. to ' 
Since things in motion pres to ¢ 
Than what not ftirs; the Cry 
And {till ir : ioe ha zn t 
If thou woul. al >t 
And cafe thy Re 


Whe fe Prorions 


FS 


al 


Tur 


; 


Deeds, but 


ay et it may 
stomb thy felf ali re, 
wutation in =) Tent; 


efe Fields of 


a bt & 


te 


W eC} 


Defe 


D 


tc out 


1 Cte 


ta 
calumniating Time: 


Aida 


Liiad Q 


W 
: 
e ~ 
“es 
ao 
. p T, 
ay ae 
y 4 
’ * TF 
: ‘ y 
, x 
® 
4 J 
5 
: 
. 7 
i ¥Y 
Tryt 4 
2b | = - 
’ 
& ar 
WCi 
all 
J aii 
? 7 
‘Be | 4 : 
J { 


Oi er 
C Upject. 
a § at Mi 
3 


‘ e Eye, 


On th 


ava In, 


Made emule tths f, ge A 
ade Crmuso yLLS iyi} 331 stig "me ols Pit Lijit 
And drave great Mars to Faction. 


Achil il, OF chis my Privacy, 
I have {trong Reé bats S. 

Cc lyf. But ’, pair if 
The Reaf ons” 2 ore potent 
‘Tis known, ay) pilles, that you al 
With one of Priam’s Daughters. 

Achil, Ha! koown! 


2 ™; 
— ais 
} 


sa 
Y 4 


COs 


late, 

























f 
: 
a) if 
ead | 
a } 
} prs 
lg 
| 
! 
Hl 
ii 


” 
: 

ae Ti 

heb} 
*a 
if Lt 
eee 
} ; 

9 i 


giv sui i 

ah i t 

} we & 
r \ fi 
itt 


aye? 
<= 
Seen! 


7 eee ee 
a 
> 





= - 
= 


" 


en ee 


ee 


ee 





oe? a 





IN, 


by h 


vO}, 

? J 74 
qd you 

ive eo 

nus: 
our 


oN] 


4 
. 
‘ 
;) 
= 
a 


7a 


W Lit) 


7 
y 
i? 
a¢ 
«= "= 


. 
CPs 
a 
: 
' 
"hg 


ic 

‘ft 
LIKE 
t1Cc 
you t 

! 

as a | 


7 


7e | mov 
4A AY vEeY 
Nuc 
Dane 


of 


34 


’ 


a 

ef] 
moft | 
rela 


} 


zm a 
1 ia 
h 
ah 
<i iV; 


q 
a)i 
m 
conde 
ve fj 


a4 
W 


a 
tits 


0D al 


’ 
I fta 


h: 


it 


a 
oun 

‘os 

—— 


3 

~ 
& 
ar 


it 
AAE4 
Hincent r 
r ALi Ly an 
» L,?, 
Leh ¢ 

nN 


7 
7 
7 
4 


in 
10a 


of A étio 


y 


i 
7 
he 
Fa 
oda 
a Fae 
IC ¢ 


All t 
As pe 


, 
. 
r 
- 

. 


itit m 
Y 


Wi 


And better wo 
Bu 

he 
In tii 


<n Se AAR pt tS hemes See 








Achil. Go call Therfres hither, fweet 


NT fend the F 4 
} | fend the O01 tO Ala 2 cet ' 
} > @l if MLLsEC | i} 
bes | os > I, ,47 ; { ‘ : 
T invite i sw i V01Aaz i TG » ITeT Ci . ‘ ere na4aFf 
Z — ££ » «< x = 
Te | > c . : M4 ? rT tk. 4 . x 
Ore Us Mere UNasM a: 1 Nave a Woman’s longing, 
. ~, & . | J 7 : = ' 5 J we 
} An A D p —& ! t t d t } a mM 1} 4 if W i c i} a i ? 
i. oa a > - 7. CL | } : 
To ice great Aeétor in the weeds of Peace, 


To talk with him, and to behold his Vifave 
Even to my full of view. A labour fay’d——_— 

Ther.. A Wonder ! 

4eLil Woihat? 

AACHLL WY Nats 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the Field, asking for him- 
{elf, 

Achil. How fo? 

Ther. He 


. . ; ; 
3 fo prophetically p. 


pam 


fj nopty. te fe noo with Peter, and 
rol ea of al erol ical Cu gell ling, that he 
raves, In fay? ing eh Ing. 


. 
’ 


Achil. How can that be 
Ther. Why, he {talks up and down like a Peacock, a 
ftride. and a itand; ruminate: =e an Lloftefs that hathno A- 
rithmetick, r Brain to own her Reckoning 5 bites 
his Lip with a p: litick reeards 25 ks fhould fay, there were 
Wit in his Head, and *rwou’d out; and fo here is, but it 


vw) 


— 
ot 


Hul be 


sz ~ | ia . + a 4 Sa a. oe . : 
lie es as co! Qiy hil him as : aril It, W aich will not bi WwW 


rire 
‘fhe Man’s undone for ever 5 for if 
hell break’c him- 


{ faid, Good mor- 


with ut Rij CKING, ‘| 
y 4 . } . j. rr & ; ~ t+ > ’ i & 
Hettor reak not Mis NecK 1iD C ym Oat, 
“ee 7 s “ | See ; 
felt in \ diN-2iory H: k IOWS Not me: 


TOW, AAX, A ; he ret ir Ss Tha KS Ay Ser canine What 
think you of this Man, that takes me —. the General? He’s 


grown a very Land-hth---lanpuagelels----a Moniter: 3 pet 
of Opinion, a Man May Wear it on both fides, likea Leather 
Jerkin. 

fh Achil. Thou maft be my Ambafi-dorto him, Therfites. 

Ther. Who? [¢----why he’ll a: {wer no Body; he profeffes 
Not aniwering ; {peaking is for Beggars; he wears his Tongue 
{ will put on his prefence;. let Patroclus make his 
demandstome, vou fhall fee the Pageant of MAX. 

Achil. lo him, Patroclas----tell HIM, [ humbly de fire the 
valiant Ajax, to invite the moft valorous Afetter to come 
unarm nd to my Lent ani to procure fafe Conduct for his 
nanimous and moft Illuftrious, fix or fe- 


, 
Vcn 


a 
ns Arms: 


> 


of RA A; 
e Perfo Oi ke RLaLT 




































we 
yi a 
i 








1866 Troilus and Creflida. 
ven times honour’d Captain, General of the Grecian Army, 
igamemunon, ec. Do this. 

Patr. Fove blefs great Ajax. 

Ther. Hum— 

Patr. 1 comme from the worthy Achilles, 
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Patr. And to procure fafe Codu& from Agamemnon, 


Ther. Agamemnon ——— 

Patrs Ay, my Lord. 
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Patr. What fay you to’t ? 

Thers God be wi’you, with all my Heart. 
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Troi. Dear, troudle not your felf; the Morn.is cold, 
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Cre. Go hang your felf, you naughty mocking Uncle: 
You bring me to do ind then you me too, 1 
Pan, To do what? to do whatz let her fav, what: 
What have I brought you to do2 i 
Cre. Come, come, befhrew your Heart; you'll ne’er be . 
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h, 
Cre. W hy figh you fo profoundly? where’s my Lord? 
poe? ? Tell me, {weet Uncle, what’s the matter 2 
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Cre. O the Gods! what’s the matter2 
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Drawing all things to it. I will go in and Weep. 
Pan. Do, do. 
Cre. T 
Cheeks, 
Crack my vith Sobs, and break my Heart 
With founding Troilus. 1 will not go from Troy. | Exit, 
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OF her « deliv ry to this valiant Greel 
Comes taf upon: Good my Brother 
Tell you avs Lad ye W nat th 
And hatte her to th: 
Troi, Walk int: Hout, 
I'll bring her tc the Grecian prefently ; 
And to his Hand when I deliver her, 
Think it an Altar, and thy Brother Troilus 
A Prieft, there offerit ¢ to it his Heart. 
Par. Lknow what 1S tO Love, 

And would, as I fhall pity, I could 
Pleafe you walk in, my Lords. | Exeunt, 
pee Pandarus aad Creffid. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cre. ee tell you me of moderation ? 
The Gtief is fine, full perfe@ sha I tafte 
And no Lefs ina feat as {trong, ast 
Which caufeth it. How can I moderate ir? 
If I could temporize with my Affection, 
Or brew it to a weak 2 a! id co Ides Palate, 
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LTare here 1ere A 
Paz. weAUI Rg Lat its me} \ ic comes, 


agles ts here! let me embrace 
Heart, as 1 Gly faying is; O Heart, heayy 
Heart, why {itteit thou withote breakin ys Look where he 
in 5—— Becaufe.thou san’ft not eafe thy fmart by 


Friendfhip 


roth and Coeff, | 
O] 1s AN¢ ( 3re i¢ 1a. } 2 = > 
ee. 
ered In : ~~ | <y ar , Sige - , . 
f ; * - “A t2r 4 . ‘ ; 7 t . 
let us Calf ay a} HOt 2s OF we ilnay live tf evs needa ot 
luch a Verie; we fee ir, we fee it: how now, Lambs2 


Trot. Creffid, 1 love thee in fo fly ee a purity; 
That the bleft Gods, as angry with my Fancy, 
More bright in Zeal, than the Devotion which 
Cold Lipsb'owto their Deities, take thee from me, 

Cre. Have the Gods Envy? 

Pax. Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay, ‘tis too plain a Cafe. 

Cre. And is it true, that I muft go from Troy 2 

Troi. A hareful Truth, : | 

Cre. W! at, a! d from Troilus to 

Troi. aire Troy, 2 

Cref. Is it poflible 2 

Troi. And fuddenly : while injury of Chance 


- 


ind LroilZs, 
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Puts back weeletea! ig, juitles roughly by 

All time of paufe, rudely beguiles our Lips 

Of all rejoyadure : . forcibly prevents 

Our lock’d Embrafures ; {tra swiss our oe Vows, 


' ay 


Even in the birth of our,own labouri reath. 
We two, that with log many thoufand ‘fighs 
Did buy each oti er, muit pc ory fe ll ¢ a {fc clyes, 
With the rude brevity and GUSEU ES of one; 
injurious time, now, with a Robber’s hatte, 
Crams his rich Thievery up, he knows not how. 
As many farewels as be Stars.in Heaven, 
With diflin@ Breath; and confign’d Ki fles to them, 
He fumbles up all in one loofe adieu; 
And feants us with a finple famifh’d Kafls, 
Diftafted with the Salt of broken Tears. 
eAneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ag 5, ? 
Trei. Hark, you are call’ d. Some fay, the Genius fo 
Cries, Come, to him ‘that inftantly muft die. 
Bid them have Patience; fhe fhall come anon, 
Pan. Where are my Tears? Rain, to lay this Wind, or 
my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 
Cre. I muft then to the Grecians? 
Troi. No remedy. 
Cre. A woful Creffid, *moneft the merry Greeks 
Troi. When fhall we fee again ¢ 
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Troilus and Crefida \ ee 


When we will attempt the frailty of . ur Powers 
Pduiing OD their changeful VO ChnCyYV, 

eLneas withiz. Nay, good my Foe 

= ‘ ~~ = - oO Satta . 2 

Lroi, ©ome kits, and let us pirt. 

Paris Wt! htt. Brot he r Troi LS. 

4 os Good Brothe: 5 COME ycu hither, 
And Oring exeas and the Greciézn with VOU 

aoe é . : . £2 a . 

Cre. My Lord, will you be trte2 

Troi. Who I? Alase it ig my Voice my Fanle« 
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Ynile others ffh with Craft for zreat Opinion 
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I, With eiCat trutn,. catch mers 7 = 
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Whilefome with cunnine gild thei: Cc Crowns 
Vith truth and piainnels | > weir Mm! 


Welcome, Sir *Diomed le, here is tre 
Which we Anthenor we deliver you. 
At the Port (L yr 1) ] I] pive her ‘othyv Ha d 
And | Dy the way p thee whit ‘the is 
Entreat at her fair, and by my soul, fair Greek, 
If eer thou ftand at mercy ofmy Sword, 
Name Creffd, and thy Life thall de as fafe 
As Priam is 10 Llion, 


{ | 
uftre In your Eyes, Heav'n in your Cheek, 
: ind to Diunede 
You Mal be wii and commaid him wholly. 
Troi. Grecian, thou doft not uft me courteoully, 
To fhame the Seal of my Petition towards thee 
By pi ‘alfing her. .ore of 
She is as = high- foaring o'er thy Praifes, 
As thou unworthy to be call’d he: Servant: 
Icharge thee ufe her well, even for r my Charge: 
Hor by the dreadful! Pluto. if che >1 dof not, 
(Tho’ t!} le ereat bulk Achilles be thy (sua rd) 
Pil cut thy Thro 
Diom. Oh he nor mo *d. Prine Troilus; 
Ler me be D! ivilee’d by 3 Bt Place ind Meflage,; 


Tobea Speaker free : When I am hence, 
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1876) Troilus and Creflida. 


Vil n{y er to my Luft : ° And kno Ws my Lord, 
L'}l nothing do on charge; to her en worth 
She fhall be priz’d: But tl at you fay, be’t fo: 
| {peak it in my Spirit an 1 Honour No. 
Troi. Come to the bond i tell pen ce, Diomede, 





| 
el * 
This Brave fhall oft make thee to hide thy Head: 
Lady, give me yol i] 4 6 eet das. W ve W alk, 


To our oWdD fel Ves be na we our needful T alk. 
| Sound Trumpets 
Par. Hark, Heétor’s Trumpet ! 
ene. How have we fpent this Morning ? 
The Prince muft think me tardy and remifs, 
That. fwore fo ride before himin the Field, 
Par. ?Tis Troilus fault. Come, come to Field with him. 
Dio. Let us make ready ftrait. 
ene. Yea, with a Bridegroom’s frefh alacrity 
Let us addrefs to tend om Hecétor’s ene : 
7 bi Glo y of our 7roy doth this day }y 


is fair Worth, and fingle Chivalry xeunt, 


mo 
try 


SCEN EI. The Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax Armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroclus, Me- 
nelaus, Ulyffes, Neftor, Calchas, @c. 


Aga. Here art thou in appointment frefh and fair, 
Ant icipatins o Time. With ftarting Courage 
Give with thy Trumpet aloud note to Troy, 
Thou dreadful jax, that the appalled Air 
May pierce the Head ‘of the great Combatant, 
And ! eae him hither. 

Ajax. Thou Trumpet, there’s my Purfe; 
Now cr sk thy Lungs, and fplit thy Brafen Pipes 
Blow Villaif, ’till thy f yhered bias Cheek 
Out-{well the = aoe of puft Agauilon : 
Come ftretch thy Cheit, and ler thy Eyes {pout Blood: 
Thou blowelt £ t Hector. 

Vly. No Trom; et anfwers, 

“chil. ’Tis‘but early days. 

Enter 


Troilus gnd Grell 13877 


Exzter Diome he wud Creflida. 
Aga. re ¢ not young Diomede with Calchas Daughter 2 
Vly.” ris he, i-ken the manner of Dis Gate, . 
He rifes on i Toe ; that Spirit of his 
In Afpiration lifts him from the Earth. 
Aga. Is this the Lady Cre/fida 
Dio, E:ven the. 
ga. Molt dearly welcome to the Greebs, {we 
Nef. Our General doth falute you with a Kif. 
OUly/. Yet 1s your Kindnefs but Particular 5 ’twere better 
fhe were kift in general. 
Neff. And very courtly Counfel : I’ll begin. So much for 
Neftor. 
Achil, Vil take that Winter from your Lips; fair Lady, 
Achilles bids you welcome, 
Men. | had good Argument for kifling once. 
Pair. But that’s no Argument for kifling now ; 
For thus pop’d Paris in his Hardiment. 
Uly/. Oh deedly Gall, and theme of all our Scorns, 
For which we lofe our Heads to gild his Horns. 
Patr. The firft was Adenclaus kifs---this min¢--= 
Patroclus kifles you. 
Men. © this ts trim. 
Patr. Paris and 1 kifs evermore for him. 
Men, I'll have my kifs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. 
Cre. In killing do you ‘yeniber: or receive ? 
Pair. Both take and give. 
Cre. L'il make my thatch to give, 
The kifs you take is better than you give ; therefore no kifs. 
Men. ¥'ll give you boot, Pil give you three for one. 
Cre, You are an odd Man, give even, or give none. 
Men, An odd Man, Lady? every Man is odd. 
Cre. No, Paris is not; for you know ’us true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 
Men. You fillip me o’th’ head. 
Cre. No, Vil be fworn. 
Ulyf; It were no match, your Nail againit his Horn: 
May. I, fweet Lady, beg a kifs of you? 
Cre. You may. 
Vly. 1 do defire it. 
Z3 Cre. 
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Or elfe a breach, the Combatants being kin, 
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Half (tints their itrife before their (trok Heoin. 


Uly/. ThA y are Oppos G aircady. 


Ajax. What Trojan is that fame that looks fo heavy 


Ulyf. The y ungelt Son of Priam, 
And a truce Knight; they Cai him J/rozlus 


Not yet mature, yet matchiefs, firm of 
Speak ng in Dieds, and deedle{s in his l 
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Not foon provok’d, nor being provok’d, foon calm’d. 


His Heart and Hand both opel ; 
Por what he has he gives, wat 
Yet eives he not ij ; his Hounty, 
Nor dignifies an rmp, i houg 
Manly as Hetior, yore ert 
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Troilus avd Creflida. 


eet The obligation of our Blood forbids A 
i Y | A vory Emulation ’twixt us twain; i 
ee Were thy Commixion Greek and Trosan fo, hd 
me} That thou could’ft fay, this Hand is Grecian all, | 
ade And this is Trojan 3 the Sinews of this Leg oh 
All Greek, and this all Troy: My Mother’s Blood i 
Runs oa the dexter Cheek, and this Sinifter at Y 































i Bounds in my Futher’s: By Fove muitipotent, a 
li Thou fhould ft not bear from me a Greeki fb Member i 
i W hterein my Sword had sot impreflure made Hf 101 
mill Of our rank feud; but the juft Gods painfay, i 
bible Ts a 


A 

ait That any drop thou borrow ft fram thy Mother, ad 
30h My facred Aunt, fhould by my mortal Sword ws tn 
Be drain’d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: on 
By him that Thunders, thou haft lufty Arms; Hid 
Heftor would have them fall upon him thus——= a 
Coufi, all honour to thee. Hen, 

jax. 1 thank thee, Heéter: : br 
Thou art too gentle, and too free a Man: Hef 
I came to kill thee, Cowfin, and bear hence vin 
A great addition earned in thy Death, Heth 

Fett. Not Neoptolemus fo mirable, NK T 
On whole bright Creft, Fame with her loud’ft O yes, Nt ge 
Cries, This ishe, could promife to himfelf ah 
A thought of added Honour torn from He&or, He 

eine. There is expectance here from both the fides: Hi, 
What further you will do. . 

Fleci. We'll anfwer it: ant 
The iffue is Embracement: Ajax, farewel. voug 

jax, If I might in Entreaties find fuccefs, hot 
As feld I have the chance; I would defire | 
oH My famous Coufin to our Grecian Tents. ne 
ih Dio. “Vis Agamemnon’s with, and great Achilles NO et 
nn Doth long to fee unarm’d the valiant Heder. a 
tae flett. «ineas, call my Brother Troilus to me: “Fs 
And fignifie this lox ing Interview id | 
To the expe@ors 6f the Trojan parts Mey 
| Defire him home. Give me thy Hand, my Coufin: ute 
eet I will go eat with thee, and fee your Knights. it th 


Aga: 





Troilus and citi ; 


Agamemnon aud the refi of the Grevkes c¢ me forward, 
Ajax, Great Agamemnon comes to incet us here, 


co 


S I 


Heit. The worthieft of them, tell me name by name ; 
But for Ach alles, mine Own earch Ing E y 1g 


i . 5 


Shall find him by his large and portly fize, 
Aga. Worth ry of Al MS; as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of fuch an Enemy. 
Zut that’s no siebivness Underftand more c] ar, 
What’s paft and what’s to come, 1s ftrewd w th husks 
And formlefs ruin of Oblivion: 
But in this extant moment, faith and trot}, 
Strain’d purely from all hollow bias drawi g, 
Bids thee with moft divine Integrity, 
From Heait of very Heart, ereat Hatter, welcome. 
oe i thank thee, mott Imp tious Agamemnon. | To Trci. 
“4ja. My well fam’d Lord of Troy, no lefs to you. 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brother’s Gre eting, 
You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. 
Heit. Whom muft we anfwer2 
eEne. The Noble Avexelaus. 
Aletit. O----you my Oey Mars his Gauntlet thanks, 
Mock not, that I affe& th’ untraded Oath, 
Your quondam Wife {wears ftill | by Venus Glo Ve, 
She’s well, but bad me not commend her to vou. 
Men. Name her not now, Sir, fhe’s a deadly Theme. 
Flett. O pardon l offend. 
Noft. T have, thou gallant a, feen thee oft 
Labouring for Deftiny, make cruel wa 
Th rough ranks of Greekifb Youth; and I have feen thee, 
As hot as Perjeus, {pur thy Ph rygian Steed, 
And feen thee {< -ouring Forfeits and Si ubduements, 
Vhen thou haft hung thy advane’d Sword i’th’Air, 
Not letting it decline on the declined: 
That I have faid unto my Standers-by, 
Lo, ‘Fupiter is yonder dealing Life. 
And I have feén thee paufe, “aid take thy Breath, 
Wi nen that a Ring of ‘Greeks | have hem’d thee in, 
Like an Olympian wre! tling. Thus I have feen, 
But this thy Countenance, ftill ftock’d in Steel, 
I never faw *till now. Iknew thy Grandfire, 
And once fought with him; he wasa Soldier good, 
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1832 / Troilus and Creflida. 

he Captain of us-all, 
ever like the an old. Man-embrace thee, 
3 nd v O! { h VY Aj al : ae W Ss Ico me to Our h: ents. 
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Fieti. Let me embrace tne ,» good old Ch ironicle, 
That haft fo lone walk’d Har id in Hand with time: 
Moft reverend efor; I am glad to claip thee. 
Nef. | would-my Arr s could n atch theein Contention, 
As they contend with thee in Courtelie. 
Heit. I would they could. 
Neff. Ha? by-this white Beard I'd fight with thee to 
Morrow. Well, welcome, welcome; I have feen the times 
Ulyf. I wonder now how yonder City fiands, 
When we have here the Bafe and Pi Har by us, 
Heét. I know your favour, I 2OF VU Oly fles, well. 
Ah, Sir, there’s many a — and Trojan a dead, 
Since farit J lay you felf and Diemede 
In Jon, on your Greeki fi Emba lhe 
Ulyf. Sir, I foretold you then.what-would enfute. 
My Prophx ie is but half his hte a t; 
For yonder W alls chart Partly front youl Towns 
Yond Towers, whofé. wanton tops do buls ti he Clouds, 
Muft kif ‘dace own Fee 
Heé. I mult not ies you: 
There they sais yet; and modeftly I think, 
The fall of « ry Pi Yy0tat Stone will -coft 
A drop of Gi. ecian Blood; the end crowns all, 
And that old common stor 
Will one Day end it. 
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Menil, 1 thall foreftal thee, Lord Ulyffes, thou: 
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‘ have with f xace view perus d d thee, Elector, 
And quoted jo nt by joint, 

Heit. Is this Achilles 2 

Achil, IT am Achilles, 


Fett. Stand fair, 1 prithee, let me Jook on thee. 
«déhil, Behold thy fill, 
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Hett. Nay, L have done alread: 

Achil, Thou irt too. bri Ro tt] snd 
As | would b: y thee, view t » limb 

Feit. O, like a Book of Sport thou’lt rea 
But there’s more in me than thou und ritand’ 
Why doft thou fo opprefs me with thine Eve? 

MAchil; ‘Tell me, you Heav’ns, in which part of his Body 
Dhall I deftroy him? Whether there, or there, o1 there, 
That [ may give the local Wound a nam 
And make difti é& the very breach, where-out 
Heftor’s ore sp rit flew. Ant me, fteav ns 

Heél, Tt | would difcredit the ble{ft Gods. proud Man 
To anfwer fuch.a Queftion: Stand agai 
Think’ft thou to catch my. Life fo pleat: 
As to pret yminate in nice Conjeure, 
Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

Achil, i tell thee yes 


Pdnot believe the H cuard thee well, 
For 111 not kill thee there, no e, Mi : 
But by th Forge that {tythied /4ars his Helm, 
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And you, Achilles, let thefe Threats alone 
‘Till accident or purpofe b ine you tot 
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Can iCarce intreéat you fo pe odd With Alm. 
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Heit. | pray you, Jet.us fee you In th Field, 


W. hava | . a Ms eae oN 
¥ dave iad peitin Wears flince you rerus G@ 


To vieke, a 

f7eté.. Thy Hand upon that match. 

Aga. Firft, all you Peers of Greece goto my Tent, 
There in the full convive you; afterwards, 
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18s4._/ Troilus and Creffida. 


As Heétor’s Leifure, and your Bounties fhall 
Concur together, feverally intreat him. 
Beat loud the Tal borins, let the Trumpets blow; 


That this great Soldier may his welcome know. —_| Exewnt, 


Manent Troilus and Ulyffes. 

Troi. My Lord Ulyffes, tell me, I befieck you, 
In what place of the Field doth Culchas keep 2 

Ulf. At Menclaus Tent, moft Princely Troilus; 
There Diomede doth feaft with him to Night; 
Who neither looks on Heav’n, nor on Earthy, 
But gives all fee and bent of amorous view 
On the fair bape 

Troi. Shall 1, {weet Lord, be bound to thee fo much; 
After you part (cons Agamemnon’s Tent, 
To bring me thither? 

lyf. “You fhall command me, Sirs 
As gently tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creffida in Troy had the no Lover there, 
That wails her abfence? 

Troi. O Sir, to fuch as boafting thew their Scars, 
A mock isdue: Will you walk on, my Lord? 
She was belov’d, fhe lov’d; the is, and doth. 
















But ftill, fweet Love ts Eicd for Fortune’s tooth, | Exewmr, jp 
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SCENE Jbefore Achilles Tent in the Grecian * 


Camp. 


Exter Achilles aud Patroculus. 


Achil, ¥’LE heat his Blood with Greeki fb Wine to Night; 
Patroclus, let us Feaft him to the height. 
Paty, Here comes Ther /fites. 
Enter Therfites. 

Achil, How now, thou core of ae ? 
Thou crufty batch of Nature, what’s the News? 

Ther, Why, thou Picture of what thou feem’ft, and Idol 
of Idiot-worfhippers, here’s a Lezter for thee. 

Achil, From whence, Fragment? 


Ther 
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Ther. Why; thou full dith of Fool, from Troy. 

Patr. Woo keeps the Tent now? 

Ther. The surgeon’s Box, or the Patient’s Wound, 

Patr. Well Said, Adverfity; and what need thefe Tricks? 
Ther. Prithee be filent, Boy, I profit not by thy talk, 


Thou art thought to be Achilles’s Male-Varlet. 


‘) 


Ne 


Patr, Male-Varlet, you Rogue? What’s that2 

Ther.. Why, his mafculine Whore. Now the rotted Dif 
eafes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, loads 
o Gravel i’th’ Backs, Lethargies, cold Palfies, and the like, 
take and take again fuch prepofterous Difcoveries, 

Potre Why, thou damnable Box of Envy, thou, what 
mezn'{t thou to Curfe thus? 

Ther. Dol curfe thee? 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whorefon indi- 
ftinguifhable Cur. 

Ther. No? Why art thou then exafperate, thou idle im- 
material Skein of fley’d Silk; thou green Sarcenet flap for a 
fore Eye; thou Taffel of a Prodigal’s purfe, thou? Ah, 
how the poor World is peftred with {uch Water-flies, dimi- 
nutives of Nature, 

Pair. Out Gall! 

Ther. FinchEgg! 

Achil. My {weet Patroclus, 1 am thwarted quite 


‘)From my great purpofe in to morrow’s Battel: 


we 


, a | 


~ Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuba, 
_A Token from her Daughter, my fair Love, 
' Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 


An Oath that I have fworn. I will not bresk it, 

Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or flay, 

My major Vow lyes here; this I'll obey: 

Come, come, Ther/tes, help to trim my Tent, 

This Night in Banqueting muft all be {pent 

Away, Patroclus. | Exit. 
Ther. With too much Blood, and too little Brain, thefe 

two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, ‘ard too 

little Blood, they do, I'll bea Curer of Mad-men. Here’s 

Agamemnon, an honeft Fellow enough, and one that loves 

Quails, but he has not fo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the 

£00d Transformation of Fupiter there his Brether, the Bull, 

the primitive Statue, and oblique Memorial of Cuckolds, 
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hoeotin: | Brother’s 

eo: to whit Form, but tHar is, fhould Witlarded with 

rurn him to? tovan Afs 

is both Afsand Ox; to an Ox were nothing, 
1 Mule, a Cat, 


a ' ; i vale all aoe Nel I ark - : Joy 
FiCHew, a i . a Lizard, an Owl, a Puttock, Ora Hers 
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is, L would confpire againft Deftiny. Ask me not what 


; cate a : Seger ty I re 
i would be, 1 I were TZherfites; tor L Care not to be the 


Lowfe of a Lazar, fo I were not AdZenelaus. Hoy-day, Spie 
i! § an By wos 
Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyffes, Neftor, and 
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44j4aX. NO, not a whit. 
Exter Achilles. 
Ulyf. Here:comes himfelf to guide you. 
il, Welcome brave hose ti iit welcome Princes all. 
Aga, $0, now rair Pri e of Troy, I bid good Night, 
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Spe? Oe a) ERT Wer csc re aoe a. 

Fic. Thanks, and good Nicht to the Greek’s General, 
iu denn: BRIS 

Men, Good Night, my Lord. 
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Night, fweet Lord AvZenclaus. 
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Achil. Good Night, and welcome, both at once, to thole 
that go or tarry. 

Mae Good Night. 

Achil, Old Neffor tarries, and you Diomede, 


= 


Keep » Heéttor Company an hour or two. 
Lh 


io. I cannot, [have imporrant Bufinefs 


‘a L Cis 


reat Hettor. 
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71; » ile —- j snwec yo a | T 
HEN T hat fan =a LUHFCUES 2 i > \earted ee a moit 
un) juft Knave; I will no more nim when he leers; than 
I sill a Serpent when he | fi ca il’ fpend his eae uth 
; : . : - 8 Ai SD i¥ ‘ 
and Promiie, Lik € Drabdler the hie Und 5 Dut ¥ hen Le p *T- 
forms, Altro Ou er roretc Pity that it Is prodig: US; there 
ok will come {ome Cchiz C; AHO su OWS Of the Vicon 
: ; t 3 ’ > . a . , aa se 
when Diomede k ep » ELIS VV OFd,. i Wilt 2 th, r leave to fee 
| Hetior, than not t » aor Fim: Ahi V af he kes os a Jro1ax 
Drab, and ufes the Traitor Calchas his Tent. Se LL af tera 
Nothh: $ but Lech ; ry + all 3 ntinent V ariets, kxenut 
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Exter Diome aes e. 
Dio. W hat are es up here, h 
Cal. Who calls 
Dio. Diomede ; a 1 thinks where’s your Daurhter 2 
Cal, Sie comes to you, ‘ 
Enter Troilus azd Ulyfies, after them T herfites, 
Oy. Stand where the Torch may not difcover us, 
Exter C re efid. 
Troi. Creffid, come forth to him! 
Dio. How now, my charge? 
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770i. Yea, f fo familiar? 
Ulf. She will fing to any Man at firft fight. 
r Ther. And any Man may find her, if he can take her 
| life Aha saa 
» Wil iis remember? 
ne Remember 2 ia 
Dio, Nay, but do then and let: your mind be coupled 
With your \ ords, 
Troi. What fhould fhe remember? 


Cre. Sweet, Hone y Greeks tempt me no more to Folly. 


you what, 


#0, FO, f0, come tell a pin, you are a for{worn———— 
Cré. 
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k Cre. In Faith I cannot: what would you have me do? 
LG There A jugling Trick, to be fecretly open. 
ae Dio. What did you {wear you would beltow on me? 
ae Cre. \ prithee do not hold me to mine Oath ; 
Bot Bid me.do any thing but that, {weet Greek 
ape Dio. Good Night. 
ae Troi. Hold, Patience-——— 
fe Vly: How now, .Trojan? 
Cre, Diomede. 
Dio. No, no, good Night: I’l] be your Fool no more, 
Troi. hy better mult. 
Cre. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Troi, O Plague and Madnefs ! 
Ulyf. You are mov'd, Prince; let us depart, I pray you, 
aan Left your difpleafure fhould enlarge it felf 
Be itt | To wrathful Terms: this place is dangerous 5 
Bi The time right deadly: I befeech you go. 
1 a Troi. Behold, I pray you 
Be ie Ulyf. Nay, goed my Lord go off: 
ee You flow to great diftraction: Come, my Lord. 
a Troi. I pray thee ftay? 
Ca Ulyf. You have not patience; come. 
jad Troi. I pray you ftay; by Hell, and Hell’s Torments, 
I will not {peak a word. 
Dio. And fo good Night. 
Cre. Nay, /but you part in anger. 
Troi. Doth that grieve thee ? O wither’d truth! 
Ulf. Why, how now, Lord? 
Troi. By Fove, I will be patient. 
Cre. Guardian why, Greek: 
Die. Fo, fo, adieu, you palter, 
Cre. In Faith, I do not : come hither once again. 
Ulyf- You fhake, my Lord, at fomething; will you go? 
You will break out. 
Troi. She ftroaks his Cheek, 
Ulyf, Come, come, 
Troi. Nay, flay; by Fove, I will not {peak a worde 
eu: There is between my Will, and all Offences, 
att A guard of patience, ftay a little while, 
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Potato Finger, tickles thefe together : Fry, Letchery, fry. 
Dio. But will ° ou then é | 
Cre. In Faith I will come ; never truft me elfe, 
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Z7roi. I will be patient, outwardly [ will. 

Cre. You] | 0k upon that Sleeve; behold it we] lz-e0 
He lov'd me :--O falfe Wench:-~-Give’t me again. 
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fe was t 2 
Cre. It is no matter now I have'’t af ain, 
Twili not meet. with you to morrow Night: 
I prithe ed 

Ther. Now fhe fharpens: well faid Whetftone. 


Dio, 1 thall have it, 


“ " 
} gm 9 _~ = ai 
Cre. O all you G — © pretty, pretty Pledge; 
ry 4 - 4 
x AS 4 ; . ; e 
iDy M te f ives ft 60 ii 1S Bed, 
7 J ; 
* L, 4 j - z= 7 aor3 m5 | 
Of tl . and fighs, and takes my Glove; 
} | oa 2 os 
7) 2 ry 7 ; . 7 44 “ 
AD j a Jiaai Udi Ly Nm iit c LO if $ 
ea hoy md 
As | i YF . 
yy; > eae 7 . C Att. a 
4/10. yo ‘ OL J atcn it Trom LiiCe 
9 i SS ee AS 7 » 2 >a ae yk = 2 | ay 
wl Ce He tliat : ACS tnat, Carrie my\ + i art Witna ” 
" ,y . J . oe -~ ‘¥ iid 
Dio, i h : i ,' r ri a C he | WC, this LOi10 WV 2 Iie 
Ts i 
fol. ci r Vv ¢ aLi€iiCCe 


Cre. You fhall not hayeit, Diomede: ’Faith you fhallnor, 
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Dio. I wi il have this: Whofe was it ? 
Cre. It is no matter. 
Vor IY. Aa Die. 
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Dio. Come tell me whofe it was? 
Cre. ?>T was one that lov’d me better than you will. 
But now you have it, take it. 
Dio. Whofe was it ? 
Gre. By all Diana’s Waiting-women yonder, 
And by her fclf,.1 will not tell you whofe. 
Dio. To morrow will I wear it-on my Helm, 
And grieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and wor'ft it on thy Horn, 
It fhould’ be challeng’d, 
Cre. Well, well, ’tis done, tis paft; and yet it is not-—— 
I will not keep my word. 
Dio. Why then farewel, 
Thou never fhalt mock Diomede again. 
Cre. You fhall not go;——one cannot fpeak a word, 
But it ftraight ftarts you. 
Dic. I do not like this fooling. 
Ther. Nort, by Plato : But that that likes not me, ples 
{es me beft. 
Dio. What, fhall I come ? the hour. 
Cre. Ay, come:---O Fove!-.-do, comes---I fhall be plagu’d, 
Dio. Farewel’till then. [ Exits 
Cre. Good Night: I prithee come : 
Troilus, farewel ; one Eye yet looks on thee, 
But with my Heart, the other Eyes doth fee——— 
Ah poor our Sex; this fault in us I find, 
The error of our Eye, direG’s our Mind, 
W hat Error leads,. muft err : O then conclude, 

Minds fway’d by Eyes, are full of turpitude. {{ Exit. 
Ther. A proof of ftrength the could not publifh more, 
Unlefs the fay, my Mind is now turn’d Whore. 

Ulf. All’s done, my Lord, . 
Troi \t is. 
Ulyf; Why ftay we then ? 
Trei. Lo make a recordation to my Soul, 
Of every SyHable that here was {poke : 
But if [tell how thefe two did co-aG, 
Shall I not lie in publifhing a Truth 
Sith yet there is a credence in my Heart, 
Aa elperance fo ebitinately Rronag, 
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That doth invert that teft of Eyes and Ears; 
. Asif thofe Organs had deceptious FunGions, 


Created only to calumniate. | 
Was Creffid here 2 fi 
Ulf. I cannot conjure, Trojan. uf 
froij She was not fure. oN 

Ulf. Moft furé the was. at 
Tron. Why, my Negation hath no tafte of Madnefs. ana 


i hf. Nor mine, my Lord: Creffid was hére but now, 
Tros. Let it not be believ’'d for Woman-hood: 
‘it Think we had Mothers; do not "1VE advantage 


To ftubborn Criticks, ape without a Theme a4) 
For depravation, to fquare the general Sex Ae 
By Crefiid’s Rule. Rather think this not. Creffd. sey 
rh : Ulyf. What hath the done, Prince, that can foil our Mos at 
thers ? a) 


Troi. Nothing at all, unlefs that this were fhe. 
) Ther. Will he {wageer himfelf out on’s own Eyes ? 


Troi. This the? no, this is Diomede’s Creffid: Dae 
lf Beauty havea Soul, this is not fhe : Bay. \ 
li Souls guide Vows, if Vows are San&imonys aay 
If Sanctimony be the Gods delight, Hy Bid 
Ifthere be Rule in Unity it felf; ual 
This is not fhe. O madnefs of Difcourfe ! fi mul 

, That Caufe fets up, with and againft thy felf, Hea. 
By foul Authority; where Reafon can revolt ones 
Without Perdition, and Lofs affume all Reafon, | uit 
Without Revolt. This iss and is not Creffid. irs 

| Within my Soul, there doth commencea fight +h 
1p OF this ftrange Nature, that a thing infeparate ne 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, ae 
And yet the fpacious breadth of this Divifien sii ie 
Admits no Orifice for a point, as fubtle Ws | 
As Ariachne’s broken woof, to enter AY: 
Infttnce, Orinftance ! ftrong as Plato’s Gates ; ie if 
Creffid is mine, tied with the Bonds of Heav’n; ates 
Inftance, O inftance ! {trong as Heav’n it felf, t th At 
The Bonds of Heay’n are flip’d, difolv’d and loos’d, od | 

And with another Knot five fingeér’d tied ¢ yee 5 
The fractions of her faith, orts of her Loves 3 I aa 
Aaa The at 
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The fragments, fcraps, the bits, aad greafie Reliques, 
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So much by weight h 

That Sleeve is mine, that he’ll bear in his Helms 

Were it a Cask compos’d | v Vulcan's Skill, ‘t 
My Sword fhould bite it: Not 1 Ged drea adful Spout, % 
Which Ship-men do the Hurricano call, " 


Conftrine’d in Mafs by the Al: pipnty Finger 
Shall dizzy with more Clamour /Veptune’s Ear 1 
¥n his defcent, than fhall my prompted Sword 
Falling on Diomede. 

Ther. He'll tickle it for his Concupy. 

Troi. O Creffid! @ falfe Crefidl falfe, falfe, falfe! | 
Let all Untruths ftand by thy {tained Name, ut 
And they’ll feem glorious. 

Ulyfs O contain your felf: ' 
Your Paffion draws Ears hither. | 

Enter 7E.neas. 
ene. I have been feeking you this hour, my Lora: a 
Hettor by this is arming him in 7roy. ™ 
Ajax, your Guard, ftays to condu& you home. he 
Troi. Have with you, Prince; my courteous Lord; 
adieu. | 
Farewel; revolted fair: and, Diomede, ja 
Stand faft, and wear a Caftle on thy Head. % 
Ulyf. Tl bring you to the Gates. 
roi, Accept diftra@ed Thanks. 
| Exeunt Troilus, Auneas, and Ulyfles. 
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Ther. Would I could meet that Rogue Diomede, Iwould , 
croak like a Raven: I would bode, I would bode: Patra 4), 


clas will give me any thing for the intelligence of thi 
Whore? ;; 


Troilus and Creflida. w= § 


Whore : The Parrot will not do more for an ere 
than he for a commodious Drab: | weed Letcherv. ftill 
Wars and Letche: 
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Devil take them. l Exit. 
SCENE HL Troy. 
Enter Hetor and Andromache. 
Ana, When was my Lord fo ich ungently temper’ 1, 
To ftop his Bars againft adi ufhment ¢ | | . 
Unar: D, larm. and do not ficht to dav. 
fect, You train me itend you: get you gone 
By the everlafting Gods, -UI] 90, =o re i 
nar, My Dreams will fure Prove ominous to the dav 
Aei#.. No more, I fay. : 
Exter Caflandra 
Gx/. Where is my 6 ftector 2 
ear. riere Suter, arm‘d, and bloody 1 In ip itent: 
Confort with me in loud and dear Petition : 
Purfue we | m on Knees ; for I have dreame 
Of bloody turbulence; and this whole nicht 
Hath nothing <— but fhapes and forms of Slauchter. 
Ca/. O, "tis true, 3 
fect, Ho! bid my Trumpet founc 
Caf. No Notes “fi {; aalys for i Heav’ns, {weet Brother. 
Alcé. Be one, | The Gods have heard me fwear. 
_ eae The Gods are ae af to = it and peevith Vows; 
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Andr. ©). ha Berfwad ed, do not count it holy, 
at ie " . ° ‘ 
fo hurt by being juft; it were as lawful 

, For us to count we give what’s gain’d by Thefis, 
And rob in the =: f of Charity 


Caf. It is the pofe that makes ftrong the Vew 
| But Sows to e\ fcptn yofe mult not hold: 
/ Unarm, {fw eer f deétor. 

Fett. Hold-vou ftill, I fay 


Mine Honour ke ps the weather of my Fa 
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Life every Man holds dear, but the dear Man 
Holds Honour far more precious-dear than Life. 


Enter Troilus. 


How, now, young man; mean’{t thou to fight to day? 
Andr. Caffandra, call my Father to perfwade. 
[ Exit Caffandra, 
Heé. No Faith,youngTroilzs; doff thy Harnefs, Youth 
I am to day #th’ vein of Chivalry: 
Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be {trong, 
And tempt not yet the brufhes of the War. 
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 
L'il ftand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 
Troi. Brother, you have.a vice of Mercy in you; 
Which better fits a Lion, than a Man. 
Hetk. What Vice is that? Good Troilus, chide me for it, 
Troi, When many times the Captive Grecians fall, 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, | 
You bid them rife, and live. 
Heit. O, ’tis fair play. 
Troi. Fools Play, by Heav’n, Hedor. 
Hei. How naw? how now 3 
Troi. For th’ love of all the Gods, 
Let’s leave the Hermit Pity with our Mothers 3 
And when we have our Armours buckeld on, 
The venom'd Vengeance ride upon our Swords, : 
Spur them to ruful work, rein them from ruth, 
Heit. Fie, Savage, fie. 
Troi. Hettor, then tis Wars. 
He, Troilus, 1 would not have you fight to day, 
Troij Who fheuld with-hold me 2 
Not Fate, Obedience, nor the Hand of AZars, 
Beckning with fiery Truncheon my retire: 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on Knees, 
Their Eyes o’er-galled with recourfe of Tears; 
Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
Oppos’d to hinder me, fhould ftop my way; 
But by my Ruin, | 
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Enter Priam and Cafflandra. 
Caf. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold’ him faft: 
He is thy Crutch; now if thou lofe thy {tay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Zroy on thee; 
Fall all altogether. 
Priam. Come, Hettor, come, go back: 
Thy Wife hath Dreamt; thy Mother hath had Vifions: 
Calandra doth forefee; and I my felf, 
Am like a Prophet, fuddenly enrapr, 
To tell thee that this day is Ominous: 
Therefore come back. 
Het, e4Zneas is a-field, 
And I do ftand engag’d to many Greeks, 
Even in the Faith of Valour, to appear 
This Morning to them. 
Priam, Ay, but thou fhalt not go. 
Heft, 1 muft not break my Faith: 
You know me Dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not fhame refpect ; but give me leave 
To take that courfe by your Confent and Voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam, 
Caf: O, Priam, yield not to him. 
4ndr. Do not, dear Father. 
Heit. Andromache, I am offended with you : 
Upon the love you bear me; get youi in. 
| Exit Andromache. 
Troi. This foolifh, dreaming, fuperftitious Girl, 
Makes all thefe bodements. 
Caf. O farewel, dear Hector: 
Look how thou dieft; look how thy Eyes turn pale; 
Look how thy Wounds do bleed at many vents; 
Hatk how Jyoy roars; how Hecuba cries out; 
How poor Axsdromache thrills her Dolour forth; 
Behold DiftraGtion, Frenzy ahd Amizement, 
Like witlefs Anticks, one another meer, 
And allcry, Hector, Heétor’s dead: O Heétor! 
Troi. Away- 
Cf. Farewel: Yet, foft: Heétor, 1 take my leave; 
Thou do’ft thy felf, and all our Zroy deceive. [ Exit. 
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Ficét. You are amaz'd, my Liege, at her Exclaim: 
Go in and cheer the Town, we'll forth and fight; 
Do deeds of praife, and tell you them at Night. 
Priam, Farewels The G a with fafety ftand about thee, 
| Alarum, 
Troi. They are atit, hark: Prot ud Di liom meee believe 
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Enter Panaarus. 
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Pand. Here’s a Letter come from yond poor Girl. 

Trei, Let me read. 

Pand. A whorfon Prifick, a whorfon rafcally Prifick, 
troubles me; and the foo ith Fortune of this Girl: sid what 
one thing, and what another, that I fhall leave you one 
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heum in mine Eyes too, and fuch 
an ach in my Bones, that unlefs a Man were Curft, Fcannot 
tell what to ‘alee bit, W hat fays fhe, théree 
Troi. Words, Words, meer Words; no Matter from the 
Heart. 
Th’ Effe& doth sa another way. — [Tearing the Letter 
Go Wind to Wind, there turn and chai se together: 
My Love with Words and Errors ftill the feeds: 
Bu = edifies another with her Deeds. 
Pand. Why, but hear you 
Troi. Hence, Brothel, Lacquy, Ignominy and Shame 
Purfue thy Life, and live ay with th 1y Name, 
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The Field betaveen Troy ana 
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Alarum., Exter Ther fires. 
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Ther. Now they are “Shes ag elag) t wing one another, Ill go 
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Troi, Fly not ; for fhould’ft thou take the River Styx, 4 
would {wim aifter. 

Dio. Thou dott mifceall Retire: 
I do not fiy, but advantageous care 

x ee | i ’ £f AAR § 
Withdrew me from the odds of Multit ude; 
7 

Fave at thee. ‘ . g They £0 off fighting. 
ithy Whore, Grecian: Now for thy W hore. 
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Trojon: Now tne >) eve, now the Sle eve, now the C} eve 
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Hed. What art thou, Greek? artthou for Hefor’s match 
Art thou of Blood and Hon ure 
Ther. ee no: I am a KRafcal; afeurvy railing Knave;a 
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Hath Doerexs Prifoner, 
And-ftands, Coleffus wife, waving his Beam, 
Upon the pafhed coarfes of the Kings, 
Epiftropus and Cedus: Polyxines is {lain 5 
Amphimachus and hous deadly hurt; 
Patreclus ta’en or flain, and Palamedes 
Sore hurt and bruifed; the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our Numbers, hafte we, Diomede, 
To Reinforcement, or we perifh all. 

Exter Nettor. 

Neff. Go bear Patroclus’s Body to Achilles, 
And bid the fnail’d-pac’d .4jax arm for fhame, 
There are a thoufand Hectors in the Field: 

Now here he fights on Galathe his Horfe, 
And there lacks work; anon he’s there a-foot, 
And there they fly or dye, like fcaled Sculls, 
Before the belching Whale: Then is he yonder, 
And there the ftraying Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the Mower’s Swath; 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
Dexterity fo obeying Appetite, 
That what he will, he does, and does fo much, 
‘Ehat Proof is call’d Lmpoffibiliry. 

Enter Ulyffes: 

Vly; Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes; great Achillts 
[s arming, weeping, -curfing, vowing Vengeance; 
Patroclus’s Wounds have rowz’d his drowfie Blood, 
Together with his mangled Adyrmidons, 
hat nofelefs, handlefs, hackt and chipt,. come to him, 
Crying on Heétor. Ajax hath loft his Friend, 

And foams at Mouth, and he is arm’d, and at it, 

Roaring for Trojlus, who hath done to Day 

Mad and fanraftick Execution, 

Engaging and redeeming of himfelf, 

With fuch a carelefs Force, and forcelefs Care, 

As if that Luck 1a very fpite of Cunning, bad-him winall. 
Enter Ajax. | 

Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward, Troilus. [ Exit. 

Die. Ay, there, there. 

Weft. So, fo, we draw together, 





[E xenut, 
Enter 


Tok 


(rn 


Di 
y 
Dig 


Tt 
He 
A} 


Hi 
| A 





ri 


Troilus and Creffids tee 


Exter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Heétor 2 
Come, come, thou Boy-killer, thew thy Face: 
Know wiiat it is to meet chilles angry. 
Heétor, where’s Hector? I will none but Heétor. 
Enter Ajax. 
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| Exit. 


Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, thew thy Head. 


Enter Diomede. 
Dio. Troilus, I fay, where’s Troilus? 
Myjaxe What wouldit thou ? 
Die. 1 would correc him. 
Ajax. Were I the General, 
Thou fhould’ft have my Offices 
E’er that CorreGtion: Troilus, L fay, what,Troiles ? 
Enter Troilus. 
Troi. Ch Traitor Diomede! 
Turn thy falfe Face, thou Traitor, 
And pay thy Life, thou oweft me for my Horfe, 
Dio. Ha, art thou there ? 
Ajax. Vil fight with him alone, ftand, Diomede, 
Dio. He is my prize, I will not look upon, 


Troi. Come, both you cogging Greeks, have at youboth. 
| Exeunt fighting. 


Exuter HeGor. 


Heit. Yea, Troilus? O well fought, my youngeft Brother. 


Enter Achilles, 
Achil. Now dol fee thee; have atthee, Heéor. 
fet. Paufe, if chou wilt. 
Achil, 1 do difdain thy Courtefie, proud 7rojax, 
Be happy that my Arms are out of ule : 
My reft and negligence befriend thee now, 
But thou anop fhalt hear of me again: 
Till when, go feek thy Fortune. 
Feit. Fare thee well; 
I would have been much more a frefher Man, 
Had I expected thee; how now, my Brother? 
Exter ‘Troilus. 
Troi. Ajax hath ta’en e£xeas ; fhail it be? 
No, by the flame of yonder glorious Heav n 
He fhall not carry him: [ll be taken tod, 
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Or bring him off: Fate, hear me ede , I fay; 
I wreak not, though thou end my Lal to Day; | Exit, 


/ anaes aan oP “Zi fi 
Feuter OHE 2#2 LUV VAC RT % 


> —s - , ; 2 7 
Fic. Stand, fand, thou Greek, 
15. ; 
j pou art ? oO giv Ma} % 
‘i a .* , ae 1 ie hyd: Si | gat Oy <3 
092 wilt thou nor? I like thy Armour well, 
a ; {? * - 2 | - .s ms & > “rr b ; gZ ~ | 
Vil-fruth it, and unlock the Rivets all, 
> Ut } ii be M it r OF it; W it thou not , Beatt, a 4 abide 2 
‘ rt tr} fh «» ~~ 1's] 4 hate thee 'y “4 Ps —¥ Ede f 
Why then fly on, I'lk hunt thee for thy Hide. | Exit, 


Enter Achilles with M yrmid ONS. 
Achil, Come here about me, you my AZyrmidons, 
Mark what I fay, attend me where I wheel; 
Strike not a Stroke, but keep your felves in Breath; 
And when Ihave he b} oody Hettor founds 
r Weapons‘round about « 
In Follett manner execute your Arms, 


Empale him with you 

Hollow me, rs, and! my p roceeding Ey 

Te is decreed Settiy the Great Dt d die. | Exe, 
Enter The rfites, Menelaus azd Paris. 





Ther. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it: 
Now Bull, now Dog; ’loo, Paris, “loo; now my double hen’d 


Sparrow; loo, Paris, *loo; the Bull has the Game: - ’ware 
Eiorns, ho. | Exit Paris and Menelaus, 


Balt. A Boiled Sn oO xf Priam’s. 

Ther, Lama Baftard too, I love Baftards, I am a Ba- 
1 begot, Baftard inftru&ted, ee in Mind, Baftard 
in Valour, in every thing Illegitimate: One Bear will not 


ite another, and. wherefore hhould one Baftard2 Take 


| ha Lavrpal’o on, 4 4 srt 7 E. ~ 
eed, the Quarrel’s mof{t ominous to us: If the Son of a 
Whore fight for a Whore, he temps Judoment- Farewel, 


Baff. The Devil take ere ¢ Coward. | Exewtt, 
Exzter HeGor. 
C 
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Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons. 
Achil, Look, Heétor, now the Sun begins to fet; 
How ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels: 
Even with the veil and darking of the Sun, 
To clofe the oie ry ok Heétor’ s Life is done, 
| y fa LL upon tieGtor and kill him, 
Heit t. 1 am unarn id, rorego this Val tages Greek. 
Achil. Strike, Fellows, itrike, this is the Man] feeke 
So, Jlion, fall thou: Now, 77oy; une own: 
Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews and d thy Bone. 
On, 4%) ymidon s, cry you al iM mal 
Achilles hath the mighty Heitor 1iaine | Exeunte 
Hark, a Retreat upon our Grecian patt. 
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And, Stickler-like, the Asmiscde arates; 
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£icasqa WIth this dainty bit, ’ Lis $4 esto Hed. 

al = Dp .,A. 2 wee - hy F sl « 
Come, tye his Dody to my! > ball: 


Alone the Field, I will the 7rojaz trail. | Exeunt. 
| Sound Retreat. Shout. 
Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menclaus, Neftor; Diomede, 
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(sreat Hlectior Was as co ee a Man 3 as “hye 
n A a er Da tree ¥ — {, + 
iViaren patiently Jono > let one be fent 
To Pray ch jlles {ee us at our lent. 
If in his Death the Gods have us befriended, 
Great d roy is Ourss and our fharp W ars are ended. : 
| Exeunte 
Enter Avneas, Paris; Antenor and Deiphobus. 
eine, Stand a yet are we Matters o if the Field, 
Never go home, here ftarve we out the Night. 
Exter Troilus, 
Troi. Heitor is flatn. 
SAAll, Heitor a he Gods foro 
Troi. 
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Troi He's dead, and at the Murtherer's Horle’s Tail, 
In beaftly fort drage’d through the fhameful Field. 
Frown on, you Heav'ns, effe your rage with {peed 
Sit Gods upon your Thrones, and {mile at Troy. 
I fay at once, let your brief Plagues be Mercy, 
And linger not our fure Deftrudtions on. 
eine. My Lord, you do difcomfort all the Hoft. 
Troi. You underftand me not, that tell me fo: 
I do not {peak of flight, of fear, of Death, 
But dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 
Addrefs their Dangers in. Heétor is gone: 
Who fhall tell Priam fo? or Hecuba? 
Let him that will a Scrietch-Owl ay be call’d, 
Go in to 7roy, and fay there, Helfor’s dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn co Stone ; 
Make Wells, and Niobes of the Maids and Wives$ 
Coo] Statues of the Youth; and, ‘in a Word, 
Scare Troy out of it felf. But march away, 
Flettor is dead: There is no more to fay. 
Stay yet, you vile abominable Tents, 
Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian Plains: 
Let Titan rife, as early as he dare, 
V'll through and through you. And thow great fiz’d Coward 
No {pace of Earth thall {ander our two Hates, 
I'll haune thee, like a wicked Confcience ftill, 
That mouldeth Goblings fwift as Frenfies thoughts, 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort gO: 
Flope of revenge fhall hide our inward Woe. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Pan. But hear you, hear you? 
roi. Fence, Brothel, Lacky, Ignominy and Shame, 
| Serikes bith 
Purfue thy Life, and live aye with thy Name. | Exewite 
Pan. A goodly med’cine for mine aking Bones: Oh 
World! World! World! thus ig the poor Agent defpis‘ds 
Ob, Traittrs and Bawds; iow earneftly are you fetat Work, 
and how ill required? why thould our Endeavour be fo de- 
fird, and the Performance fo loath’d ? What Verfe for it$ 
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i, Fall merrily the Humble Bee doth fing, 
| ‘Till he hath loft his Hony and his Sting; 
"} But being once fubdu’d in armed Tail, 
Sweet Eiony and {weet Notes together fail. 
Good ‘Traders in the Fleth, fet thisin your painted Cloaths; 
As many as be here of Pandar’s Hall, 
ih Your Eyes half out, weep out at Pandar’s Fall; 
Or if you cannot weep, yet give fome groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aking Bones. 
Brethren and Sifters of the hold-door Trade, 
Some two Months hence, my Will fhall here be made: 
It fhould be now, but that my fear is this, 
some galled Goofe of Wincheffer would hifs ; 
‘Till then, I'll fwear, and feeek about for Eafes, 
And at that time bequeath you my Difeafes. | Exeunt. 
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Yramatis Perfonee. 
M E N. 


Aius Martius C riolanus; a Noble Roman, 
& 4, hated by the Common People. 


Titus Lartius. 4G Generals GL t 1inft the V olfcians,and | 
Cominius, } Friends to Coriolanus. 
Ae ait Menenius Mie’ Friend i) Coriolanus. 

‘a Sicinius Velutus, | Tribunes of the People, and E- 
Junius Brutus, es nemies to Coriolanus. 


* Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volfcians. 
beaten Lieutenant to Aufidius. | 



















1 Quin: Young Martius, Son to Coriolanus. 
Lan W OM E N. 
ie Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus. 
ik Virgilia, Wife to Coriolanus. 
ag Valeria, Friend to Virgilia. 
tee Roman and Volf{cian Senators, e Atdiles, Litters, 
au Ma Soldiers, Common ‘P C0f 10, Servants to "Aufidius Ci 
ane and other Attendants. " 
Ay | f 
nee 8 The SC EN E is partly in Rome and partly). 
a | in the Territory of the Yollcians. A 
at a ig 
i eran a " 
i , : 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter aCompany of Mutinous Citizens, with Staves, 
Clubs, and other Weapons. 


r CIT La EN. 
EFORE we proceed any further, hear me 
i] {peak. 
All. Speak, {peak. | 
1 Cit. Youare all refolv’d rather to die than 
to famiifh ¢ 
All. Refolv’d, refolv’d. 
1 Git. Firft, you know, Cains Martius is chief Enemy to 
the People. 
Mil. We know’t. 
t Cit. Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our own 
Price. Ist a Verdi& ? 
DY All, No more talking on’t, Iet be done, away, aways 
2 Cit, One word, good Citizens. ? | a 
1 Cit, We are accounted poor Citizens; the Patricians 
F good : W hat Authority furfeits on, would relieve : they 
vi would yield us bur the fuperfl LItY> while it were wholfome, 
we might eue{s they relieved us humanly: But they think 
We are too dear; the leannefs that ofHict us, the object of our 
Mifery, is as an Inventory to particularize their Abundance; 


Vox. IV. Bb 2 our 
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1908 % Coriolanus. 
Our fufferance is againto them. Let us revenge this with 
our Pikes, ee we become, Rakes : For the Gods know, {| 


{peak this in unger for Bread, not in thirft for Revenge. 











2 Cit, Would you proceed efpecially againft Caius Afar- a 
bivés § 
Al]. Againft him firlt: He’s-a very Dog to the Com. ™' 
monaity | il 
> Cit. Confider you what Services he has done for his:*' 
Cou : no 
r Cit. Very well: and could be content to give him goode™ 
Report for’t; bet that he pays himfelf with being proud. 
All. Nay, but f{pcak not malicioully. ath 


1 Ct. I fay unto 
did it to that end thoug 
tent to fay it~ was for his Countr ry, he 


you, what he hath 


altircude of his Virtue, 


2 Cit, What he cannot help in his Nature, you accounta 


Vice in him : You mutt in no vay. fay, he 1s Covetous, 
t Cit. If I muft nor, 


he hath Faults, with fur plus, to tire in Repetition. 


| Shouts withit D 
What Shouts are thofe ? The other fide oth’ City is rifen, * 





why {tay we prating here ¢ To th’Capitol 

All. Co 125 come. 

1 Cit, Soft———-who comes here 2 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 
2 Cit. Worthy Adenexius Agrippa ; one that hath always 

ce ‘d the P eople. 

1 Cit. He’s one honeft enough, would all the reft were fo. 

Men, What work’s, my Countrymen, in hand? 
Where go you with your Bats and Clubs? The Matter—% 
“ ef Ip pray me 


have ae inkling, ‘hie Fortni phe: 
which now we'll thew ’emin Deeds : They fay, poor Sutt- 
ers have ftrong Breaths, they {hall know we have ftrong 
Arms too. 

Men. Why Mafters, my good fae ends, mine honelt 


Neig hoours, will you undo your felves 2 
4, Cite 


done famoufly, he ** 
h foft confcienc’d Men ¢an be con= 
did. ir to pleafe his © 
Mother, and to be partly proud, which he is, even to ther”: 


I need not be barren of Accufations; * 


what we intended to dd 
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2 Cit. We-cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 
Men. I tell you, Friends, moft charitablé care 
Have the Patrictans of you: for your Wants, 


Your fufferings in this Dearth, you may as well 
J y 


hy Strike at the Heav’n with your Staves, as life them 


Againft the Roman State ; whofe courfe will on 


, The way it: takes, cracking ten-thoufand Curbs 


Of more ftrong link’d afunder, than can ever 

Appear in your Impediment. | For the Dearth; 

The Gods, not the Patricians, meke it ; and 

Your Knees tothem, not Arms, muft help. Alack, 
You are tranfported by Calamity 

Thither; where-more attends: you ; and you flander 
The Helms‘o’th’ State, who carefor you, like Fathers, 


eWhen you curfe them as Enemies. 
2 Cit. Care for us-!----Frue indeed, they ne-er'car'd for-us 
vy Yet. Suffers to famifh,; and their Store-houfes.cramm’d 
n With Grain: Make Edits for Ufury, to fuppore UI! 
repeal daily any wholfom AG eftablifhed againil the Rict 


et 


and provide more piercing Statutes datly, to chain up 2 
reltrain the Poor. If the Wars eat us not up, they wii, an 


there’s al] the Jove they bear us. 
Men. Bither you mutt 
Confefs your felves wond’rous malicious, 
Or be accusd of Folly. I fhall tell you 
A pretty Tale,-it may be you have heard 1, 
But fince it ferves my purpofe, I will venture 


To fcale’t a litrle more. 


2 Cit, Well, 


Pll hear it, Sx——yet you muft not think 


_ To fob off our D.ferace with a Tale: 


But, andt pleafe you, deliver. 
Men. There was a time when allt 
Rebell’d again{ft the Belly ; thus accus 


he Bodies Members 
dw 


| That only like a Gulf it did-remain 


Pth’ midft o’th’ Body, idle ard unactive, 
Still cubbording the Viand, never bearing 


. - : " = re Tafhey PTs 
' Like labour with the reft : where th’ other tritrume 


* Did fee, and-hear, devife, inftrud, walk, Ivel, 


And mutually participate, did minifter 
Unto the Appetite, and Aff.ction common 
: Bb 2 
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Of the whole Body. The Belly anfwer’d———-ais 
Si 


> Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the Belly ¢ 
Men. Sir, I fhall tell you with a kind of {mile, 
Which ne’er Came from the Lungs, but even thus——— 
(For look you, I m:y make the Belly imile 
As well as {pcak) it tauntingly reply’d 
To the difcontented Members, the mutinous Parts 
That envied his Receit ; even fo moft fitly, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 
They are not fuch as you-—— 
2 Gt. Your Belly’s anfwer——-W hat 
The Kingly crown’d Head, the vigilant Eye, 
The Counfellor Heart, the Arm our Soldier, 
Our Steed the Leg, the Tongue our Trumpeter; 
With other Muniments and petty Helps 
In this our Fabrick, if that they 
Men. What then 2—For me this Fellow fpeaks. 
What then ¢ what then ¢ 
2 Gt. Should by the Cormorant Belly be reftrain’’; 
Who isthe fink o’th’ Body 
Men. Well, what then ? 
2 Cit. The former Agents, if they did complain, 
What could the Belly anfwer ? 
Men. \ will tell you, 
If you'll beftow a fmall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while; you’ft hear the Belly’s anfwer. 
2 Cit. Y’are long about it. 
Men. Note me this, good Friend; 
Your molt grave Belly was deliberate, 
Not rafh, like his Accufers, and thus anfwer’d; 
True is it, my incorporate Friends, quoth hes 
That I receive the general Food -at farft 
Which you do live upon; and fit It 185 
Becaufe I am the Store-houfe, and the Shop 
Of the whole Body. But if you do remember, 
I fend it through the Rivers of your Blood 
Even to the Courts th’Heart, to th’ feat o’th’? Brain, 
And through the Cranks and Offices of Man, 
{he ftrongeft Nerves, and fmall-inferior Veins 
From me receive that natural competenc 
Whsreby they live. And though that all at once, 
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You, my good Friends, (this fays the Belly) mark me—— ied 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. i 
Men. Vhough all at once, cannot 

See, what I do deliver out to each, 

Yet I can make my Audit up, that all 

From me do back receive the Flow’r of all, 

And leave me but the Bran. What fay you to’r ? 

2 Cit. It was an aniwer—— how apply ‘you this? 


" sp Qonarnrc ee eee <& 7 
Men. The Senators of Rome are this Pood Belly 


, ‘ rs D 
And you the mutinous Members: for examine 
Their Counfels, and their Care; digeft things 1 2 


Touching the Weal o’th’Common, you thal! fnd 
No publick Benefit which you receive, 
But it proceeds or comes from them to yor, 
And no way from your felves. What do you think? 
You, the great Toe of this Affembly ? 

2 Cit. [the great Toe! Why the great Toe? 

Men. For that being one o’th’lowelt, bafeft, pooreft 
Of this moft wife Rebellion, thou goeft for 
Thou Rafcal,¢hat art worft in. Blood to run, 


Lead’{t firft to win fome vantage. 


—_ 
- 


But make you ready your {tiff Bats and Clubs, at 
Rome and her Rats are at the point of Battel ; bee 


The one fide muft have Bail, 
Enter Caius Martius. 
Hails Noble AZartius. i 
Mar, Thanks. What’s the Matter, you diffentious Rogues? ine 
That rubbing the poor itch of your Opinion, tly 
Make your felves Scabs. | 
2 Giz, We have ever your good Word. vad 
Mar.. He that will give good Words to thee, will flatter 1h 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye Curs, Best 
That like not Peace, nor War ? The one affiights you, yi 
The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you, 
Where he fhould find you Lions, finds you Hares ; is 
Where Boxes, Geefe you are: No furer, no, hie 


Than is the. coal of Fire upon the Ice, H A 
Or Hailftone in the Sub. Your Virtue is, } | Hi 
To make him worthy, whofe Offence fubdues him, Bf 
And curfe that Juftice, did it. WI » deferves Greatnefs, Hae 

e ay 
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Appetite, who defires moft that, 


w! hich woul id eacest his Evil. He that depends 


Upon your Favours, {wes W ith fins of Lead, 
And hews down Oaks with Rufhes. Hang ye ---trult yet 
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Who thrives, and who declines: Side FaGtions, and giveout 
ConjeGtural Marriages ; als ng Parties ftrone 

And feebling fuch as ftand not in their liking, 

Below their cobled Shooes. They fay, there * Gain enough! 
W ould the Nobility lay fide their Ruth, 


And let me ufe aSword, I’d make ; Quarry 
W ith thoufands of thefe quarter’d Slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my Lance. 

Men. Nay, thefe are almoft throughly perfuaded: 
For though abundantly they lack Difcretion, 
Yet are they pafling cowardly. Bur, I befeech you, 
What fays the other Troop? 

Mar. They are diffolv’d; hang ’em, 
hey faid they were an a hungry, figh’d forth Proverbs ; 


r 
That Hunger broke Sione Valls-— thar Dogs muft ¢at,—— 
That Afeat was ary ae Mouths that the Gods fent not 
Corn fi or the 5h en only With thefe threds 

They vented their Complainings; which being an{wer'd, 
Anda Petit tion fot ed them, a itrange one, 
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Mar, Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar Wifdoms, 
Of their own choice. One’s ‘funius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not. S$’death, 
The Rabble fhould have firft unrooft the City 
E’er fo prevail’'d with me; it will in time | 
Win upon Power, and throw forth creater Themes 
For Infurretions arguing. 
Men, ‘This is {trange. 
Mar. Go get you home, you Fragments. 
Enter a Meffenger. 
Mef. Where’s Caius Martins? 
Mar. Here what’s the Matter? 
Mef. The News is, Sir, the Vol/cies are in Arms. 
Mar. 1 am glad on’t, then we fhall have meansto vente 
Our mufty fupe:fluity. See, our beft Elders —— 
Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutcs, Cominius, Titus 
Lartius, with ether Senators. 
1 Sen. Afartius, “tis true, that you have lately told us, 
The Vol/cies are in Arms. 
Mar. They have a Leader, 
Tullius Aufidius, that wil] put you to’t. 
I fii in envying his Nobility: 
And-were | any thing but what I am, 
I could wifh me only he. 
Com. You have fought together? 
Mar. Were half to half che World by th’ Ears,and he 
Upon my Party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my Wars with him. He is aLion 
That lam proud to hunt. 
1 Sen. Then worthy Adartius, 
Attend upon Cominius to thefe Wars. 
Com. It is your former promife. 
Mar. Sir, it 1s; 
And I am conftant: Titus Lartias, thou 
Shalt fee me once more {trike at Tallus’s Face. 
What, art thou ft. ff2 Stand’ft out 2 
Tit. No, Caius Martius, 
Pil lean upon one Crutch, and fight with t’orher ; 
E’er ftay behind this Bufinefs. 
Men. Oh true bred. 
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t Seite You ir Company to th’ Capitol; where I know 
Our greateli t Friends attend us. 

Tit. Tead you or : fol low i, area we mutt follow you, 
rl ight worthy Pri 101 

oe. Noble SiGe US. 

t Sen. Hence to your Homes——be gone. | To rhe Citizens, 

Mar. Let them follow, 

he Vol/cies have much Corn: take thefe Rats thither 
To enaw their Garners. Worfhipful Mutineers, e 
Your Valour puts well forth; pray follow. | Exeunt, 

[ Cyizens fteal away. Manent Sicinius aaa Brutus, 

Sic. Was ever Man fo proud as is this AZartias & 

Bru. He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were chofen Tribunes 

Bru. Mark’d ee his ra and Eyes? 

Sic. Nay, but his fant 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not {pare to gird the Gods. 

Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon. 

Bru. The prefent Wars devour him, he is grown 
Too proud to be fo yalia Dt. 

Sic, Such a Nature, ckle -d with good Succefs, difdains 
the Shadow wisick he treads on at Noon, but I do wonder, 
his Infolence can bro x ro be commanded under Comininsé 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, 

In whom already he is well grac’d, cannot 

Better be held, more attain’d than by 

A place below the firit; for what mifcarries 

Shall be the General’s ule "tho? } 1e perform 
Tot ne utrmolt of a Man; and giddy cenfure 
Oh, if he 


for the People——— 


di then cry out of AZartius: 
Had born the Bufinefs———_—— 
Sic. Befides, if things go well, 
Opi nion, that {o {tic] cKS ON * Mar tits, fhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 
Bru. Come; half all Cominius’s Honours are tO AZariins, 
Though Adartizs earn’d them not; and all his Faults 
To Martius thall be Honours, though i indeed 
In eee he “2th rit not. 
» Let’s hence, and hear 
ee the Filparch 1S made, and in what fathion, 
More than his fingularity, he. goes 
Upon this prefent Adtion, Brite 
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i Bru. Let’s along. 
AWy 4 4 ee a | 
r SCENE -II. — Coriolus. 

Enter Tullus Aufidius with Senators of Coriolus. 


| Exeunt. 


, 1 Sen. So, your Opinion is, Aufidins, 
That they of Rome are entred in our Counfels, 
™ And know how we proceed, 
Auf. Is it not yours? 
“| What ever hath been thought on in this State 
Wi That could be brought to bodily a&, e’er Rome 
Had Circumvention? ’tis not four Days gone 
Since I heard thence----thefe are the Words----I think 
i T have the Letter here, yes here it 1s; 
They have preft a Power, but it 1s not known 
Whether for Eaft or Weft; the Dearth is great, 
tt The People Mutinous;, and it is rumour’d 
Cominius, Adartius your old Enemy, 
Ww «(Whois of Rome worfe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lartius, a molt valiant Roman, 
0 Thefe three lead on this Preparation. 
bt Whither ’tis bent molt likely, ’tisfor yous | 
(® Confider of it. Ths 
r Sen. Our Army’s in the Fie | 
We never yegmade deubt, but Rowe is ready 
To anfwer us. yi 
Auf. Nor did you think it folly i 
To keep your great pretences veil’d, ’cill when 
They needs muft thew themfelves, wii ich in the hatching 
It feem’d appear’d to Rome. By the difcovery, 
We thall be fhortned in our Aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, e’er (almoft) Rome Het 
Should know we are a-foot. + 
2 Sen. Noble Asfidius, yo 
le Take your Commiffion, hie you to your Bands, i 








oN weer ees 


Is Let us alone to guard Coriolus, th Mg 
If they fet down before’ $° : for the remove 4) | 
Bring up your Army: Burt, I think, you’ il find Hi My 

ey ve not prepar’d for us. i 
Auf. O, doubt sot that, We 
Wahl 


I {peak fein Certainties. Nay moi 


Some parcels of their Power are forth altcaeys And 



































es é pea “ 
ts v 
a ARAL oi RE Ko teen a ER Fe a ea 
Meee oe Ni a = a 
2S ee ~ ——— = 


Coriolanus. 





3916 


And only hitherward. I leave your Honours, 
If we and Cuius AZartius chance to meet, 
*Tis {worn between us, we {hall ever ftrike, 
‘Till one can do no more. 
All. The Gods affiit you. 
Auf. And keep your Honours fafe. 
y Sen. Farewel, 
2 Sex. Farewe!. 
All. Farewel. [ Exeune 


SCENE IIE. Rome. 


Enter Volumnia and Virgilia, They fet them down on two low 
Stools, and Sew. 


Vol, 1 pray you, Daughter, Sing, or exprefs your felfin 
a more comfortable fore: If my Son were my Husband, f 
would freelier reyo1ce in thar abfence wherein he won Honour, 
than in the Embracements of his Bed; where he fhould thew 
moft love. When yet he was but: terider-bodied, and the 
onlySon of my Womb; when Youth with Comlinefs pluck 
ed all gaze his way; when for a Day of Kings Entreaties, 


~ 
Pm) 


a Mother fhould not fell-him an Hour from her beholding, 
I, confidering how Honour would become fuch a Perfon, 
that it was no betrer than Picture-like to hang by th’ Wall, 
if Renown made it not ftir, was pleas’d to let hjm feek Dan- 
ger where he waslike to find Fame: Toa crucl Warl fent 
him, from whence he return’d, his Brows bound with Oak, 
I tell thee, Daughter, I {prang no more in Joy at firft hear- 
ing he was 2 Man-child, than now in firft feeing he had pro- 
ved himfelf a Man. 

Vir. But had he died in the Bufinefs, Madam, how 
then? © 

Vol. ‘Then his good Report fhould have been my Son; I 
herein would have found Iffue. Hear me-profefs fincere- 
ly: had I a dozen Sons each in: my love alike, and none lefs 
dear than thine, and my good A¢artias, I had rather eleven 
dye nobly for their Country, than one voluptuoufly furfeit 
out of Action. 

Enter a Gentlewoman. 

Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you. 

Vir, Beleech you, give me leave to retire my felf. 

Fei. ludeed*thou fhalt nor: Me- 
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Methinks J hear hither your Husband’s Drum = 
I fee him pluck 4zfidins down by th’ Hair: 
(As Children from a Bear) the Voi/cies fhunning him: 
Methinks I fee him ftamp thus——~and call thuse_om 
Come on, ye Cowards, ye were gor in fear 

Though you were born in Rome; his bloody Brow, 

With his-mail’d Hand, then wiping, forth he goes 

Like to a Harveft-Man, that’s task’d to mow, 

Or all, or lofe his hire, 

Vir. His bloody Brow! Oh Fapiter, no Blood, 

Vol. Away, you Fool; it more becomes a Man 
Than gilt his Trophy. The Breaft of Hecuba, 

When the did fuckle Heéfor, look’d not lovelier 
Than Heétor’s Forehead, when it fpit forth Blood 
At Grecian Swords contending; tell Valeria 
We are fit to bid her Welcome | Exit Gent. 
Vir. Heav’ns blefs my Lord from fell Aufidius. 
Vol. He'll beat ufidius’s Head below his Knee, 
And tread upon his Neck. 
Exter Valeriawith an Ufber, and a Gentleovomani 

Val, My Ladies both, good Day to you. | 

ol. Sweet Madam 

Fir. 1 am glad to fee your Ladifhip 

Yal. Flow do you both? You are manifeft Houfe-keep- 
ers. What are you fewing here? A fine {pot in good faith, 
How does your little Sone 

Fir. \thank your Ladifhip: Weill, good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather fee the Swords, and heara Drum, than 
look upon his School-matter. 

Fal. A my Word, the Father's Son: Pil fwear’tis avery 
pretty Boy. <A my troth I look’d on hima Wednefday half 
an hour together----h’as fuch a confin’d Countenance, I faw 
him run after a gilded Butterfly, and when he caughtit, he 
let it go again, and after it again, and over and over he 
comes, and up again, and caught it again; or whether his 
fall enrag’d him, or how ’twas, he did fo fet his Teeth 
and did tear it. Oh, I warrant you he mammockt it. 

“il, Qne o’s Father’s Moods. 

Wal. indeed la, ’tis a Noble Child, 

Vir. A Crack, Madam. 

Val. Come, lay afide your ftitchery, I muft have you 
play the idle Hufwife with me this Afvernoon. Virs 
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Vir. No, good Madam, 
I will not out of Doors. 

Val. Not out of Doors? 

Vol. Shefhall, the thall. 

Vir. Indeed no, by your patience; I'll not over the Thref- 
hold, ’till my Lord return from the Wars. 

Val, Fie, you confine your felf unreafonably: 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lyes in. 

Vir. 1 will with her fpeedy Strength, and vifit her with 
my Prayers, but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you? 

Vir. ’Vis not to fave Labour, nor that I want Love. 

Val. You would be another Penelope, yet thay fay, all 
the Yarn the fpun in Uly/fes’s abfence, did but fill Jthaca full 
of Moths. Come, I would your Cambrick were fenfibleas 
your Finger, that you might leave pricking it for pity. Come, 
you fhall go with us. 

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me, indeed I will not 
forth. 

Val, In truth 12, go with me, and Vil tell you excellent 
News of your Husband. 

Vir. Ob, good Madam, there can be none yet. 

Val, Verily I do not jeft with you; there came News from 
him laft Night. 

Vir. {[ndeed Madam 

Wal. In earneft it’s true, I heard a Senator fpeak it. 
Thus it 1s---the Vol/cies have an Army forth, againft whom 
Comininsthe General is gone, with one part of our Roman 
Power. Your Lord, and 7itus Lartins are fet down before 
their City Coriolus, they nothing doubt prevailing, and to 
make it brief Wars. This is truce, on my Honour, and fo, 
I pray, go with us 

Vir. Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey you in 
every thing hereafter. 

Vol. Vet her alone, Lady, as fhe is now, 
She will but difeafe our better Mirth. 

Val, In troth, I think the would: 
Fare you well then. Come, good fweet Lady. 
Prithee, Virgilia, turn thy folemnefs out a Door, 


And go along with us. 
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Virg. No: 
Ata word, Madam; indeed I mutt not, 
I wifh you Mirth, 


Val. Well, then Farewel. LExennt. 


SCENE IV. = The Walls of Coriolus. 


Enter Martius, Titus Lartivs, with Dram and Colours, with 
Captains and Soldiers: To them a Meffenger, 
Mar. Youder comes News: 
A Wager they have met, 

Lart. My Horfe to YOurs, NOs 

Mar. ’1is a 

Lart. Agrced. 

Mar. Say, has our General met the Enemy? 

Mef. They lye in view; but have not {poke as yet. 

Lart. So, the good Horfe is mine. 

Mart. Vil buy him of you, 

Lart. No, Pll not fell, nor give him: Lend him you, I will, 
For half 4n hundred Years: Summon the Town, 

Mar. How far off lye thefe Armies ? 

Mef. Within a Mile and half, 

Mar, Then thall we hear their Larum, and they Ours, 
Now 4Zars, I prithee make us quick in work; 

That we with {moaking Swords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded Friends. Come, blow the blaft, 

They found a Parley. Enter two Senators with others on the Walls, 
Tullus Aufidius is he within your Walls? 

t Senat. No, nor a Man that fears you lefs than he, 
That’s leffer than a little: [Dram afar off. 
Hark, our Drums 
Are bringing forth our Youth: We'll break our Walls 
Rather than they fhall pound us up; our Gates, 

Which yet feem fhut, we have but pinn’d with Rufhes, 
They'll open of themfelves. “Hark you far off. 

f Alarum far Off m 
There ts 4ufidius.. Lift, what work he makes 
Amongft your cloven Army. 

Mar, Oh, they are at it. 

hart. Uheir noife be our inftru@ion. Ladders, ho. 
Enter 
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Enter the Volicies. 

Mar. They fear us not, but iffue forth their Citys ho 
Now put your Shields before your Hearrs, and fight id 
With Hearts more proof than Shields: 
Advance, brave 7it#ss 
They do difdain us much beyond our Thonghts, 
Which makes me {weat with Wrath. Come on, my Fellows; 
He that retires, I'll take him for a Vol/eie, 1 | 
And he fhall feel mine Edge. 


in sa | Alarum; the Romans are beat back to their Trenches, | 
Lan Enter Martius, — E 
thi Mar. All the contagion of the South light on you, Si 
| You thames of Rome; you Herds of Biles and Plagues, lr 


Plaifter you o’er, that you may be abhorr’d 
Farther than feen, and one infect another 

Againft the Wind a Mile: You Souls of Geefe, 
That bear the fhapes of Men, how have you run 
From Slaves, that Apes would beat P/sto and Hell! IR 
All iurt behind, Backs red, and Faces pale 

With flight and agued fear? mend, and charge home, 


Or by the Fires of Heav’n, Pil leave the Foe, E; 
And make my Wars on you:: Look to’t, come on; Har 
If you'll ftand faft, we'll beat them to their Wives, t 
As they us to our Ttenches followed. of 


Another Alarum, and Martius follows them to 
the Gates, and is {but in. 


So, now the Gates are ope: Now prove good Seconds. hy 
Tis for the Followers, Fortune widens them, He 
Not for the Fliers: Mark me, and do the like. Te FRiing 
| He Enters the Gatess en} 

1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I. il 


2 Sol. Nor |, : 
1 Sol. See, they have fhut him in. | lar um continues 


ll. Toth’ pot, I warrant him. ity 
Enter Titus Lartitis, if 


~ 
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Lart. What is become of A4Zartins? Mer, 

All, Slain, Sir; doubtlefs. We 

r Sol. Following the fliers at the very Heels, 7 

| : Nith them he ente:s; who upon the fudden 7 
Clapt to their Gates: he is himiclf alone, lr, 

To anfwer all the City. de 
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Lart. Oh noble Fellow ! 
"Who fenfibly out-dares his fenfelefs Sword, 
u And when it bows, {tands up : Thou 

A Carbuncle intire, as big as thou 
Were not fo rich a Jewel, Thou waft a Soldier 
Even to Calvus with, not ficrce and terrible 
I Only in ftroaks, but with ¢] y grim locks, and 
The Thunder-like percuflion of the Sounds, 
Thou maa’ft thine Enemies thake, as if the World 
mui’ Were feaverous, and did trembI: 
Enter Martius bleeding, affaulted by the Enemy. 
Voy 1 Sol, Look, Sir. ' 
Dy Lart. O, ’tis Martins. 
~ Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 
| They fight, and all enter the City. 
Enter certain Romans with Spoils. 


rs 
ali 


1 Rom, This will I carry to Rome. 
| ° 2 Rom. And Ithis, 

3 Kom. A Murrain on’t, I took this for Silver, | Exeunt. 
rt | dlarum continues fiill afar off. 


Enter Martius azd Titus Lartiu’, with a 7} umpet. 
i Mar. See here thefe Movers, that do Prize their Hours 
th Ata crack’d Drachm: Cufhiors, leaden Spoons, 
Irois of a Doir, Doublets chat Ha emen would 
y Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe Slay, :, 
E’er yer the Fight be d ne, pack UD; down with them, 
on And hark, What notrfe the Gren ral makes Lf lo him, 
There is the Man of my Soul’s hate, Aufidins 
Piercing our Romans: Then Valiant Tiias take 
an Convenient Numbers to Make good the City, 
~ Whilft I, with thofe that have the Spirit, will hafte 
To help Cominins. 
Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed’ft ; 
Thy Exercife hath been too violent 
For a fecond Courfe of Fight. 
Mar. Sir, praife me not: 
My Work hath yet not warm’d me, Fare you well: 
The Blood I drop, is rather Phyfical 
han dangerous to me. To Aufidins, thus I will appear 
Lart. Now the fair Goddef$ Fortune (aid ight. 
Fall deep in Love with thee, and her great Charms 
Vor. IV, | Cc Mif- 
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From every meaner Man, 


Mar. Come I too late? i 
Com. Ay, if you come not in the Blood of others, i 
But mantled in your own. 
Marv. Ob! let me clip ye 
In Arms as fonnd, as when I woe’d in Heart; 
Asmerry, as when our Nuptial Day was done, 
And Tapers burnt to Bedward. ? 
Com. Flower of Warriors, how ist with Titus Lartins 
Mar. As with a Man bufied about Decrees; 
Condemning fome to Death, and fume to Exile, 
Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatnit g th’ other j 
Holding Coriolus in the name of Rome, % 
Even like a fawning Grey-hound in the Leafh, 
 Jorlet him flip at will. 
Com. Where is that Slave 
wit? Which told me they had beat you to your Trenches ? 
| \Where is he 2 Call him hither. 
Mar. Let him alone, 
He did inform the truth : But for our Gentl men, 
The common file, (a Plague! Tribunes for them !) 
The Moufe ne’er fhunn’d the Cat, as they did budge if 
From Rafcals worfe than they. ti A 
Com. But how prevail’d you ¢ pit 
| Mar. Will the time ferve to tell @ I do not think 
Where ts the E iemy ¢ Are you Lords o’th’ Field 
ys 41 Not, why ceafe you till you are fo? ‘ 


Com. Martius, we have at difadvantage fought, bia 
And did retire to win our purpofe. ! 
Mar. How lies their Battel 2 Know you on what fidethey iis 
have plac’d their Mea of truft2 Wi 
Com. As I guels, ALartins, | Pi 
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Of their beft truft : O’er them Anfidins, nt 
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By th’ Vows we have made _ { i 
To endure Friends, that you directly fet me a 
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"Od that you not delay the prefent, but . Hit 


" 


~ BE llen 
Ce 2 Pilling 


—o~* 









= a — ow — a Jr - 4, 
* S - > Ss 3 - 5 — Seo pee 
= » ws 
= 3 eS oe = 
— <n _— ‘“— = 
= ss," 3 = 
ea > “QO = ae baa 
=~ . D4 co ~ 
-~_ he] at | 
“ 
. ae . 
o HP : oS = 
= es he a ee CC 
a os a = = aft 
wm ~~ a * ® * ny 
— oR .” S re, _s : ~— jy 
pe ~- Pa “= oe 9 ae eet > 
som Page > a eke © oF & O es «ap 
aan’ be ww ; ~ im “iD OS i — % hu > 
ae | es J ea peat Q » © —< Ih eons) a 
qa “== GS «ee ms ar en 8 Ao —= = = o~ a 
= ~ © ~< et ~ ryan Se cand See SS oe = 3 rye 
\ ¥} : — on Teed ” =. > .. 4 7 G) ma pu = Cag ~— SS 4 oe “2 bad ~~ ey 
b «- 7 te ae - ~. 2 . 
ae — et 6,0 — oa A a OG & — Ss 8.8 eS eee 
aw ‘. : a) ‘ ” x, q _« @| ; = ‘ ca h—~ ~~ o) wv“ . 
. ee 4 a8 ~ x ) = on = 42 =) = a —— ood 
wad wees ea rt ‘tind Ss pean ~ wed “al ¥ — 
= o 4 - > a & . 1% wm 5 4 RQ oy S > ae, a ~- GC» 
“ oe o 5 ¢ > 5 ” ; ~ ~*~ eg a “ a | f ed ~J ce we Ly a a 
—— one ry ~ _ ad a Pe x4 ~~ ~ t) wheel ~~ ow } nw a Cc > * 
e = pa gud gm, =. @) a Cm : a al WA ~— = Leow ll a“ } cxeng 
r +o —< —_ mre bg Rag thee: — = > = ~ Po —— = ed 
oe ca . . : ke S -~& * “re < OO = -Y : 1 “=. % Ld C 
: " 2 <i 3 Fv . ~ — "et ~~ he on - ~— ke ¢ 5 La a “st oD 
Ww ar : a paiog \ ‘ - . Cc) ~ ae) 7 am C Doan “ dn t Tee GQ) eS ps 
2 met . 2 a , : at ~ » a wii _ m sia J w= 
toy Ss nd 4 — p- 5, ae on V = ~ tis saith. me Y ~ Neat i 00 | f: “i 
ox “ peo ree a ae pet “ 4 » wae me » a “ ‘ rm ‘ 
» ol and - xed we 7 AS _ ~~ ' am as 4 ~ > . te 
a : > ; S) a CD penne a> 
Pye S | ae 
Sf = o 





i a f S 
. , ~ 
a » 
© ~~ ‘v 3 x - . > , ha e a 
“gi “a J “sy ~< A ‘1 - 
> - we Oe =, Wn ee ER ~ nm Re a ¥ ~ ‘ : cn 
Cy “a : ’ — - a ag —! 
; ° - ~ _ Po - 4 4 s wy » ee ~ = 
thy oni oe an e ‘ r i. “ a ah <- > = -s © 
~ . pu ‘ . = x , F mah te a oe ~ , os = 
» + . ” ~ oe cL -_ a _ J 4 . a | as . 
dew ) > © a ve al . ~ oe) 
s = b ~ we = ee ee . ee 
. : / o , 
om ny o“ - ~ ~ ’ com ——) — p ~ or ° ‘ : Nw in c 
- ¥ ~ ‘ ben . — 8 ~ et § 
wes a's = hy Ralls Se ~ XW «oe 2 ad » mi ae melt Gc) re pan nB 
J Ne < ¥ ~ mes » } na cg Any y > 2 4 ~ P- = —_ 4 
— _— ~~ > c - ™ : v— ~ > we a < “— omy hae we rtnang 
- } ' . : es . a ee 
—_ - ~ : ~~ : 1 3 _ aie ‘ aa Oe 
‘et ¢ | o C’ 4 ~~ os 7 ™ ; 3 = od 
a4 . - ’ P v ~ 
ad ve) Wet fs J < ¢ , . ~ 5 om” Yona . ’ L pair * ai 
~ med wa " lar . ~ ~— ~ ~ 1 w . ap bend lan owt 
oe - ¢ — » ‘ . New ; a! ©) 
-~ -~ c cr linn, = ‘ = =, . if ' fs | s » J 
. . - " < - - a ‘ Pa. 4 &) 
! ; y - ~ . < < my “i 3.3 ll 
hen! / < o “1% " 
Need Ww 4 - = a - os ; as ~ = ey oo a2 P a - 
2 PY 4 : <a m ‘ 
) a . —— . ~~ , —_ nm T = a or] 
, -_ Oo ( . -% > 2 = -“ ct \ * - t Te 42 
m = - o~ > - - - 
oa "gg ne ? ae ee ett She - a Ys aay ie Oo o 
4. wre a) = —_ 


. 
t 
; 
4 
. 
nh 
a 


We. cann 























Liew. Fear not our Care, Sir. ed 


Lart. rience, and inut your Gates up yn’s: f 
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' More than thy Fame and Envy; Fix thy Foot 
Mar. Let the firit Bud 2er die the other's S'a: - 
And the Gods doom him after. (in. 


Auf. (f 1 fly, MWartiws, hollow me like a Ra 
Mar. W1 hin thefe thi Hi urs, i nile $5 
Alone | fought in your Coriolus Walls, 
And ma le W hat work l pleas’d 3 Dis nor my Bload. 
Wherein thou fee’{t me m: sk’d; for thy Revenge 
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Thou Jt not believe el y Deeds: But [Vil report it, | ; ui 
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When Steel grows foft, as the Parafites Silk, 
Let him be made an Overture for th’ Wars: 
fay ,» for that [ hav | 
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No more, ! 
My Nofe that | bled, or foil’d fome debile Wretch., 
Which with ut note, h ere’s mai ) elfe have do . 
You thout me forth in Acclamations hyperbolical, 
As if 1 lov’d my little thould be dieted 
In Praifes, fauc’d with Lies. 

Com. Too modelt are you: 
More cruel to your good ‘Report, than erateful 
To us. t| if rive ." OL ti ly : By your Patience, 
If aeainft your felf you be Incens 4G, weil put you 
(Like o s his proper harm) in Manacles, 
Then R rh you: [I herefore beit known, 


»all-che World, that Caius AZartinus 
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Wears this War's Garland: “In token of the which, 
My noble Steed, known tothe Camp, I give to him, 
4 ‘ % . " Cc — : 
With all his trim belo nd from this time, 
Bor what he did before Coriolus, call him, 
With all 1 . anplaufe and -clamour of the Hoft 
Ra. Martizs ——. 
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Omnes. Cains Martinus Cort BS inns | 
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“Maye, A WH me “ te a aa ) 
And when my Face is fair, you fhall perceive 
Whether I bluth, or no. Howbeit, I thank you, 
de vour Steed, and at all trmes 
To un der-¢ refi your pate Addit LON, 

To th’ fairnefs of m 7] Power. 
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Muar. The Gods begin to mock me; 
IT thar but now rei Gis’d moft Pri rcely Gilt 


Am bound to beg of m 


Bear th’ ddition Nobly ever. 
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fi : : gg 7+ “ieP7 
At a poor Maa’s Houle: He us'd me kindly. 
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He cry LO ible i 13 Vi I ETIOUCI e 


j | . 
| - 3 : he —, of paecr | “OgaItsc a tint © 
ond Wrath o’erewhcinYa my Pi ye requeit ) Ou 


Were he the Butcher of my Son, he fhould Sh 
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Have we no Wine here? Mi, | 
Com. Go weto our Tent; 

Th Blo 9d upon your V ifas 
cu ould be look'd to: Come. | Exeunt. 

A Flourifh, Cornets, Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody, with 

toyo or three Soldiers, 

Auf. The Town ts ta’en. 

Sol, ’T will.be deliver’d back on good Condition. 

Auf. Condition! 

I would I werea Roma, for I cannot, mt 

Being a Voljcie, be that IT am, Condition? 
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Embarkments all : | , 
Their rotten Privilege, and Cuftom gaint 
My hate to Adartinws. Woere 1 find him, were it 
At home, upon my Brother’s Guard, even there 
Againit the | uld | 
Wath my ferce Ha id | § He arf. (390 vou to the City 
earn how ‘tis heid, and what they are that mutt 
Be Holtages for Rome. 
Sol, Will nor you go? 
Auf. I am attended at theCyprefs Grove.. I pray you 
C Tis South the Ciry Mil!) bring me wo:d thither 
How the Wor'd goes, that to the pace of it 
I may {pur on my Journey. 


Sol. 1 fhall, Sir. | Exeunt. 
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Exter Menenius with Sicinius avd Brutus. 


Mien. HE Augurer tells me, we fhall have News to 
Night, 

Bru. Good or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the Prayer of the People, for they 
love not AZartius. 

Sic, Nature teaches Beafts to know their Friends. 

Men, Pray you, who does the Wolf love? 

Sic. The Lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebcians would 
the noble Martius. 

Bru. He’s a Lamb indeed, that baes like a Bear. 

; ke a Lamb. 

You two are old Men, teil me one thing that I fhall ask 
you. 

Both. \ 
Men. \n what Enormity is AZartins poor in, that youtwo 
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E932 Coriolanus. 

at pe : ee : 41. 7 

Men. Take my Cap, ‘Fupiter, and I thank thee 
Martius coming homeé 
Both. Nay, ’tis true. 

aw » - a . s ; < 7 

Vol. Look, hat >a Letter from him, the Sta‘e hath ano- 
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think; tnere s one athome 








hoo, 


ther, bis Wife her, and; 
for you. 
Men, I will ma 
A Letrer for mi: 
Vir. Y ¢s, certain, there ¢ 4 Letter 


fe) 


Ment. A Letter for me? it gives mean Eftate of feven 
Years heaith , 1D which ti ne { will make 4 Lip af the Phv- 
Se oath x . ; i J 
Gician: The moft Sovereign Prefcription in Galex is but Em 


perictick, and to this Prefervative, of no better report las 
a Horfe-drencl Is he not wounded ? he was wont to come 
home wound d e 

Vir. Ohno, no, no. 

Vol. Oh, he is wou inded, I thank the Gods for’t. 

Men. So do] too, if he be not too much; brings a Vi- 
étory in his Pocket? the Wounds become him. 

Fol. On’s Brows; Adenenins, be comes the third time 
home witn tl 1€ Oake a2 Garland. 
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Pol. ats La tus WI LfSs ¢ y tO ~ ~E to €tner, put As 


fidius got off. 


Men. And *twas time for him too, Pll warrant him that; 


and he had ftaid by him, Il would nor have be en fo faddiou- 
fed for all the Chefis in Coriolus, and the Gold that’s inthem. 
Is the Senate poffelt of this¢ 

71. Good Ladies, let’s go. Yes, yes, yes: The Senate 


: eneral, wherein he gives my Son the 
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Ay, I warrant you, and»not without 
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Fal. True? DOW WaW. 

Men. True? [ll be {worn they are true, where is he 
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Coriolanus. 1933 

Vol. Ich’ Shoulder, and 1 th’ letc Arm, there will be 
large Cicatrices to fhew the People, when he fhall itand for 
his place, he receiv’d inthe Repulfe of Targuiz {even hurts 
ith’ Body. 

Mex. One i’ th’ Neck, and two i’th’ Thigh; there's nine 
thar I know. 

Vol. He had, before his laft Expedition, twenty five 
Wounds upon him. 

Men. Now ’tis twenty feven, every gafh was an Ene- 


my’s Grave. Hark, the Trumpets. {4 Shout and Flourifb. 
Yol. Thefe are the Uthers of AZartins; 

Before him he carries Notfe, 

And behind him he leaves Tears: 

Death, that dark Spirit, in’s nervy Arm doth lye, 


Li) i a i 
nd then Men dye. 
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Which being advanc’d, declines, 
A Sonnet. Trumpets Sound, Enter Comintus the General and 
Titus Lartius; between them Coriolanus, crown’d with arn 
Oaken Gat land, with Captains and Soldiers, and a Herald. 

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone A@artius did fight 
Within Coriolas Gates, where he hath won, 

With Fame, a Name to Cains Marts. 
Thefe in Honour follows, Caius Martins Coriolanus. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus. 

| Sound. Flouri fb. 

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Cortolanus. 

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my Heart, pray 
now no more. 

Com, Look, Sir, your Mother. 

Cor. Oh! you have, I know, Pp 
my Prof{perity. 

Vol. Nay, my good Soldier, up: 

My gentle Aartins, worthy Caius, 

And by decd-atchieving Honour newly nam’d, 
What is it, Coriolanus, mult I call thee ¢ 

But oh, thy Wife, 

Cor, My gracious filence, hail : 
Would’ft thou have Iaugh’d, had I come coffin’d home, 
That weep’ft to fee me Triumph? Ah, my. Dear, 

Such Eyes the Widows in Coriolus Wa", 


And Mothers that lack Sons. 
Men. 
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etion’d all the Gods for 
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I could weep, 
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Pal. H k low NOE where to turn, 
oy} 7 FCC cn L ’ st x @ aT ; 
rs, YwWeicome pome; and weicome Ucnera: 


knd welcome a 
Men. A hundred thoufiand welcomes: 
and I could laugh 
I am light end heavy; welcome: 
A Curfe begin at the very root on's Ficart 
That ts not 
You are thre e that Rome {hi juld dote On :; 
Yer by the Faith of Men, we have 
Some old Crab-trees here at home, 
That will not be grafted to your Relifh. 
Yet welcome Warriors; 
We calla Nettle, but a Nettle, 
And the faults of Fools, but Foll é 
Com. Ever right. 
Cor. Atenenins, ever, ever. 
Her. Give way! there, a nd is on. 
Cor. Your Hand, and you 
E’er 4 our own Houfe Ido fhade my Head, 
The good Patricians muft be Als teal. 
From whom I have receiv’d not only Greetings 
But with them, change of Honours. 
ol. 1 have lived, 
Lo fee inherited my very Withes, 
8 Hain Dis sttenmce al - ° 
eee Seamer ey uy) 
my tnere § one Chins wanting, 
Which, I doubr not but that our Rome 
Will calt 1 I ip Nn th Cee 
Cor, Know, oat Mother, 
{ had rather be their Servant in my ways 
Than {way with them in theirs, 
Com. On, to the Capitol ; 


. 
7 } Bs _ = 
glad to jee thee, 


s 


| Flouri fh Cornets, 
| Exeunt in State, as before 
Enter Brutus and Sicinius. 
Bra. All Tongues {peak of him, and the bleared fights 
Ar€ {pectacled to fee him. Your pratlin e Nurfe 
Into a Raprure lets her Baby cry, 
While fhe chats him: The Kitchen Maukin pins 


Her 
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Were flily crept into his human rowers, 

And gave him graceful pofture. et 
Sic. On the fudden, I warrant him Conful. f. 
Bru. Then our office may, during his Power, go fleeps 
Sic. He cannot temp’rately tranfport his Honours, 

From where he fhould begin and end, but will 

Lofe thofe he hath won. 
Bru. In that there’s Comfort. 
Sic. Doubt nots, 

The Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they 

Upon their ancient Malice, will forget 

With the leaft Caufe, thefe his new Hone 

Which that he will give them, make I as little queftion i 

As he ts proud to co’t. leh ae 
Bra. I heard him {wear, Me 

Were he to ftand for Conful, never would he Ns 

Appear ith’ Marketeplace, nor on him put +4 

The Naplefs Vefture of humility, He it 

Nor fhewing, as the manner is, his Wounds ae 

To th’People, beg their {tinking Breaths. ; 
Sic. ’Tis right. 

Bru. It was his word: 

Oh he would mifs it, rather than carry it, 

But by the fuir of the Gentry to him, 

And the defire of the Nobles. 

Sic “IT with no better, than have him hold that purpofe, 
and to put it in Executic 
Bru, ’Tis moft like he 
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Sic. It fhall be to him then, as olf good Wiliss 
A fure DeftruGion. 
Bra. So it muft fall out 
To bim, of our Authorities, for an end. 
We mutt fugecft the People, in what hatred 
He ftill hath held them; that to’s Power he would 
Have made them Mules, filene’d their Pleaders, 
And difproportionedt 
In human Action and Capacity, 


f ae "i. cy ° 
Of nomore S-ul nor fitnefs for the World, 
Than Camels in their War, who have their Provand 


i 
-) 
‘ 


Only for bearing Burthens, and fore Blows 
For finkine Li) d r them. 

Sic. This, as you fay, fuggefted, 
At fome time, when his foaring Infolence 
Shall teach the People: which time thal 


See 


7 i not want, 
If he be put upon’r, and that’s as eafie, 


As to let Dogs on Sheep; we'll be his Fire 
~~ : ? . ee : : 

Yo kinale their dry Stubble; and their Blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

2 Exter a Meffeng er, 
Bru. What's the matter 2 | 
__ def. Yoware fent for to the Capitol: 

Tis thought that Martius hall be Conful: 
have feen the dumb Men throng to fee him, 
And the oud to hear him fpeak; Marrons flung Gloves, 
Ladies and Maids their Scarfs and Handkerchiefs, 

Upon him, as he pals’d; the Nobles bended 
At Jove s$ statue, and the Commons made 
nower and Thunc 

[ never faw the like, 

bru. Let’s to the Capitol, 
And Carry with us Ears and Eyes for th’ time, 
Burt Hearts for the Event, 

Sic. Have with you. 


1¢ry with their Caps andShouts: 


. hs [ Exeunte 
nter two Officers, to lay Cufhions, as in the Capitol. 


r Of. Come, come, they arealmoft} 
i, Se Ne -9 “hey are aimoit here; ho fiand 
for Confulthips 2 : ee 


2 Of. Three, they fay 


> but *ris tt . c | 
oer : ) s Ss tnouecht rv one 
Cortolanus wil! carry it. ; e. of eve y ’ 
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Coriolanus. 1937 


zs OF, That’sa brave Fellow, but he’s vengeance proud, 
and loves not the Common People. 

2 Of. ’Faith, there have been many great Men that have 
flatter d the People, who ne’er lov’d them, and there be 
many that they have loved, they know not wherefore; fo that 
Wd if they love they know not why, they hate upon no better 
a Ground. Therefore, for Coriolanus nether to care whe- 
in, ther they love, or hate him, manifefts the true Knowledge he 
has in their Difpofition, and out of his noble Carelefinefs lets 

them plainly fee’t. 
| 1 OF. If he did not care whether he had their love, or no, 
he waved indifferently, twixt doing them neither Good, 
nor Harm: But he fecks their Hate with greater Devotion, 
than they canrender it him; and leaves nothing undone, that 
may fully difcover him their Oppofite. Now to feem to 
» affe@ the Malice and Difplefure of the People, is as bad as 
that which he diflikes, to flatter them for their love. 

2 Of. He hath deferv’d worthily of his Country : And 
his Afcent is not by fuch eafie Degrees as thofe, who have 
been fupple and courteous to the People, Bonnetted, with- 
out any further Deed, to have them at all into their Evfti- 
mation and Report: But he hath fo planted his Honours in 
their Eyes, and his A@tions in their Hearts, that for their 
Tongues to be filent, and not confefs fo m' ch, were a 
kind of ingrateful Injury 5 to report otherwife, were a 
y, Malice thar giving it {lf the Lie, would pluck Reproof 
>” and Rebuke from ev’ry Ear that heard it. 

1 Of. No more of him, he is a wotthy Maa: Make 
way, they are coming. 


‘\ 4 Sonnet. Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the Peo- 
ple, Littors before them ; Coriolanus, Menenuts, Comin!- 
us the Conful: Sicinius ard Brutus take their Places by 
them/elves. 


_ Men, Having determin’d of the Volfcies, 
“And to fend for Titus Lartius ; wt-remains, 
As the main Point of this our after-meetings 
v0) To gratifie his noble Service, that hath 
Thus ftood for his Country. Therefore, pleale you, 
‘ui! Moft Reverend and Grave Elders, to defire 
The prefent Conful, and laft General, 
Vor. IV. Dd 
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ee ay) In our well-found Succeffes, to report I 

baa A little of that worthy Work perform’d abe 

| By Caius Martius Cori olanus ; whom Ms 

rae We met here, both to thank, and to remember th 

i With Honours like himlelf. ig 

aM 1 Sen. Speak, good Com#nins : om 

Hii Leave nothing out for length, and make us think ne 
th Rather our State’s defective for Requital, Ne 

| aay Than we to ftretch it out. Mafters o'th’ People, i 
{, ba | We do requeft your kindeft Ear, and after, iM 
i li Your loving Motion toward the common Body, og 
Bey To yield what paffes here. ma 
bet Sic. We are convented upon a pleafing Treaty, and ‘a 

| hon 


have Hearts inclinable to Honour, and advance the Theam 


| of our Affembly. la 
ie Bre. Which the rather we fhall be bleft to do, if here “bn 
ieee member a kinder Value of the People, than he hath hither. !9c 
| to priz d them at. v tt 

it . Aen. T hat’s off, that’s off -I wou’d you rather had been iif 
i filent : Pleafe you to hear Cominius {peak ? nen 
Me Bra. Mott willingly : But yet my Caution was more ptr on 
Pak tinent than the Rebuke you give It. Br 
tay Men. Ele loves your People, but tye him not to be ther *™" 
bith Bedfellow : Worthy Cominius, {peak. iin 
Ee bite | Coriolanus rifes, asd offers to go away, lu 
: Nay, keep your Place. More, 
1 Sen. Sic Coriolanus, never fhame to hear len 

What you have nobly done. at) 

Core Your Honour’s Pardon : it 

I had rather have my Wounds to heal again, " 

wd fe 


Than hear fay how I got them. : 
Bru. Sir, I hope my Words dif-bench’d you not ¢ vig 
Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, , 





Al When Blows have made me ftay, I fled from Words. "8 
? You footh’d nor, therefore hurt not: But your People, |" 
‘i I love them as they weigh LY 

| : : Men, Pray now, fit down. i 
he ie Cor. I had rather have one fcratch my Head ith’ Sam .™ 
y ; il Hi When the Alarum were ftruck, than idly fit 
rn To hear my Nothings monfter’d Exit Coriolanusy*' 
Bh Mena 
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Coriolanus. 


Men, Matters of the People, 
Your multiplying Spawa how can he flatter, 
That’s thoufand to one good one? when you now fee 
He had rather venture all his Limbs for Honour, 
Than one of’s Ears to-hear it. Proceed, Cominizs. 
Com. 1 fhall lack Voice: The Deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter’d feebly. Lt is held 
That Valour is the chiefeft Virtue, and 
Moft dignifies the Haver : If it be, 
The Man I {peak of cannot in the World 
Be fingly counter-poisd, At fixteen Years, 
When Targain made a Head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the Mark of others : Our then Dictator, 
Whom with all Praife [ point at, law him fight, 
When with his Amazonian Chin he drove 
The briftled Lips before him: He beftrid 
An o’er-preft Roman, and i’th’ Conful’s view 
Slew three Oppolers : Targain’s {elf he met, 
And ftruck him on his Knee : In that Day’s Feats, 
When he might a@ the Woman in the Scene, 


+f | 
$s b4e 


He prov’d beft Man i'th’ Field, and for his Meed 

Was Brow bound with the Oak. His Pupil-age 
Man-enter’d thus, he waited like a Sea, 

And in the Brunt of feventeen Battels fince, 

He lurcht all Swords o’th’Garland. For this laft, 
Before, and in Coriolus, let me fay 

I cannot fpeak him home : He ftopt the Fliers, 

And by his rare Example; made the Coward 

Turn Terror into Sport. As Waves before 

A Vecflel under Sail, fo Men obey’d, 

And fell below his Stem: His Sword (Death’s Stamp) 
Where it did mark, it took from Face to Foot: 

He was a thing, of Blood, whofe every Motion 
Was trimm’d with dying Cries; Alone he entred 
The mortal. Gate o’th’City, which he paintec 
With fhunlefs Defamy : Atdlefs came of, 
And with a {udden Re-enforcement ftrtick 
Coriolus, like a Planet. Neo all’s this 3 

For by and by the Din: of War "gan pierce. a 
Flis ready Senfe, when, ftreight hisdoubled Spin 
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And to the Battel came he 3 where he did Ith 
Run reeking o’er the Lives of Men, as if fare 
"T were a perpetual Spoil; and “ull we call’d OE hy pu 
Both Field and City ours, he never ftood rh ye 
To eafe his Breaft with panting. my 
Men, Wosthy Man! 
1 Sen. He clonot but with meafure fit the Honours 
Which we devife him. A 
Com. Our Spoils he kick’d at, th 
And look’d upon things precious, as they were {he 
The common Muck o’th’ World: He covets lefs old b 
Than Mifery it felf would give, rewards his Deeds by | 
With doing them, and is content tou 
To fpend his Time to end it. _ 


Men. He’s right Noble, let him be call’d for. 
Sen. Call Coriolanus. | 
Of. He doth appear. Gh 
Enter Coriolanus. 
Men. TheSenate, Coriolanus, are well pleas’dto make thee | 
Conful. | 
Cor. I do owe them ‘till my Life, and Services. sop 
Men, It then remains that you do fpeak to the Peo 


Se me 


ple. 0 th 
Cor. I do befeech you, a 
Let me o’erleap that Cuftom ; for I cannot ike 
Put onthe Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them a 
For my Wounds fake, to give their Suffrages: - 
Pleafe you that I may pafs this doing. ie’ 
Sic. Sir, the People muft have their Voices, - 
Neither will they Bate one jot of Ceremony, + 
Men, Put them not to’t : ss 
Pray you go fit you to the Cuftom, hy 
And take to you, as your Predeceffors have, Jeg 
Your Honour with your Form. hee 
Cor. It is a Part that I hall bluth in A@ting, m) 
And might well be taken from the People. wl 
Bra. Mark you that. _ 
Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, and thus, it 
Shew them th’ unaking Scars, which I would hides iG 
As if L had receiv’d them for the Hire ity 


Of their Breath only. Z 
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Coriolanus. 


Men. Do not ftand upon’e: 
We recommend to you, Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpofe to them, and to our noble Corful 
With we all Joy and Honour. 

Sic. To Coriolanws come all Joy and Honour. 

| Flourif> Cornets, Then Exeunt. 
Manent Sicinius ana Brutus. 

Bru. You fee how he intends to ufe the Pcople. 

Sic. May they perceive’s Intent: He will require them 
Asif he did-contemn, what he requetted, 
Should be in them to give. 

Bra. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here on th’ Market-place, 
I know they do attend us. | Exeunt. 

Enter feven or eight Citizens. 

1 Cit. Once if he do require our Voices, we ought not 
to deny him. 

> Gt. We may, Sir, if we will. 

3 Cit. We have power in our felves to do it, but it is a 
power that we have no power to do: For, if he fhew us his 


" Wounds, and tell us his Deeds, we are to put our Tongues 


‘nto thofe Wounds, and fpeak for them: So, if he’tells us 
his noble Deeds, we muft alfo tell him of our noble Accep- 
tance of them. Ingratitude 1s monftrous, and for the Mul- 
titude to be ingrateful, were to make a Monfter of the Mul- 
titude; of the which, we being Members, fhould bring our 
felves to be monftrous Members. 

+ Git, And to make us no better thought of, a little help 
will ferve: For once when we ftood up about the Corn, 
he him(elf ftuck not to call us the many-headed Multitude. 

3 Git. We have been calP'd foof many, noc that our Heads 
are fome Brown, fome Black, fome Auburn, fome Bald ; 
but that cur Wits are fo diverfly Colour’d; and truly, I 
think, if all our Wits were to iffue out of one Scull, they 
would flye Eatt, Weft, North, South, and their Confent 
of one dire@ Way, would be at once to ali Points oth’ 


Compafs. | . 
> Cit. Think you fo? Which Way do you judge my 


Wit would flys ? 
. : Dd 3 3 Cit. 
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1942 Coriolanus. 


Cit. Nay, your Wit will not fo foon out as another  %, | 
ris ftrongly wedg’d up ina Block-head: Bur (i, 
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lest ‘f it were at Liberty, ’cwould fure Southward. by 

{ t 2 Cit. Why that way ¢ : 1b 

ql Ee 2 Cit. To lofe it felf in a Fog, where being three parts Un | 
At melted away with rotten Dews, the fourth would return ww 
at for Conf{cience fake, to help to get thee a Wife. a 
Uae > Git. You are never without your Tricks,———you may, rio 
| you may. : Uy 


3 Cit. Are you all refolved to give your Voices? But 
that’s no matter, the greater part carries it, I fay. If he 
would incline to the People, there was nevera worthier Man, jy, 

Enter Coriolanus ixa Gown of Humility; with Menenius,  \ | 
Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility, mark his _ , ¢; 
haviour: We are not to ftay all together, but to comeby 


- 
a eer 
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im where he ftands, by ones, by twos, and by threes yi. 
{e’s to make his requefts by Particulars, where every one ;(; 
of us has a fingle Honour, in giving him our own Voices , ¢ 
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ah | tr with our own Tongues: therefore follow me, and I'll direé 
B ee you how you fhall go by him. 

1 abe All, Content, content. | Bxeunrs Gy, 
Bi: a! Aten. Ob, Sir, you are not right; have you not KNOWN hice 
ait The worthieft Men have done’t? WD, 
nae Cor. What mult I fay, I pray, Sir? 1¢ 
une Plague upon’t, I cannot bring Wve n 
t My Tongue to fuch a pace. Look, Sir-———my Wounds——_¢,. 
a Ga I got themin my Country’s Service, when C 
¥ Some certain of your Brethren roar’d, and ran “en 
Bio From the noife of our own Drums. in 
he \ Men. Oh me the Gods! you muft not fpeak of that, Cor 
Bia You mult defire them to think upon you. ie 
‘ H Cor. Think upon me? Hang ‘em. rom 
via I wou’d they wou’d forget me, like the Virtues is 
1 Which our Divines lofe by ’em. th 
1 Aten. Youll mar all. vil 
[ll leave you: Pray you {peak to ’em, I pray you, tt 
In wholfome manner. [Exits 4 , 
Hats Eater twe of the Citizens. The 
aT Cor. Bid them wath their Faces, 
y And keep thar Teeth clean So, here comes a brace 1 


You know the Caufe, Sirs, of my ftanding here. : 
: Cit. 









1943 


1 Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought you to’r. 

Cor. Mine own Defert. i wi 

2 Cit. Your own Delfert ? 

Gor. Ay, not mine own Detire. 

1 Git. How, not your own Defire? 

Cor. No, Sir, *twas never my defire yet to trouble the 
Poor with Begging. ' 

5 Gt. Youmutt think, if we give you any thing, we hope 
to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then I pray, your Price o’th’ Confulfhip ? 

1 Cit. The Price is, to ask it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray Jet me ha’t: I have Wounds to 
fhew you, which fhallbe yours in private Your good Voice, 
Sir; what fay you¢ 

2 Cit. You fhall ha’t, worthy Sir. 

Cor. A Match, Sir; there’s in all two worthy Voices 
bege’d: I have your Alms, Adieu. 

1 Gt. But this is fomething odd. 


2 Cit. And twere to give again: 


Coriolanus. 


But ‘tis no matter. 
| Exeunt. 





Enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may ftand with the tune of your 
Voices, that I may be Conful, I have here the cuftomary 
Gown. 

1 Cit. You have deferved Nobly of your Country,and you 
have not deferved Nobly. 

Cor. Your ALnigma. 

1 Cit. You have been a Scourge to her Encmies; you have 
been a Rod to her Friends; you have not indeed loved the 
Common People. 

Cor. You fhould account me the more Virtuous, that I 
have not beeh common in my Love; 1 will, Sir, fatter my 
{worn Brother, the People, toesrna dearer eftimatron ol them, 
ris a condition they account gentle: And fince the wiidom 
of their Choice, is rather to have my Fiat, than my Heart, I 
will praGtice the infinuating Nod, and be off to them moft coun- 
terfeitly; that is, Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment 
of fome popular Man, and give it bountiful to the defirers: 
Therefore, befeech you I may be Conful. = 

> Gt. We hope to find you our Friend; and thereivre give 


you our Voices heartily. | 
‘ " Dd 4 1 Cit. You 
—* 
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Coriolanus. 
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t Cit. You have received many Wounds for your Coun- 
try. 
‘Cor. I will not feal your Knowledge with fhewing them, 
I will make mach of your Voices, and fo trouble you no 
further. 
Both. The Gods give you Joy, Sir, heartily. | Exenar, 
Cor. Mott {weet Voices———— 
Better itis to die, better to ftarve, 
Than crave the Hire, which firlft we do deferve. 
Why in this Woolvifh Gown fhould I ftand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 
Their needlefs Voucher? Cuftom calls me to’t — 
What Cuftom wills in all things, fhould we do’? 
The Duft on antique Time weuld lye unf{wept, 
And mountainous Error be too highly heapr, 
For Truth to o’er-peer, Rather than fool it fo, 
Let the high Office and the Hosour go, 
To one that would do thus. I am half through, 
The one part fuffer’d, the other will I do. 
Exrer three Gitizens more. 
Here come more Voices, 
Your Voices For your Voices I have fought, 
Watch’d for your Voices; for your Voices, bear 
Of Wounds, twod: zenandodd: Bartels, thrice fix 
I have feen, and-heard of: For your Voices, 
Have done many things, fome lefs, fome more: 
Your Voices: For indeed I would be Conful. 
1 Cit, He his d n2 nobly, and cannot go without any 
honeft Man’s Voice. 
1 Cit. Therefore let him be Conful: The Gods give him 
Joy, aod make him a good Friend to the People. 
dll, Amen, Amen. God fave thee, Noble Conful, | Exenmt 
Cor. Worthy Voices 
Enter Menenius, with Brutus, and Sicinius, 
Men. You have ftood your Limitation: 
And the Tribunes endue you with the Peoples Voice. 
Remains, that ta th’ Official Marks invefted, 
You anon do meet the Senate. 
Cor. Is this done 2? 
Sic. The Cuftom of Requeft you have difchere'd : 
The People do admit you, and are femmon’d 
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Coriolanus. 


To meet anon Upon your Approbatior, 
Cor. Where? at the Senate-houfe ? 
Sic. Tivere, Coriolaxus, 

Cor. May I change thefe Garments? 
Sic. You may, Sir. 
Cor. That Pll ftrait do: And knowing my felf again, 

Repair to th’ Senate-Houfe. 

Men. \’\i keep you company. Will you along? 
Bru. We ftay here for the People. 
Sice Farewel, | Exeant Coriol. and Men. 

He has it now, and by his Looks, methinks 

*Tis warm at’s Heart. 

Bre. With a proud Heart he wore his humble Weeds = 

Will you difmifs the People ? 

Enter the Plebeians. 
Sic. How now, my Matters, have you chofe this Man2 
1 Cit. He has our Voices, Sir. 
Bra. We pray the Gods he may deferve your Loves. 
2 Cit, Amen, Sir: Tomy poor unworthy notice, 
He mock’d us, when he bege’d our Voices. 
3 Git. Certainly he flouted us downright. 
1 Cit. No, ’tis his kind ef Speech, he did not mock us, 
2 Cit. Not one amongft us, fave your felf, but fays 
He us’d us fcornfully: He fhou’d have thew’d us 
His Marks ‘of Merit, Wounds receiv’d for’s Country. 
Sic. Why fo he did, Iam fure. 
Ail. No, no; no Man faw ’em. 
3 Cit. He faid he had Wounds, 

Which he could fhew in private: 

And with his Hat, thus waving it in Scorn, 

I wou'd be Conful, fays he: Aged Cuftom, 

But by your Voices, will not fo permit me; 

Your Voices therefore: When we granted that, 

Here was---I thank you for your Voices----thank you- 

Your moft {weet Voices--Now you have left your Voices, 

I have nothing further with you. Was not this Mockery ? 
Sic. Why, either were you ignorant to fee’t ? 

Or feeing it of fuch childifh Frierdlinefs, 

To yield your Voices? 

Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were leffon’d; when he had no Power, 


—~ But 


7 






‘=e 
. — 
<> sé Aza 
ae ee 


ao et ee ee 
x - = =< . 


. MAL 








































—_—- 









































BA hang 


1946 Coriolanus. 
But was : petty Servant to the State, — 
He was your Enemy, ever {pake again 
Your Liberties, and the Charters that you bear 
Vth’ Body of the Weal: And now arriving 
At place of Potency, and fway oth State, 
If he fhoald {till malignantly remain 
Faft Foe :o th’ Plebeians, your Voices might 
Be Curfts to your felves. " You fhould have faid, 
That as his worthy Deeds did claim no lefs 
Than what he flood for ; fo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you for your Voices, and, 
Tranflate his Malice towards you, into Love; 
Standing your friendly Lord. 

Sic. ‘Thus to have fad, 
As you vere fore-advisd, had touch’d his Spirit, 
And tryd his Inclination; from him pluckt, 
Either tis gracious Promife, which you might, 
As caufe had call’d you up, have held him.to; 
Or elfe it would have gall’d his furly Nature; 
Which :afily endures not Article, 
Tying lim to ought; fo putting him to Rage, 
You fheuld have ta’en th’ advantage of his Choler, 
And paf’d him unelected. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did Sllicit you in free Cont«mpt, 
When he did need your Loves?. And do you think 
That his Contempt fhall not be bruifing ta you, 
When hehath powerto crufth? Why had your Bodies 
No He:rtamong you? Or had you Tongues, to cry 
Againftthe ReCtorfhip of Judgment? 
Sic. Have you, eer how, deny’d the Asker : 
J, now again of him that did not ask, but mock, 
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¥'} Give hundred Voices of that Sound. 
1 Cit Ay,twice five hundred, and their Friendsto piece ¢™ 
Bra. Get you hencé li ftantly, and tell thafe Friends, 
They Lave chofe a Conful that will from them take 
Pheir Liberties, make them of no more Voice 
Than Dozs,. that are as often beat for. Barking, 
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Sic. Let them affemble; and on a fafer Judgment, fe 
All revoke your ignorant Eleétion: Enforce his Pride, ie! 
And his old Hate unto you: befides, forget not, i 
With what Contempt he wore the humble Weed, 

How in his Suit he fcorn’d you: But your Loves, 
Thinking upon his Services, took from you 
Th’ Apprchenfion of his prefent porta ce, 
Which moft gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion 
After the inveterate Hate he bears you. 
Bra. Lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, 
That we labour’d (no impediment between) 
But that you mt ft caft your EleGtion on him. 

Sic. Say, you chofe him, more after our Commandment, 
Than as guided by your own true AffeGions, andthat __ 
Your Minds, pre-occupied with what you rather muit do, 
Than what you fhould, made you againft the gran 

To Voice him Conful. Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, {pare us not: Say, we read LeCtures :o you, | 
How youngly he began to ferve his Country, Baw 
How long continued, and what Stock he fprings of, ! 
The Noble Houfe o’th’ AZartiaus; from whence crime 
That Aucus Martizs, Numa s Daughter’s Son, 


Who after great Ho/filins here was King: rit 
Of the fame Houfe Publius and Quintus were, oi 
., Lhat our beft Water brought by Conduits hither, a! 
r And, nobly nam’d A4artixs, fo, twice being Cenfor, hs 
ii Was his great Anceftor. aa 
i" Sic. One thus defcended, a 
| That hath befide well in his Perfon wrought, She 
To be fet high in Place, we did commend Hae 
, Lo you remembrances; but you have found, By 
MM Scaling his prefent bearing with his paff, red 
; That he’s your fixed Enemy, and revoke | hati 
"Your fudden Approbation. A 
Bru. Say, you ne er had dont, Ba 
. (Harp on chat till) but by our putting On ; qs 
ei And prefently, when you have drawn your Numb:r, H oA 
HI” Repair to th’ Capirol. i 4 
a All, We will fo; almoft all repent in their ElcStion. i i 
| Exenmt Plebcians. Piel 
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Bra. Let them go on: 
This Mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Then ftay paft doubt for greater: 
If, as his Nature is, he fall in rage 


With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger. 

Sic. To th’ Capitel, come: 
We will be there before the ftream o’ th’ People: 
And this fhall feem, as partly ’tis, their own, 


Which we have goaded onward. [ Exeunt, 








0.7 Is CEN ES 
SCENE Rome. 


Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus 
Lartius, avd other Senators. 


Cor. Ullus Aufidius then had made new Head? . 
Lart. He had, my Lord, and chat it was which caus‘d 

Our {wifter Compofition. 

Gor. So then the Hal/cies and but as at firft, 
Ready when time fhall prompt them, to make Road 
Upon’s again. 

Com. They are worn, Lord Conful, fo, 
That we fhall hardly in our Ages fee 
Their Banners wave again. 


Cor. Saw you Aupdins? 
Lart. On fafe-guard he came to me, and did curfe 


Againft the Vol/cies, for they had fo vilely 
Yielded the Town; he is retir'd to Antinm. 
Cor. Spoke he of me? 
Lart. He did, my Lord. 


Cor. How! what !——. 
Lart. How often he had met you Sword to Sword: 


That of all things upon the Earth he hated 
Your Perfon mot: That he would pawn his Fortunes 
To hopelefs Reftitution, fo he might 


Be call’d your Vanquifher. 
Cor. At Antium lives he? 


Lart. At Antinm. 
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Cor. 1 wifh I had a caufe to feek him there, ibe di 
To oppofe his Hatred fully. Welcome home. it 
Enter Sicinius and Brutus, iN 

Behold, thefe are the Tribunes of the People, | 
The Tongueso’ th’ Common Mouth, I do defpife them: 


For they do prank them in Authority, 
Againft all noble Sufferance. 
Sic, Pafs no further. 
Cor. Hah! what is that / 
Bru. It will be dangerous to go on——No further. 
Cor. What makes this Change ¢ | 
Men. The Matter ? Ki 
L Com. Hath he not pafs’d the Nobles, and the Commons? ti 
Bru. Cominius, nO 
Gor. Have I had Childrens Voices? 
Sen. Tribunes, give way; he thall to th’ Market place. 
Bru. The People are incens’d againft him. 
| Sic. Stop, or all will fall in Broil. 
et Gor. Are thefe your Herd? 
vii!’ ~~ Muft thefe have Voices, that can yield them now, 
And ftraight difclaim their Tengues ? What are your O fiices? | 
You being their Mouths, why rule you not their Teeth? it 
ht «= Have you not fet them on? i 
Men. Be calm, be calm, | 
Cor. It is a purpos’d thing, and grows by Plot, 
To curb the Willof the Nobility: it 
Suffe:’r, and live with fuch as cannot Rule, aed 
Nor ever will be ruled. bt 
| ca Bru. Call’t not a Plot; Metis 
The People cry you mock’d them; and of late, in 
When Corn was given them, gratis, you repin’d, ae 
Scandal’d the Suppliants for the People, call’d them eh 
Time-pleafers, Flatterers, Foes to Noblenefs. et 
Cor. Why this was known before: He hi 
Gyo Bru. Not to themeall. LE PRL 
Cor. Have you inform’d them fithence ? i LN 
tt Bru. How! I inform them! i 
Com. You are like to do fuch Bufinefs. } 
Bru. Not unlike; each Ways to better yours. i. M 


Cer. Why then fhould I be Conful? By yond — Bi 
; | et ag by 
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Let me deferve fo illas you, and make me 
Your fellow Tribune. 
Sic. You thew too much of that, 
For which the People ftir; if you will pais 
To where you are bound, you muft enquire your way, 
Which you are out of, with a gentler Spirit, 
Or never to be fo Noble as a Conful, 
Nor yoak with him for Tribune. 
Men, Let’s be calm. 
Com. The People are abus’d, fet on; this paltring 
Becomes not Rome: Nor hes Coriolanus 
Deferv’d this fo difhonour’d Rub, laid falfly 
I’ th? plain way of his Merit. 
Cor. Tell me of Corn! this was my Speech, 
And I will fpeak’c again 
Men. Not now, not now. 
Sen, Not in this Heat, Sir, now. 
Cor. Now as I live, I wall 
My Nobler Friends, 1 crave their Pardons: 
For the mutable rank-{cent¢d Many, 
Let them regard me, astI.do not flatter, 
And therein behold themfelves: I fay again, 
In foothing them, we nourith ’gainft our Senate 
The Cockle of Rebellion, Infolence, Sedition, 
Which we our felves have plow’d for, fow’d and fcatter'd, 
By mingling them with us, the honoui’d Number, 
Who lack not Virtue, no,. nor Power, but that 
Which-they have given to Beggars. 
Men. Well, no more—— 
Sen. No more Words, we befeech you~ 
Cor. How! no more! 
As for my Country I have fhed my Blood, 
Not fearing outward force; fo fhall my Lungs 
Coin Words ’till their decay, againft.rhofe Meafles 
Which we difdain fhould Tetter us, yet feek 
The very way: to. catch them. 
Bru. You {peak o’ th’ People, jas.4f-you were aGod 
To punifh, not a Man. of their Infirmity. 
Sic. ’L were well,,.wetet.the Reople-know't. 
Jten. NWN nat, what! his. Choler 
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Cor. Choler! were | as patient as the midnight Sleep, ie 
By Fove, ‘twould be my Mind. Wet 
Sic. It is a Mind that fhall remain a Poifon i 


Where it is, not poifon any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ? 
Hear you this 7ritox of the Minnoues ? Mark you 
His abfolute Shall? 

Com. ’T was from the Cannon. 

Cor. Shall!----O God !----but moft unwife Patricians ; why 
You Grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chufe an Officer, 
That with his peremptory Shall, being but ey 
The Horn and Noife o th’ Monfters, wants not Spirit 
To fay, he'll turn your Current in a Ditch, 
And make your Channel his? If he have Power, 
Then vail your Ignorance: If none, awake 
Your dangerous Lenity: If you are Learned, 
Be not as common Fools; if you are nor, 
Let them have Cufhions by you. You are Plebeians, 





If they be Senators; and they are no lefs, ket 
When both your Voices blended; the preateft Tafte ay 
Moft palatestheirs. They chufe their Magiftrate, Ha 
And fuch a one as he, who puts in his Shall, Pc 
His popular Shall, againft a graver Bench shih 
Than ever frown’d in Greece. By ove himfelf, iat aa 
It makes the Confuls bafe ; and my Soul akes at 
To know when two Authorities are up, iy 
Neither Supream, how foon Confufion ig 
May enter twixt the gap of both, and take he 
The one by th’ other. i 
Gom. Well on to th’? Market-place. ty i 
Cor, Who ever gave that Counfel, to give forth ee 
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The Corn o’ th’ Storehoufe, gratis, as twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece 
Men, Well, well, no more of thar. Het 
Cor. Though there the People had more abfolute Power: Me 
I fay, they nourifh’d Difobedience, fed the ‘ruin of the 
State. 
Bru. Why fhall the People grve, 
One that {peaks tlius, their Voies ¢ 
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et aa Cor. V'll give my Reafons, a 
i More worthy than their Voices. They know the Cora uy 
| Was not our recompences reiting wellaflur’d cha? 
They ne’er did Service for’t, being preft to th’ War, mit 
Even when the Navel of the State was touch’d, M 
They would not thred the Gates: This kind of Service rae 
Did not deferve Corn gratis. Being 1’ th War, Tra 
I Their Mutinies and Kevolts, wherein they thewd i, 
an Moft Valour, {poke not fo: them. Th’ Accufation uth 
1 al Which they have oiten made againft the Senate, WOE 
ee All caufe unborr, could never be the Native Nt g 
ani OFf our fo frank Donation. Well, what then @ bn W 
uit How fhall this Bofom-multiplied, digeft we 
The Senate’s courtefie 2 Let Deeds exprefs wha 
W har’s like to be their Words--We did requelt it--- thr 
We are the greater Poll, and in true fear My, 
They gave us our Demands. Thos we debafe ( T 
The nature of our Seats, ard make the Rabble 
A Call our Cares, Fears; which willin time Wu, 
Break open the Locks o’ th’ Senate; and bring in Gin 
Mi The Crows to peck the Eagles neh | 
Lame Men. Come, enough. foe t 
bch: Bru. Enough, with over-meafure. 4 fol 
ie Cor. No, take more, it] 
ai Wat may be {worn by, both Divine and Human, dj, ' 
| Seal what 1 end withal, This double worfhip, Cm, 
here one part does difdain with caufe, the other ty | 
Infalt without all feafon; where Gentry, Title, Wifdom, 4, 
Canrot conclude, but by the Yea and No * 
ft Of General Ignorance, ic muft omit 
i Real Neceffities, and give way the while He, 
. Pau To unftable Slightnefs; Purpofe fo barr’d, it follows, (| 
i ah Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, befeech yous ‘ 
it Ve You thac will be lefs fearful:than difcreet, hi 
at . That love the Fundamental part of State {i 
: ; i More than you doubt the change of't; that prefer " 
Pa A noble Life before a long, and with i 
i LAE To jump a Body with a dangerous Phyfick, hon 
ns ae That’s fure of Death without it; at once pluck out i 
Ae Hat The Multitudinous Tongue, let them not lick 
ai) The fweet which istheir Poifon. Your difhonour ' 
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Manegl<s true Judgment, and bereaves the State 
t Of thar Iitegrity which fhould become it 
| Not having the Power to do the good it would 
| For th’ ill which doch controul it. 
Bru. H’as faid enough. 


, Sic. H’as fpoken like a Traitor, and fhall anfwer 
# As Traitors d . 
i( Core Thou Wretch / defpicht o” rewhelm the I cow 


&s 


i What fhould the Peopl+ do with thefe bald Tribunes¢ 
On whom depending, their Obedience fi] 
To th’ greate: Bench, ina Rebellion : 
When what's not meet, Dt what muft be, was Law, 
Then were they chofen 5 in a berter Hour 
_ Let what is meet, be faid, it mi {t be meet, 
iw “And throw ther Power rth’ Dult. 
Bru. Manif-f{t Treafon—— 
Ne Sic. This a Conful?@ No. 
: Enter an 7Ldile. 
Bru. The c#£adiles, to; let him be apprehe ded. 
Sic. Go call the People, in whof: Name my felf 
Attach thee as a Tratterous Innovator: 
A Foe to th’ Publick Weal. Obey, I charge thee, 
And follow to thine anfwer. | Laying hold on Coriolanuss 
Cor. Hence, old Goat. 
my will. Welifurery hime 
% Com, Aged Sirs Hands off. e-- 
‘kt Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I fh all fhake thy Bones 
|, i) Out of thy Garments. 
Sice Help me, Citizens. | | 
Enter a Rabble of Plebeians with the fE.diles. 
Men. On both fides more refpe@. 
Sic. Here’s he, that would take from you all. your 
hye Power. | 
Bru. Seize him, e#diles. : 
All. Down with him, down with him. 
2 Sen, Weapons, Weapons; Weapons 5 — geees: 
[ They all buftle abont-Coriolanus. 
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Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens—— W Sat Bos 
rk Sicinius. Brutus, Coriolanu: _it Si, 
ch All, Peace, peace, Pcarss ltay> 
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Men. Whatis aboutto beé I am out of Breath—— 
Confufion’s near [ cannot fpeak. You-— Tribune 


To th’People--- Coriolanus----patience ---{peak, g00d Sicinins, 
Sic. Hear me, People peace 
All, Let’s hear our Tribune 

{peak. 
Sic. You are at point to lofe your Liberties: 

Martius would have all from you; AZartins, 

Whom late you have nam’d for Conful. 

Men, Fie, fie, fie, this is the way to kindle, not to 
quench. 

Sen. To unbuild the City, and to lay all flat, 

Sic. What is the City, but the Peopleé 

All. True, the People are the City. 

Brn. By the confent of all, we were eftablithed the Peo: 
ples Magiftrates. 

Ail, You fo remain. 

Men. And fo are like to do, 

Com. That isthe way to lay the City flat, 

To bring the Roof to the Foundatior, 

And bury all, which yet diftinG@ly ranges, 

In heaps and piles of Ruin. 

Sic. This.deferves Death. 
Bru. Or let us ftand to our Authority, 

Or let us lofe it; wedo here pronounce, 

Upon the part o’th’People, in whofe Power 

We were ele&ted theirs, AZartins is worthy 

Of prefent Death. 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him; 
Bear him.to th’ Rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into DeftruGion caft him. 
Bru. e#-diles, {eize him. 
All Ple. Yield, AZartius, yield. 
Men, Hear me a word, *befeech you Tribunes, hear me 
but a word 
eLdiles. Peace, peace. 
Men, Be that you feem, truly your Country’s Friends, 
And temp’rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefs. 
Bra. Sir, thofe cold ways, 
That feem like prudent helps, are very poyfonous, 











Peace; fpeak, fpeak, 
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Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hands upon him, 


And bear him to the Rock. 
Cor. No, Vil dye here; 
There’s fome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come try »pon your felves, what you have feen me. 
Men. Down with that Sword, Tribunes withdraw a 
while. 
Bru. Lay Hands upon him. 
Men. Help Martius, help---you that be noble, help him 


| Cor, draws his Sword, 


: young and old. 


All, Down with him, down with him, | Exenunt. 
(Zn this Mutiny, the Tribunes, the Aadiles, and the 
People are beat in. 
Men. Go, get you to your Houfe; be gone, away, 
All will be naughre elfe. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

Com. Stand faft, we have as many Friends as Enemics. 

Men. Shall it be put to that? 

Sen. The Gods forbid: 

I prithee, noble Friend, home to thy Houfe, 
Leave us to cure this Caufe. 

Mex. For tis a Sore upon us, 

You cannot Tent your felf; begone, *befeech you. 

Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 

Men. 1 would they were Barbarians, as they are, 
Though in Rome litter’d, not Romans, as they are not, 
Though calved in the Porch o’th’ Capitol: 

Begone, put not your worthy Rage into your Tongue, 
One time will owe another. 

Com. On fair Ground I could beat forty of them. 

Men. 1 could my felf take up a Brace oth’ beft of them, 
yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now ’tis odds beyond Arithmetick, 

And Manhood is call’'d Fool’ry when it ftands 
Againft a falling Fabrick, Wall you hence, 
Before the Tag return, whofe Rage doth rend 
Like interripted Waters, and o’er-bear 

What they are us’d to bear, 

Men, Pray you, be gone: 

Viltry whether my old Wit be in requeft Wi 
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fo that have but little ; this mult be patch 


ne ied ‘ag . Exeunt Coriolanus axa Cominius, * * 
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I bt -g. This Man has maii’d his Fortune. * 

; i . His N sture 1s [TOO noble for the World - i 

a nt He vould not flatter Weprane for Als | Trident, a 
it as O- Fove, for’s power tot nun : His Heait’s his Mouth iy 
Bi ain What his Breaft forges, that his ee ongue mult vent; is 
1. bain And being angry, does -f rpet that ever | ee eS 
fee it He heard the name of Death. [ 4 noife within r 
ii Here's eoodly work, . a 

2 Sem. I would they were a-bed. 

Men. 1 would they were in Tyber. | aN 
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iI may be heard, 1 would crave a word or two, 
The which fhall turn you to no furthér harm; 
Than fo much lofs of time. 
SUC. Spe ak bricfly then, 
For we are peremprory to difp atch 
This viperous Traitor; to eject him hence 
Were but one Danger, and to keep him here 
i) Our certain Death ; therefore 1t 1s decreed 
« He dies to Night. 
Men. Now the §£ Poe 1G as forbid, 
That our ae henet Romie. hel fe Gratitude 
Towards her deferved Children, ts enroll’c 
In Fove's own Book, like an unnatural Dam 
Sould now eat ' uP her own. 
Sic. He’s a Difeafe that muft be cut away. 
Men. Ob, ie sa Limb, that has but a Difeafe 


| 


"Mortal, to cut it off , to cure it, ealie. 


Whar has he spies to Pome. that’s worthy Death ? 


Winans - - + |. : S43 
“Milling 0 our Enemies, the Blood he hath loft 
D (Which |! 3 ar€ VOUCLI, id MOTO Uiiae that ne Aa Ny 


, By many an Ounce) he dropt it for his Country: 


: } a" ’ a Sige Lm “gue “ 
at lafe th . ae he nics C out 
An d W h a . : S : | 1 5 Lt) | J i Cc | 4 i> se. 4 4 tA 
r “Rag he Are ‘ f = Me 
Were to ts it d it 
-” «| ? o .F, 
A brand to th end oth 
: r : ~ rn e > " . . 
Sic. This is clean kam. 


Se wa ee 
Brz. Meerly Aw sy . 


When he dia ! ve his Country, i }orourd Aim. 


Men. The fervice of the Foot, 
Being once fa! een is not then re{pt ected 
For ye b a 
Bru, We'll hear no mote, 
Pichae him | to fis yufe, and pluck him thence, 
Left his infectic 5 9 of a catchii o nature, 
S . aie oe 
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Alen. One word if SFC, one WUiu- 
This Ticer-footed-rage, when it fhall find 
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The harm of uaskann’d fwiftnefs, will 
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Tye leaden pounds tos Feels. Proceed by Proce! 


Left Parcies (as he is belov’d) b eak our, 
And fack great Kame with Romans. 
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Bru. If it were fo 

Sic. What do ye talk? 

Have we not had a tafte of his Obedience? 
Our e4diles {mote, our felves refilted, come 

Men. Confider this; he hath been bred i’th’ Wars 
Since he could draw a Sword, and is 1ll-f{chool’d 
In boulced Language, Meal and Bran together 
He throws without diftinction. Give me leave, 

1’ll goto him, and undertake to bring him in peace, 
Where he fhall anfwer by a lawful Form, 
In peace, to his utmoft peril. 
t Sen. Noble Tribunes, 
It is the human way: The other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Sic. Noble Afenenius, be you then as the Peoples Offictr, 
Mafters, lay down your Weapons, 

Bru. Go not home. 

Sic. Meet on the Market-place; we'll attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not AZartins, we'll proceed 
In our firft way. 

Men. V'll bring him to you. 

Let me d<fire your Company; he muft come, 
Or what is worft will follow. 

1 Sex. Pray you let's to him, 

Enter Coriolanus with Nobles. 

Cor. Let them pull all about mine Ears, prefent me 
Death on the Wheel, or at wild Horfis heels, 

Or pile ten Hills on the Tarpeian Rock, 

That the Precipitation might down ftretch 
Below the beam of fight, yet will I {till 
Be thus to them. 

Exter Volumnia. 

Noble. You do the Nobler. 

Cor. Lm: {2, my Mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them Woollen Vaffals, things created 
To buy and felt with Groats, to thew bare Heads 
In Congregations, to yawn, be ftill, and wonder, 
When one but of my Ordinance ftood up 
To fpeak of Peace, or Ware I talk of yous 
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too rough: You muft return, 
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with me milder ? Wou'd you have me 


Why did you 
I play 


Falfe to my Nature? Rather fay; 
The Man [ am. 
Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir. 
t would have had you put your Power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 
Cor. Let’s go. 
Vol. You might have been enough the Man you are, 
With ftriving lefS to be fo. Leffler had becn — 
The things that thwart your Difpofitions, if 
You had not fhew’d them how ye were difpos’d 
E’er they lack’d power to crofs you. 
Cor. Let them hang. 
Vol. Ay, and burn too, 


Enter Menenius avith the Senators. 


Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, fomething 
and mend it. 

Sen. There’s no Remedy; 
Uilefs by not fo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midft, and perifh. 

Vol, Pray be counfell’d ; 
T have a Heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a Brain that leads my ufe of Anger 
To better vantage. 

Men. Well faid, noble Woman: 
Before he fhould thus ftoop to th’Heart, but that 
The violent Fit o’th’ Times craves it as Phy fick 
For the whole State, I would put mine Armour on, 


Which I can fearcely bear. 
Cor. What muft I do ? 
Men. Returnto th’ Tribunes. 
Cor. Well, what then ? what then? 
Men. Repent what you have {poke. 
Cor. For them? I cannot do it for the Gods, 


Muft I then do’t to them? | 

Pol. You are too abfolute, | 
Tho’ therein you can never be too Noble, | 
But when Extremities {peak. I have heard you fay; | 


Honour and Policy, like unfever’d Friends, 


Ith’ War do grow together: Grant that, and tell me 
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: Speccebiens. 
r960 oF Sonoanus. 
In Peace, what each of them by th’other lofe, 
That they combine not there? 

Cor. Tufh, tufh———— 

Men: A good ee m land. 

Vol. \f it be Ha: rin your Wars, to feem 
The fame you are 5, which for your beft ends 
You adopr your Policy: How is it lefs or worfe 
T hat it (thal! hold Com: anio fhip a 
W ith Honour, as in War; fince that to both 


Pol. & caufe, that 
Now it lyes you on to {péak to the People = 
Not by your own Inftrudtion, nor by the Matter 
Which your Heart prempts you to, but with fuch Words 
That are but roated in your Tongue: 
‘iho bu Dbaitards, and Sy tial es 
Of no Allowance, to your Bofom’s Truth. 
Now, this no more Difhonours you at all, 
Than to take ina Town with gentle Words, 
Which elfe would put you to your Fortune, and 
The hazard ¢ of mu ich BI lood. 
i would diffemble with my Nattire, where 
My Fortunes and my Friends at Stake, requir’d 
I fhould do fo in Honour. TI am in this 
Your Wife, your Son: Thefe Senators, the Nobles, 
And you, will rather fhsw our general Lowes, 
How you can frown, than pend a sa Nn upon ’em, 
For the Liherirance of their Loves and Safegard 
Of what that Want miczht ruin. 

Aen, Noble Lady! 
Come go with us, fpeak fair: You may falve fo, 


() rhs ica ; =y i ; { b 3 
Not what 1s Gangerous prefent, but the lofs 
Of what is paft. 

Vol. { prithee now; my Son, 
Go to th mM, with ae Bonp ed § 19 thy Hand, 


Afid thus f.r | ving ft etch Ga It (bere e A wi th them) 


Action is El q:ence, andthe Eyes of "th ta rat 
M ore Leased thar the Fas, waving thy: Head, 


\A/ £; a> r arm at AQ ay ‘ y ¢ 
Which often thus cor tine, thy ftout Heart 
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Now humble-as the ripe ft Mu iberrys 
That will not hold the Handling: Or fay to them, 
Thou art their Soldier, and being bred in Broils 
Haft not the foft way, which thou dolt confefs 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim, 
In asking theirgood Love, but thou wile frame 
Thy felf (£1 footh) hereafter therrs fo far, 
As thou h.{t Power and Perfon. 

Men. This but done, 
Even as fhe {peaks, vhy their Hearts were yours: 
For they have Pardons, being ask’d, as free, 
As Words to little Purpoie. 

Vol, Prithee now | 
Go and be rul’d:.A I ho’ I know.thou had rather 
Follow thine Enemy to a fry Gulf, 
Than flatter him in a Bower. 

Enter Cominius. 

Here is Cominius. 

Com. I have been hate Matket-place, and Sir, tis fit 
You have {trong Party, or r defi a your felf 
By Calmnefs, or by Aten e+ All’s in Anger. 

Men. Only fair Speech. 

Com. 1 thiok ’twill ferve,. if he can thereto frame _ his 
Spirit. 

Pol. He muft and will: 
Prithee nov ay you will, and go about Ite 

Cor. Mult I go thew them my unbarbed Sconce ? 
Muft [ with my " baft Tongue give to my noble Heart 
A Lie, that it m nut | bear well? I will do’ts 
Yet were there bute this fingle Plot, to lofe 
This Mould of ALAR: they to Dutt fhould bring it, 
And throw’t againft the Wind. . To the Market-place: 
You have put me now to {uch a part, which never 
I fhall difcharge to th’ Life. 

Crm. Come, come, we'll-prompt you. 

Vol. Ay, prithes now, {weet S MN, aS tnou haft faid 
My Praifes mad. e firft a Soldier; fo 
To have my Piaile fo this, perform a part 
Th wu haft not done befor 

Cor, Well, I muft do’t: 
Away my Difpofirion, and poffels me 
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Some Harlot’s Spirit: My Throat of War be turn’d, 
Which quird with my Drum, into a Pipes 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin Voice 
That Babies lulls afleep,; The Smiles of Knaves 
Tent in my Cheeks, and School-boys Tears take up 
The Glaffes of my Sight: A Beggar’s Tongue 
Make motion through my Lips, and my arm’d Knees 
Who bow’d but in my Stirrup, bend like his 
That have recciv’d an Alms. I will not dort, 
Left 1 furceafe to honour mine owa Truth, 
And by my Bodies AGtion, teach my Mind 
A moft inherent Bafenefs. 
Val. At thy Choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more Difhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy Pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous Stoutnefs: For I mock at Death 
With as big Heart as thou. Do as thou lift 
Thy Valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck’fi it from me: 
But ownthy Pride thy felf. 
Cor. Pray be content: 
Mother, | am going to the Market-place: 
Chide me no more. I'll Mountebank their Loves, 
Cog their Hearts from them, and come home belov’d 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my Wife, I'll return Conful, 
Or never truft to what my Tongue can do 
I? th’ way of Flattery further. 
Vol. Dov your Will. | Exit Volumnia, 
Gom. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: Arm your felf 
To anfwer mildly: For they are prepar’d 
With Accufations, as I hear, more {trong 
Than are upon you yet. 
Cor. The Word is, mildly. Pray you let us go, 
Let them accufe me by Invention: I 
W ill anfwer im mine Honour, 
Men. Ay, but mildly. 
Cor. Wall, mildly beit then, mildly. 
Enter Sicinius ana Brutus. 
Brz. In this Point charge him home, that he affects 
Tyrannical Power: If he evade us there, 


[ Exeunt. 
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Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil got on the Antiats 
Was ne’er diftributed. What, will he come? 
Enter an Gdile. 
e£d. He’s coming. 
Bru. How accompanied ? 
e4d. With old Atenenius, and thofe Senators 
That always favour’d him. 
Sic. Have you a Catalogue 
Of all the Voices that we have procur’d, fet down by th’ 
ed. I have; “tis ready. (Poll ¢ 
Sic. Have you colleé&ted them by Tribes? 
e“ad. I have; *tis ready. 
Sic. Affemble prefently the People hither, 
And when they hear me fay, it fhall be {o, 
I’th’ right and ftrength eo’ th’ Commons ; be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or Banifhment, then let them, 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death, 
Infifting on the old Prerogative 
And power i’ th’ truth o’ th’ Caufe. 
e#d, I will inform them. 
Bru. And when {uch time they have begun to crys 
Let them not ceafe, but with a din confus‘d, 
Inforce the prefent Execution 
Of what we chance to Sentence. 
e4d. Very well. 
Sic. M.ke them be ftrong, and ready for this hint 
When we fhall hap to giv’t them. 
Brz. Go about it, 
Put him to Choler ftreight, he hath been us’d 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of Contradi@ion. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein’d again to Temperance; then he {peaks 
What’s in his Heatt; and that is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 
Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, avd Cominius; with others. 
Sic. Well, here he comes. 
Men. Calmly I do befeech you. 
Cor. Ay, as an Hoftler, that for the pooreft peice 
Will bear the Knave by th’ Volume: 
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Keep Rome in Safety. and the C hairs of Justice on 
Supplied with worthy Men, plant Love amongit you, 
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Through our large L€ i tote “3 kgs the thews of Pade 
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Cor. And not our Streets with War. 
1 Sex. Amen, Amen, 
Men, A noble With. 


Enter the e4-dile with the Fle beians. 
Sie. Draw Near, ye Peot le. 
: $ j _ 
ed. Lito your Tribunes: Audience; 
Peace; ‘ fay 
Cor. Firft, hear me fpeak, 


ri toe . % g » ¢ B ? 
Cor. Shall I be charg’d no fur cther than this s prefent? 
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Cor. Say then: ’tis true, I ought fo. 


Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv’d to take 


From Rome all f.aloa’d Office, and to wind 
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Your felf unto a Power Tyrannical, 
For which you are a Traitor to the People. 

Cor. How? Traitor? 

Men. N ay, temperately: your Promif{e. 

Cor. The Fires 7? th’ loweft Ffell, Fold in the People: 
Cal] me their Traitor! thou injurious Iribune/ : 
Within thine Eyes fate twenty Thoufand Deaths, 

In thy Hands clutch’d as man: Miltions, in 
Thy lying Longue both Numbers, I would fay, 
Thou lyeft unto thee, with a Voice as free, 

As 1 do pray the Gods. 

Sic. Mark you this, People 2 

All, To th’ Rock with him. 

Sic. Peace: 

We need not put new matter to his Charge: 
What you have feen him do, and’heard kim {peak 
Beating. your O fhicers, curfing your felves, 
Oppofing Laws with Stroaks, and here defying 
Thofe whofe great Power muft try him, 

Even this fo Criminal, and in fuch Capital kind, 
Deferves th’ extrean eft Death. 

Bra. But fince he hath ferv’d well for Rome—— 

Cor. What do you prate of Service ? 

Bra. Utalk of that, that know 1. 

Cor. You? 

Men. 1s this the promife that you made your Mother? 

Com. Know, I pray you.u—— 

Cor. Vil know no farther: 

Let them pronounce the fteep Zarpeian Death, 
Vagabond Exile, Fleaing, pent to linger 

But with a Grain a Day, I would not buy 
Their Mercy, at the price of one fair word, 
Nor check my Courage for what they can give, 
To hav’t with faying, Good morrow. 

Sic. For that he has 
(As much as in him lyes) from time to time 
Envy'd againtt the People: feeking Means 
To pluck away their Power; as now at laff, 

Given hoftile ftroaks, and that not in the préfence 
Of dreaded Juftice, but on the Minitters 
That do difirubute it, Inthe Name o’th’ Pe ple, 
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And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we | 
(E.v’n from this Inftant) banifh him our City, 

In peril of Precipitation 

From off the Rock Tarpezan, never more 

To enter our Rome's Gates, 1’th® People’s Name, 
I fay it fhall be fo. 

All. It thall be fo, it thall be fo; Let him away: 
He’s Banith’d, and ic fhall be fo. 

Com. Hear me, my Matters, and my common Friends--- 

Sic. He's Sentenc’d: No more Hearing. 

Com, Let me {peak: 

Ihave been Conful, and can thew from Rome, 

Her Enemies marks upon me. [ do love 

My Country’s good, witha refpect more tender, 

More holy, and profound, than mine own Life, 

My dear Wife’s eftimate, her Womb’s increafe; 

And treafure of my Loyns: Then if I would 

Speak that 

Sic. Weknow your drift. Speak what ? 

Bru. There’s nomore tobe faid, but he is banifh’d 
As Enemy to the People, and his Country. 

It fhall be fo. 

All, Xt fhall be fo, it fhall be fo. 

Cor. You common cry of Curs, whofe Breath I hate, 
As reek o’ th’ rotten Fenns ; whofe Loves I prize, 
As the dead Carkaffes of unburied Men, 

That docorrupt my Air: I banifh you, 
And here remain with your uncertainty. 
Let every feeble Rumour fhake your Hearts: 
Your Enemies, with nodding of their Plumes, 
Fan you into Defpairs Have the Power ftill 
To banith your Defenders, till at length, 
Your [gnoraace (which finds noc till it feels, 
Making but refervation «f your felves 
Still your own Foes) deliver you 
As molt abated Captives, to {ome Nation 
That won you without Blows, defpifing 
For you the City. Thus [ turn my Back; 
There is a Worid elfewhere. 
[ Excunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others 
[The People fhout, and throw up their Caps. 
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e£dile. The Peoples Enemy is gone, is gone, 
All. Our Enemy is banifh’d; heis gone. Hoo, hoo. 
Sic. Go fee him out at Gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow’d yous with all defpight, 
Give him deferv’d vexation. Let a Guard 
Attend us through the City. 
All. Come, come; let’s fee him out at the Gates, come. 
The Gods preferve our noble T'ribunes, come. [ Exeunt. 





ST Orr Ss. OC. Bede. 
SCENE without the Walls of Rome. 


Euter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menentus, Cominius, 
with the young Nobility of Rome. 


Cor. Ome, leave your Tears: A brief Farewel: T he Beaft 
With many Heads butts me away. Nay, Mother, 
Where is your ancient Courage: You were usd 
| To fay, Extremity was the Trier of Spirits, 
That common Chances common Men could bear; 
That when the Sea was calm, all Boats alike 
Shew’d Mafterfhip in floating. Fortune’s blows 
When moft ftruck home, being gentle wounded, craves 
A noble Cunning. You were us’d to load me 
1 With Precepts that would make invincible 
The Hear@that conn’d them. 
Vir, Oh Heav’ns! O Heav’ns! 
Cor. Nay, [ prithee Woman——— 
Vol. Now the red Peftilence ftrike all Trades in Ru me, 
And Occupations perifh. 
Cor, What! what! what! 
I thall be lov’d, whenI am lack’d. Nay, Mother, 
Refume that Spirit, when you were wont to fay, 
If you had been the Wife of Hercules, 
Six of his Labours you'd have done, and fav’d 
Your Husband fo much Sweat. Cominius, 
Droop not; Adieu: Farewel my Wife, my Mother, 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true AZenenins, 
| Thy Tears are falter than a younger Man’s, 
#” And venomous to thine Eyes. My (fometime) General, | 
I have feen thee ftern, and chou haft oft beheld Heart- 
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Tesrt-hardning Spectacles, Tell thefe {ad Women, 
Bas F dto wail inevitable {troaks, 
\s cistolaugh at em. My M_ ther, you wot not well 
My | hazords ftill have been your folace, and 
Believ’t not hiehtly, tho’ [ go alone, 
Like to a lonely Diagon, that his Fen 
kes feat ls a d talk’d of more than feen: Your Son 
Will, or exceed the Common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and pract.ce. 
Vol. My fit Son, 
W hithe r will you g0§ ‘Lake sood Cominins 
With thee a while; determine on fome courfe 
More than a wild expofure, to each Chance 
Thar ttarts th’ w: 
Cor, O the Gods! 
Com, V1) follow: thee a month, devile with thee 
Where thov fhait seft, thac thou may’ft hear of us, 


efo e thee. 
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Cor. fare ye wW il: 
Thou haft Years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the Wair’s furfeits, to SO rove Wi bh one 
That’s yet unbruis’G 3 bring me bur our at Gate. 
Come, in y {weet Wife, my dearelt Mother, and 
My Friends of Noble touch: When f am forth, 
Rid me Farewel, and {mile. .Lpray you, come: 
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Hear from me ftil], and never of.me ought 
But what is like me formals y : 
Men, That’s worthily 
As any Ear can bear. Come, let's not weep, 
If I cou’d fhake off bur one xia: Y 
From thefe old Arms and Legs, by the good 
I'd with thee every foot. 
Cor. Give me thy Hand, come. | Exeumt. 
Enter Sicinius aud Brutus, with the -Ladile. 
Sic, Bid them. all heme, he’s gone; and we'll no further. 
e Nobility are vexed, whom we fee have fided | 
In his behalf. | | Brite 
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Bru. Now we have fhewn our Power, 
Let us feem humbler after it is done, 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sic, Bid them home, fay their great Enemy is gone, 
And chey ftand in their ancient ftrength. | 

Bru. Difmifs them home. Here comes his Mother, 

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, azd Menenius. 

Sic. Let’s not meet her, 

Bru. Why? 

Sic. They fay fhe’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’en note of us : Keep on your way. 

Vol. Ob y are weil met: 

TR hoorded Plague o’th’ Gods requite your Love. 

Men. P: ace, Peace, be not fo loud, 

Vol. Vf that 1 could for weeping, you fhould hear——— 
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. Will you be gone? 

Virg. You fhali ttay too: I would I had the Power 
To fay fo to my Husband. 

Sic, Are you Mankind ¢ 

Vol. Ay, Fool, is that a Shame ? Note but this Fool, 
Was not a Man my Father? Hadit thou Foxfhip 
To banifh him that ftruck more blows for Rome, 

Than thou haft {fpoken words-——-——— 

Sic. Oh bleffed Heav’as ! 

Pol. More Noble Blows, thanever thou wife Words, 
And for Kome’s good I’\| tell thee what——yet go——— 
Nay. but thou fhalt ftay too I would, my Son 
Were in Arabia, and thy Tribe before him, 

His good Sword in his Hand. 

Sic, What then 

Virg. What then? He’d make an end of thy Polterity, 

Vol, Baftards, and all. 

Good Man, the Wounds that he does bear for Rome, 

Aden. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not unknit, himfelf, 

The noble Knot he made. 
Bre 1 would he had. 
Vol. Ywould he had! 











’T' was you incens’d the Rabble, 


/ Cats, that can judge as fitly of his Worth, 


As I can of thofe Myfterics which Heav’n | 
You, IV. Ff a Wil 





































‘ ey (eee ae ee 
aes 42S z 
2 . ~ ee on 


. aa ama ——_ * 


eer SS 


SCREAM, TRO ls ot 
iti at = 2 — r - 
_ o : = 





Coriolanus. 





1970 


Will not have Earth to know. 

Bru. P:ay let's go. 

Vol. Now, pray Sir, get. you gone. . 
You have done a brave deed: E’er you go, heanthis: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneft Houfe in Rome; fo far my Son, 

This Lady’s Husband here, this (do you fee) 
Whom you have Banith’d, does exceed you all, 


244 
# 


ru. Well, well, well leave you. 
is. Wh y ita id you to be Batted 
With one that wants her Wits.¢ 
Yol. Take my Prayers with you. 
I with the Gods had nothing elfe to do, 
But to confirm my Curfes, Could I meet ’em 
But once a Day, it would unclog my. Heart 
Of what lyes heavy to’t, 
Men. You have told them. home; 
And by my troth you have caufe: You'lh fup with me? 
Vol. Anger’s my Meat, I fup upon my felf, 
And fo thall flarve with feeding: Come, let’sgo, 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In Anger, 7zxo-like: Come, come, come, 
Fie, fie, fie. l Exewnt, 


SoC EN EH’ Antim 


Enter-a. Roman anda Vol{cie. 


Rom. i know you well, Sir, and you know me: Your 
Name, I think, 1s Adrian. 

Pol. It is fo, Sir: truly I have forgot you. 

Rom. 1am a Roman, and my Services areas you are, 
Againit’em. Know you me yet? 

Vol. Nicanor ? No. 

Rom: Fhe fame, Sir. 

Vol. You had more Beard when I }aft faw you, but 
your Favour is well appear'd by your Tongue. What's the 


Yt 


CA &. 


| Ex. Tribunes 


News in Rome? \ have a Note from the Yol/cian State t0 
find you out here. You have well faved me a Day’s Journeys 


Rom, Vhere hath been in Rome {trange Infurredt- 
ons: Th» People againft the Senators, Patricians, and 
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fo; they are in amoft Warlike Preparation, and hope to come | 

upon them in the heat of their Divifion, : 

Rom. Vhe main blaze of ir is paft, but a fmall thing 
would make it, flame again. For the Nobles receive fo 
to heart the Banifhmenc of that worthy Coriolanus, that 
they are-in a ripe aptnefs, to take all Power from the Peo- 
ples and to pluck from them their Trib ones for ever, This 
lies glowing I can tell you, and is almoft muture for the 
violevt breaking out. 
ih Vol. Coriolanus Banifh’d 2 
‘Rom. Banith’d, Sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this Intelligence, Mia 
tanor. 

Rom. The day ferves well for them now. I have heard 
it faid, the fiiteft time to corrupt a’ Man’s: Wife, is when 
fhe’s fallen out with her Husband. Your Noble 7z/las Aa- 

_ | dias will appear well in thefe Wars, his great Oppofer Cori- 

Will planus being now in no requeft of his Country. 

, Vol. He cannot chufe. I am moft fortunate, thus acei- 

4) dentally to encounter you. You have ended my Bufinefs, 
and [ will merrily accompany you home. | 

Rom. \ fhall between this and Supper, tell you’ moft Ht 
firange things from Rome; all te ding to the good of their Av 
Adveifaries: Have you an Army ready, fay you? 

(i, Pol, A molt Royal one. The Centurious and their Chara 

ges diftindtly billetted already in the Entertainment, and to 

be on foot at an hour’s warning. ik 
yy ft Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am the 
Man, I think, that fhall fee them in prefent Action. So, be 

b | Sir, heart’ly well met, and moft glad of your Company. i 

jy = Vol. You take my part from me; Sir, I have the moft aa 
caufe to be glad of yours. | +i 

Rom, Well, let us go together. LE veunt. oe 
Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, difguisd ana mujied. Fi 

iw Cor. A goodly City 1s this Antium. City, ie 1 

, Tis I that miade thy Widows: Many an Heir | 

li OF thefe fair Edifices, for my Wars 

Dif" Have [heard groan, and drop: Chen know me fot, 

pe Is Left that thy Wives with Spits, and Boys with Stones, 

itl) ‘In pucy Battey flay me. Save you, Sir. 
Enter a Citizens | i 

itt Gate And you. te Gor s lat + 


4 


SSS 


=e SOs. 


ET TOE NT SRE pepe 
Te Se = 
=< : 2 


. 













































Coriolanus. 





1972 


Cor. Direét me, if itbe your will, where great Aufidins 
lics: Is he in Antium? 

Cit, He is, and Feaftsthe Nobles of the State, at his Houle 
this Night. 

Cor, Which is his Heufe, I befeech you? 

Git. This here before you. 

Gor. Thank you, Sir: Ferewel. [ Exit Citizen, 
Oh World, thy flippery turns! Friends now faft iworn, 
Whole double Bofoms f:em to wear one Heart, 

Whofe Hours, whofe Bed, whofe Meal and Exercife 
Are ftill together; whotwine (as ’twere) in Love 
Unfeparable, fhall within this Hour, 

On a diffention of a Dar, break out 

To bittere't Enmity. $0 felleft Foes, 

Whofe Paffiors, and whofe Plots have broke their Sleep 
To take the one the other, by fome chance, 

Some Trick not worth in Egg, thall grow dear Friends, 
And inter-join their [ffues. So with me, 

My Birch-p'ace have [, and my Lovers left; upon 
This En:my’s Town I’! enter; if he flay me, 

He does fair Juftice: If he give me way, 

I'l do-his Country Serve. [ Exit, 


SCENEJUh AHall in Aufidius’s Houle. 


Mujfick play. Enter a Serving-man. 
t Sere Wines Wine Wine! What Service is here? | 
think our Fellows are afzep. | Exit 
Enter onother Serving-man. 
¢ Ser. Where’s Cotws? My Mafter calls for him: Cows. 
Exter Corto'anus, | Exit. 
Cor, A goodly Hour; 
T he Feaft {melis; but f appear not like a Gueft. 
Eater the firft- Serving-man. 

t Ser. What would you have, Friend? whence are yous 
Here’s no place for you: Pray go tothe Door. { Exit. 

Cor. I have deferv’d no better Entertainment, in being 
Coriolanus, Enter fecona Servant. 

2 Ser. Wherce are you,Sir? Has the Porter his Eyes in 
his Head, that he gives enirance to fuch Companionsg 
Pray get you out. 

Cor. Awsy! 
2 Ser. Away: Ger yau away. Core 
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Cor. Now thou’rt troublefom, 
2 Ser. Are you fo brave ? I'll have you talk’d with anon 
Enter a third Servant. The fixft mects him, 
2 Ser. What Follow’s this?¢ 
r Ser. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on: [ cannot get him 
out o’th’ Houfe : Prithce call my Mafter to him. 
Ser. What have you to do here, Fellow ? Pray you 
avoid the Houfe. 
Cor. Let me but ftand, I will not hurt your Hearth, 
2 Ser. What are you ¢ 
Cor. A Gentleman. 
2 Ser. A marvellous poor one. 
Cor. True; fo] am, 
2 Ser, Pray you, poor Gentlemin, take up fome other Sta- 
tion, here’s no place for you ; pray you avoid ; Come. 
Cor. Follow your Function, go and batten on cold bits. 
[Pufbes him away from him. 
3 Ser. W hart, you will not? Prithee tell my Matter, what 
a ftrange Gueft he has here. 
2 Ser. And I thal. | Exit fecond Ser ving-mane 
3 Ser. Where dwell’{t thou ¢ 
Cor. Under the Canopy. 
3 Ser. Under the Canopy ? 
Cor. AY. 
2 Ser, Where’s that ? 
Cor. I'th’ City of Kites and Crows, 
3 Ser. I’'th® City of Kites and Crows 2 What an Als ut 
is ; then thou dwell’ft with Daws too ¢ 
Cor. No, I ferve not thy Mafter. — 
3 Ser. How, Sir!’ Do you meddle with my Matter 2 : 
Cor. Ay, “tis an honefter Service, than to meddle with 
thy Miflrefs: Thou prarft, and prat’f{t ; ferve with thy 
Trencher :: Hence. | Beats him aways 
Enter Avfidius, with a Serving-man. 
Auf, Where is this Fellow é 
> Ser. Here, Sir ; I’d have beaten him like a Dog, but for 
difturbing the Lords within, _ (Name ¢ 
Auf Whence c-m'ft thou ? What would’ft thou ? Thy 
Why “fpecak’ft not ? Speak Man: Whiat’s thy Name ¢ 
€or. Tf, Tullus, not yet thou know'{t me, and fecing més 
dof not take me for the Mao Iam, necethty ¢ mands me 
fame my Self. Ff 3 ~~ Auf. 


; 
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Auf. What is thy Name? hid 
Cor. A Name unmufical to Yolfcians Ears, set | 
And harfh in found ro thine. Nya 
Auf. Say, what's thy Name ? Ind ¢ 
Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy Face het 
Bears a Command in’t; though thy Tackle’s torn, It 


Thou fhew’ft a noble Veffel: What's thy Name? 
Cor. Prepare thy Brow to frown; know’ft thou me noté | ot 


Auf. Lknow thee not; thy Name? il 
Cor, My Name is Caias Adartius, who hath done ld f 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volfcies, inf 
Great Hurt and Mifchief; thereto witnefs may ine f 


My Sirname, Coriolavus. The painful Service, y of 
The extream Dangers, and the drops of Blood : 
Shed for my thanklefs Country, are requited A 
But with that Sirname; a good Mcmor 


My Throat to thee, and to thy ancient Malice: 


RS 


And witnefs of the Malice and Difpleafure seve 

W hich thou could’ft bear me; only char Name remains te 

‘The Cruelty and Envy of the People, lov’ 

Permitted by our daftard Noles, who oh? 

Have all forfook me, hath cevour’d the reft; ot 

And {uffer’d me by th’ voice of Slaves to be than 

Floop’d out of Rome. Now this extremity Ari 

Fiath brought me to thy Hearth, not out of hope Ish 

(Miltake me not) to fave my Life; for if i 

Thad fear’d Death, of all the Men i’th’ World il 

I would have avoided thee, But in meer fpite rye 

To be full quit of thofe my Banifhers, ean 

Stand I before thee here: Then if thou haft Veh: 

A Heart of wreak inthee, that wilt revenge Ibu 

Thine own particular Wrongs, and {top thofe maims Lid 

OF fhame feen through thy Country, {peed thee ftraight Hd 

And make my mifery ferve thy turn: So ufe it, tan 

That my revengeful Services may prove in 

= As Benefits to thee. For I will fight bn 
2 min Againft my Cankred Country, with the fpleen iis 
‘€ Of all the under Fiends. But if fo be, bed 
' Bit Thou dar’ft not this, and that to prove more Fortunes Who 
$ ! Thou'’rt tir’d, then in a word, I alfo am th, 
; ii Longer to live moft weary, and prefent th 
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Which not to cut, would fhew thee but a Fool, 
Since [ have ever follow’d thee with hate, 
Drawn Tuns of Blood out of thy Country's Breaft, 


- And cannot live, but to thy Shame, unlefs 


It be to do thee Service. 

Auf. Oh, Martins, Martius, 
Each word thou haft fpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
A root of ancient Envy. If ‘fupiter 
Should from yon Cloud {peak Divine things, 
And fay, ’tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all-noble Martias. Let me twine 
Mine Arms about that Body, where againft 

My grained Afh an hundred times hath broke, 
And {cat’d the Moon with Spliaters; here I clesp 
The Anvile of my Sword, and do conteft 

As hotly and as nobly with thy Love, 
As ever in ambitious Strength, I did 
Contend againft thy Valour. Know thov, farft 
Tlov’d the Maid I married; never Man 

Sigh’d truer Breath. But that | fee thee kere, 
Thou Noble thing, moe dances my rapt Heart, 
Than when I farft. my wedded Miftrefs faw 
Beltride my Threfhold. Why, thou Adars, Ltell 
We have a Power on foot; and I had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy Target from thy Brawn, 
Or lofe mine Arm fort: Thou haft bear me out 
Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly fince 
Dream't of Encounters *twixt thy felf and me: 

We have been down together in my Sleep, 
Unbuckling Helms, fifting each others Phroat, 
And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy darts, 
Had we no Quarrel .elfe to Aome, but that 

Thou art thence banifh’d, we would mutter all 

From twelve to feventy; and pouring War 

Into the Bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Tike a bold Flood o’er-bear.. Oh come, 80 ing 

And take our Friendly Senators by th’? Hands, 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar’d againit your Ferritorics, 


Though not for Rome it Rif 2 
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Cor. You blefs me, Gods. 

Auf, Therefore, mult abfolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own Revenges, take 
The one half of my Commiffion, and fet down 
As beft thou art experienc’d, fince thou know’ft 
Thy Country’s Strength and Weaknefs, thine own wayss 
Whether to knock again{t the Gates of Rome, 

Or iudely vifit them in parts remote, 

To fright them, e’er d<{troy. But come in, 

Let me commend thee firft to thofe that fhall 

Say yea to thy Defires. A thoufand welcomes, 

And more a Friend, than e’er an Enemy: 

Yet, Aéartias, that was much. Your Hand; moft welcome. 

| Exenut, 

Enter two Servants. 

1 Ser. Here’s a ftrange Alteration. 

2 Ser. By my Hand, [ had thought to have ftrucken him 
with a Cudgel, and yet my Mind gaveme, his Clothesmade 
a falfe report of him. | 

1 Ser. What an Arm he has, he turn’d me about with his 
Finger and his Thumb, as one would fet up a Top. 

2 Ser. Nay, I knew by his Face that there was fomething 
in him. He had, Sir, akind of Face, methought ——I cannot 
tell how to term it, 

1 Ser. Heha fo:looking, asit were ----would I were hang. 
ed but [thought there was more in him than I could think. 

2 Sev. So did I, Vil be fworn: He is fimply the rareft Man 
th’ World. 

1 Ser. I think he is; but a greater Soldier than he, 

You wot one, 

2 Ser. Who, my Mafter? 

1 Ser. Nay, it’s no matter for thar. 

2 Sere Worth fix on him. 

1 Ser. Nay, not fo neither; but I take him to be the greats 
er So!ldier. | 

2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot teli how to fay that; for 
the defence of a Town, cour General is excellenr. 

I Ser, Ay, and for an Affault too. 

Enter athird Servant. 
> Ser. Oh Slaves, I can te!] you News; News, youR afcals. 
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Both. What, what, what? Let’s partake. 

Ser. L would not be a Roman of all Nations; I had. as 
Lieve be a condemn’d Man. 

Both. Wherefore ? wherefore 2 

3 Ser. Why here’s he that was wont to thwack our Genes 
ral, Caius ALartius. 

1 Ser. Why do you fay, thwack our General ? 

3 Ser. I do not fay thwack our General, but he was al- 
ways good enough for him, 

» Ser. Come, we are Fellows and Fyiends; he was ever too 
hard for him, I have heard him fay fo himf:!f. 

1 Ser. He was too hard for himdire&ly, to fay the Troth 
on’t; before Coriolus, he {cotcht him and norcht him hke a 
Carbonado. 

> Ser, And, had he been Cannibally given, he migat have 
boil’d and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But more of thy News. 

3 Ser. Why he ts fo made on here within, as if he were 
Son and Heir to Adars: Set at upper end o’th’ Table; no 
Queftion ask’d him' by any of the Senators, but they ftand 
bald before him. Our General himfeif makes a. Mittrefs 
of him, fanctifies himfelf with’s Hands, and turns up the 
white oth’ Eye to his Difcourfe.. But the bottom of the 
News is, our General is cut rth’ middle, and but one half 
of what he was yefterday. For the other bas half. by the 
jotreaty and grant of the whole Table. rie'll go, he fays, 
and fowle the Porter of Rome Gatis by th’ Bars. He will 
mow down all before him, and leave his paflage polld. 

2 Ser. And he’s as like to do’t as any Man I can imayine. 

3 Ser; Do’t! he will do’t: For look you, Sir, be hes.as ma- 
py Friends as Enemies; which Friends, Sir, as it were, durft 
not (look you, Sir) fhcw themfelves (as we term it) his 
Friends, whilft he’s in Diretitude. 

1 Ser. Direétitude ! W hat’s that? 

2 Ser. But when they fhall fee, Sir, his Creft up again, and 
the Man in Blood, they wi!! our of their Burroughs (lke 
Conies after Rain) and reve] all with him. 

1 Ser. But when goes this forward % 

3 Ser. To Morrow, to Days prefently, you fhall have the 
Drum {truck up this Afternoon: "Tis as it were a parcel of 
their Feaft, and to be executed eer they wipe their Lips. 
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2 Ser. Why then we fhall have a ftirring World apain ; 
This Peace is worth nothing, but to ruft Iron, éheréafe 
Tailors, and breed Ballad-makers. 

1 Ser. Let me have War, fay I, 1t exceeds Peace, as fat as 
Day does Night, it’s fprightly walking, audible, and full of 
vent. Peace isa very Apoplexy, Lethargy, mull’d, deaf, 
fleepy, infenfible, a getter of more Baftard Children, than 
War's a deitroyer of Men. 

2 Ser. Tis fo, and as War in fome fort may be faidto be 
a Ravifher, fo it cannot be denied, but Peace is a great ma- 
ker of Cuckolds. 

t Ser. Ay, and it makes Men hate one another. 

3 Ser. Reafon, becaufe they then lefs need one another: 
The Wars formy Mony. IThopeto fee Romans as cheap 
as: Volfcians. They are rifing, they are rifing, 

Both. In, in, in, in. | Exewnt, 

SCENE JV. Rome. 
Exter Sicinius and Brutus, 

Sic. We heart not of him, neither need we fear him, 
His R emedies are tame: the prefent Peace 
And Quietnefs of the People, which before 
Were ia wild hurry. Here do we make his Friends 
Bluth, that the World goes well; who rather had, 
Though they themfelves did fuffer by’t, behold 
Diffentious Numbers: peftring Streets, than fee 
Our Tradefmen finging in thar Shops, and going 
About their FunGions friendly. 

| Enter Menenius. 

Bra. We ftood to’t in good time. Is this A/enenins? 

Sic.’ Tis he, ‘tis hes O he is grown moft kind of late: 
Hail, Sir. 

Afen. Hailto you both, 

Sic. Your Coriolanus isnot much mitt, but with his Friends; 
the*Commonweilth doth ftand, and fo would do, were he 
more anery at If. 

Men, All’s well; and might have been much better, if he 
could have temporiz d. 

Sit. Where is he, hear you ? 

Mfen. Nay, 1 hear nothing: 

His Mother and:his Wife hear nothing from him. 
Enter 
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’ Enter three or four Citizens, 
, All. The Gods preferve you both. 

Sic. Good-e’en, Neighbours. 
ul Bru. Good-¢’en to you ail, gooG-e’en to you all, 

mi 1 Cit. Our Selves, our Wives, and Children, on our Knescs 

Are bound to pray for you both. ) 
Sic. Live and thrive. 

. Bru. Ferewel, kind Neighbours : 

lit We witht Coriolanus had lov’d you, as we did. 

i All, Now the Gods keep you. 

Ruth Tri. Farewel, farewel. | Exennt Citizens. 
ms Sic. This isa happier, and more comely time, ne 
ti) "Than when thefe Fellows ran about the Streets, 
ni! Crying, Confufion. 

Bru. Caius Martius was 

A worthy Officer i’th’War, but Infolent, 
O’ercome with Pride, Ambitious paft all thinking, 
Self-loving. 

Sic. And affeGting one fole Throne, without affiftance, 
ath Men. 1 think not fo. 

Sic. We thould’ by this to all our Lamentation, 

If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo. at 
ith’ Bru. The Gods have well prevented it, and Rome i. 
hid Sits fafe and {till without him. 
ld Enter eA dle. , 
: eAdile. Worthy Titbunes, 
jit? + There is a Slave, whom we have put in Prifqn, hel 
' Reports the ol/cies, with two feveral Powers, | +) 
Are entred in the Roman Territories, I 
And with the deepelt Malice of the War, a 


Menu 
bind ¢ Deftroy what lyes before *¢m. 
Men, *Tis Aufidins, Gr 
Who hearing of our: Afartius’s Panifhment, Fr 
i hike Thrufts forth his Horns again: into the Wosld, : i 
do," Which were In-thell’d, when Adartias ftood fur Rome, i 
And durft not once peep ont. 3 
Vat Sic. Gome, what talk you of Afartius ¢ i 
yee . wt 
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Bru. Go fee this Rumourer whipt, 1v cannot bye, Hy 
The Volfcies dare br | 
Men. Cannot bel 
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And three Examples of the like have been 
Within my Age. But reafon with the Fellow 
Before you punith him, where he heard this, 
Left you fhall chance to whip your Information, 
And beat the Meffenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me: 1 know this cannot be, 

Bre. Not poffible. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Adef. The Nobles in great earneftnefs are eoing 
All to the Senate-houfe ; fome News is come 
That turns their Countenances. 

Sic. ’Tis this Slave : 
Go whip him “fore the Peoples Eyes : His raifing 
Nothing but his Reporte, 

Mef. Yes, worthy Sir, 
The Slave’s Report is feconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered, 

Sic. What more fearful 2 

Mef. Vt is ipoke freely out of many Mouths, 
How probable [ do not know, that AZartins, 
Join'd with Axufidias, leads a Power "gaintt Rome, 
And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between 
The young: ft and oldeft thing, 

Sic. This is molt likely. 

Bra. Raisd only, that the weaker fort may wifh 
Good Aartius heme again. 

Sic. The very trick on’t. 

Men, This is unlikely, 
He and Anft 1i“s CaN NO more atone; 
Than violent ft C ntrariery. 

Eater Ade flenger, 

MMef. You are fent for to the Senate: 
A fearful Army, lead DY Caius Martius, 
Aijociated with dufidius, rages 
Upoa our Territories, and have alread 
O’er-born their way, confum'd with Fire, and took 
What lay before them, 

Exter Cominius. 

Com. Oh, you have made good work, 
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Coriolanus. 
Rien. What News? What News? 


Com. You have holp to ravifh your own Daughters, and 


To melt the City Leads upon your Pates, 
To fee your Wives difhonour’d to your Nofes. 
Men. What's the news? What's the news? 
Com. Your Temples burn’d in their Cement, and 
Your Franchifes, whereon you ftood, confin’d 
Into an Auger’s bore. 
Men. Pray now the News? 
You have made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news¢ 
If AZartius fhould be joyned with the Vol/cians, 
Com. \f2 He is their God, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, 
That fhapes Man better; and they follow him 
Againft us Brats, with no lefs Confidence, 
Than Boys purfuing Summer Butter-fies, 
Or Butchers killing Flies. 
Men. You have made good work, 
You and your Apron-men; you that ftood fo much 
Upon the Voice of Occupation, and 
The Breath of Garlick-eaters. 
Com. He'll thake your Rome about your Ears. 
Men. As Hercules did fhake down mellow Fruit: 
You have made fair work. 
Bra. Burt is this true, Sire 
Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it o'her.. All the Regions 
Do finilingly revolt, and who refifts 
Are mock’d for valiant Ignorance, 
And perith conftant Fools: Who is’t can blame him? 
Your Enemies ard bis find fomething in him. 
Men. We are all undone, unlefs 
The Noble Man have Mercy. 
Com. Who fhall ask it ? 
The Tribunes cannot do’t for fhame ; the People 
Deferve fuch pity of him, as the Wolf 
Do’s of the Shepherds: For his bef Friends, if they 
Shou’d fay, be good to Rome, they chare’d him, even, 
As thofe fhould do that had deferv’d his Hate, 
And therein fhew’d like Enemies. 


1981 


Men. 
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3 982 Coriolanus. 


Men. Tis true, if he were putting tomy Houle, the Brand 


That would confume it, I have not the Face 


To fay, befecch you ceafe. You have made fair Hands, 


You and your Crafts / you have crafted fair! 
Com. You have brought 
A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never 
So incapable of heip, 
Tri, Say not we brought it. 
Aten. How? Was't we? We lov’d him; 
Burt, bk« Beafts and cowardly Nobles, 
Gave Way unto your Clufters, who did hoot 
Him out o’ th’ Gity, 
Com. But I fear 
They ll roar him in again. Tallns Anfidius, 
The fecond Name of Men, obeys his points 
As if he were his Officer: Defperation, 
Is all the Policy, Strength, and Defence 
That Rome can make againit them. 
Enter a Troop of Citizens. 
Men. Here come the Clufters. 
And is Aufidius with him? Youware they 
That made the’ Air unwholfome, when you calt 
Your ftinking, greafie Caps, in hooting 
At Coriolanus’s Exile. Now he’s coming, 
And not a Hair upon a Soldiers Head 
Which will not prove a Whiptas many Coccombs 
As you threw Caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your Voices. Tis no matter, 
If he thould burn us all into one Coal, 
We have deferv’d it. 
Ovsxes. Faith, we hear fearful News. 
_ ¥ Crt, For mine own parts 
When I faid banifh him, I faid ’ewas Pity. 
2 Ciz. And fo did I. 








3 Cit. And fordid I; and’ to fay the truth, fo did very 
many of us; that we did, we did for the beft : And tho’ we 
willingly confented to his Banifhmenr, yet it was againtt 


our Will, 
Com. Y'are goodly things; you Voices !—— 
Aden. You have made you good work, 

You and your Cry. Sha!l’s to the Capitol? 


Com 
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Coriolanus. 


Com. Oh, Ay; what elHe2 
Sic. Go, Mafteis, get you Home, be not difmay’d, 
Thefe are a Side, that wou'd be glad to have 


Thistrue, which they fo feem to fear. Go Home, 
And fhew no fign of Fear 


1 Cit. ~The Gods be good to us: Come, Mafters, let’s 
Home. I ever faid we were?’ th wrong, when we banifh’d 


him. 


2 Git. So did we alls; but come, let's Home. {| Ex. Cit. 


Bru. ‘' do not like this News. 

Sic. Nor I, 

Bru. Let’sto the Capitol; would half my Wealth 
Would buy this fora Lie 


Sic. Pray let’s go. | Exeunt Tribuness 


S CEN E° Ve >A’ Camp. 
Enter Aufidius with his Lieutenant. 

Auf. Do they ftill flie to th’ Roman? 

Liew. I do not know what Witchcraft’s in him; but 
Your Soldiers ufe him as. the Grace fore Meat, 
Their talk at Table, and their F hanks: at. end: 
And you are darken’d an this Action, Sir, 
Even by your own. 

Auf. 1 cannot help it now. 
Unlels, by ufing means, I lame the Foot 
Ofour deGien. He bears himfelf more proudly 
Even to my Perfon, than [thought he would 
When firft I did embrace him. . Yet his. Nature 
In that’s no Changeling, and I muit excufe 
What cannot be amended. 

Liew. Yet 1 with, Sir 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 

din’'d in Commiffion with him; but either have born 
The AGion of your felf, or elfe to him had left it folely. 

Auf. Yunderftand thee well, and be thou fure, 
When he fhali come to hisaccount, he knows not 
What I can urge againft him, although it feems 
And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent 
To th’ vulgar Eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And fhews good Husbandry for the Volfcian State, 
Fights Dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon 
As draw his Sword: Yet he hath left undone 
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That which fhall break his Neck, or hazard mine, 

inh When e’er we. come to our Account. 

Bian Liew. Sir, I befeech you, think you he'll carry Kome? 

| Auf. All places yield to him e’er he fits down, 

And the Nobility of Rome are his: tr 
The Senators and Patricians love him too: 

fhe Tribunes are no Soldiers; and their People 2 
Will be as rafh in the repeal, as hafty 


Thou are poor’ft of all, then fhorily art thou mine. 
| Exewitte 


To expel him thence. I think he'll be to Rome de 

As is the Afpray to the Fifth, who takes it as 

By Soveraignty of Nature. Firft, he was ui 

A noble Servant to them, but he could not ey 

Carry his Honours even; whether "twas Pride, he 

Which out of daily Fortune ever taints un 

The happy Man; whether defe& of Judgment, ne 

| To fail in the.difpofing of thofe Chances Mh 

sey Which he is Lord of; or whether Nature, Ig 

if Not to be other than one thing, not moving tat 
ae From th’ Caskto th’ Cuthion, but commanding Peace Ww 
Ch: ae a ae Even with the fame aufterity and garb, Ay 
Be ik As he controll’d the War. But one of thefe, UT 
ae (As he hath fpices of them all) not all, ihe 

a et, For I dare fo far free him, made him fear’d, Me 
mee! | So hated, and fo banifh’d; but he has a Merit pi 
Beith To choak it in the utt’rances: So our Virtues, ma 
Ne Lye in the interpretation of the time, “ 

rae And Power, unto it felf moit commendable, it 

Mh Hath not a Tomb fo evident as a Chair Mis 

‘ T’extol what it hath done. in 

a One Fire drives out one Fire; one Nail, one Nail ; Mo 

i | Rights by Rights fouler, Strengths by Strengths do fail. i 

My Come let’s awav; when, Cains, Rome is thine, Nf 
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Awe! Ve SCEN EWE 
SCENE 
Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinws, Brutus, with others. 


Men. O, I'll not go: You hear what he hath faid 
W hich was fometime his General ; who lov’d him 
In a moft dear particular. He call’d me Father : 
But what o’that ? Goyou that banifh’d him, 
A mile before his Tent, fall down and kneel 
The way into his Mercy: Nay, if he coy d 
To hear Cominiws {peak, V'll keep at home. 
Com. He would not feem to know me. 
Men. Do you hear ¢ 
Com. Yet one time he did call me by my Name: 
[I urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not anfwer to; forbad all Names, 
He wasa kind of nothing, Titlelefs, 
Till he had forg*’d himfelf a Name o’th’ Fire 
Of burning Kome. 
Men. Why, fo; you have made good work: 
A pair of Tribunes, that have wrack’d for Kome, 
To make Coals cheap: A noble Memory. 
Com. 1 minded him, how Royal.’twas to pardon 
When it was lefs expected. He reply’d, 
Tt was a bare Petition of a State 
To one whom they had punifh’d. 
Men. Very well, could he fay lefs ? 
Com. I offer’d to awaken his regard 
For’s private Friends. His anfwer to me was, 
He could not ftay to pick them, in a pile 
Of noifom mufty Chaff. He fsid, ’cwas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt 
And ftill to nofe the Offence. 
Men, For one poor gfain or two? 
T am one of thofe: his Mother, Wife, his Child, 
And this brave Fellow too: we are the Grains, 
You are the mufty Chaff, and you are {melt 
| Above the Moon. We mult be burnt for you. 


Bevo: lV. Gg 


Rome. 
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1986 Coriolanus. 
Sic. Nay, pray be patient : If you refufe your aid 


In this fo never-nec 2 ‘dd help, yet do not — 
Upbraid us with our Diftrefs. But fure if you 
Would be your caaKe vs Pleader, your good Tongue, 
More than the inftant Army we can make, 
Might ftop our Country-man. 

Wien. No: I'll not meddle. 

Sic. Pray you go to him. 

Men What fhould I do ? 

Bru. Ooly make trial what your Love can do 
For Rome, cowards Martius. 

Men, Weil, and fay that AZartins return me, 
As Comininas return Os unheard: What then @ 
But as a difcontented Priend, grief fhot 
Wirth his unkindnefs. Say’t be fo ? 

Sic. Yet your good will 
Mutt have that thanks from Rome, after the meafute 
As you intended well, 

Men, Vil undertake it: 
I think he’ll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Coménins, much unhearts me. 








He was not taken well, he had not din’d. ly} 
The Veins unfill’d, our Blood is cold, and then 2 
We powt upon the Mornicg, are unapt Ino 
To Pive orto forgt ve; but when we have ftuff'd M 
Thefe Pipes, and thefe Conveyances of our Blood ty 
With Wine and feeding, we have fuppler Souls he 
Than in our prieft-like Fafts: therefore Pll watch him He} 
*Till he be dieted to my requelt, hr] 
And then Til fet upon him. of 
Bra. You know the very Road into his Kindnefs, Vo 
And cannot lofe your way. i 
Men. Good faith Pll prov: him, hy 
Speed how it will. I fhall e’.r long have knowledge ” 
Of my fuccefs. | Exit Im 
os: Heil never hear him. Sic. Not ? : 
Com. I teil you, he does fit in Gold, his Eye nt 
Red as ’twould ee Rome; and his Injury tt 
The Goaléer to his Ags T kneel’d nc fore him, yp 
“Twas very faintly he faid, Rife: difmifs’d | 
Thus with his fpeechlefs hand. What he would do , 
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He fent in Writing after me ; what he would nor, 

Bound with an Oath:to yield to his Conditions: 

So that all hope is vain, unlefs his noble Mother, 

And his Wife (who as I hear) mean to follicit him 

For Mercy to his Country: therefore let’s hence, 

And with our fair Intreaties hafte them on. [ Exesnt. 


SCENE II. A Camp. 


Exter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 

x Wat. Stay : whence are you ? 

2 Wat. Stand, and go back. 

Men. You guard like Men, *tiswell. But by your leave 
lam an Officer of State, and come to {peak with Coriolanuse 

1 Watch. From whence ? Men. From Rome. 

1 Wat. You may not pafs, you muft return : our General 
will no more hear from thence. 

2 Wat. Youll fee your Rome embrac’d with Fire, before 
You'll fpeak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good my Friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his Friends there, itis Lots to Blanks, 
My Name hath touch’d your Ears 5 it is Alenenins. 

1 Wat. Be it fo, go back: the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paffable. 

Men. 1 tell thee, Fellow, 

Thy General is my Lover : I have been 

The Book of his good A&ts, whence Men have read 
His Fame unparallell’d, happily amplified : 

For I have ever verified my Friends, 

¢Of whom he’s Chief) with all the fize that verity 
Would without lapfing fuffer: Nay, fometimes, 

Like to a Bow] upon a fubtle ground 

I have tumbled paft the throw ; and in his praife 

Have, almoft, flamp’d the Leafing. Therefore, Fellow, 
I muft have leave to pafs. 

1 Wat. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in hisbe- 
half, as you have utter’d words in your own, you fhould 
not pafs here : no, though it were as virtuous to lie, as to 
live chaftly. Therefore go back. 

Men. Prithee, Fellow, remember my Name is AZenenizs. 
always Factionary of the party of your General. 


. 


Gg 2, a, 2 Wat. 
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1988 BS, Coriolanus. 


#t. Hoawfoever you have been his Liat, a5 you fay ane 


have; Iam one that telling true under him, muh ay Tad 


you cannot pafs, Therefore go’ back, ‘nt 
Mes, Has he din’'d, can’t thou tell ¢ For I would nopay, 

{peak with him *tll after Dinner. | 
Iv Y area Romaxz, ate you 2 ' 
U4 as thy General is. 


1 Wat. Then you fhould hate Rome, as he does, Can you, § iy 
when you have puth Gd out of your Gates the very Defender 
of them, and in a viol nt popular ignorance, given your 
Enemy your Shield, think to front his Revenges with the 
eafie Groans of old Women, the Vitginal Palms of your 
Daughters, or with the palfied interceflion of fuch a dean 


> — 


9 J - t°? pine 
cay d Dotard, as you feem to be? can you ‘think to blowin 
out the intended Fire your City is ready to flame in, with Kin 


fuch. weak Breath as this? No, you. are deceiv’d, therefore: 
back to Kome, and prepare for. your Execution: you gem: 
condemn'd, our General has {worn you out of Reprieve and nd 
Pardon. 

Men, Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, 
He would afe me with Eftimation 


o~ 


1 Wat. Come, my Captain knows you not. 

Men, I mean thy General. a 

1 Wat. My General cares not for you. Back, I fay, go; 1! 

left I let forth your half Pint of Blood. Back, that’s the \p:| 
utmoft of your having, back. 

Men. Nay, but Fellow, Fellow. tt 

Exter Coriolanus with Aufidius. 1] 

Cor. What's the Matter 2 

Aden. Now you Champion; I’ll fay an Errant for you; x 

you fhall know now that I am in Eftimation ; you fhall jj 


Perceive, that a Jack-gardant cannot Office me from my 
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Coriolanus. 1989 
none but: my felf could move thee, | have been blown 
out of our Gates with fighs, and c@njure thee to pa don 
Rome, and thy peti icionary C as en. The good Gods 
aflwage thy wrath, ep turn the Dregs of it upon this 
Varlet here: This, who like a Block hath denied my Ac- 
cels to thee ——— 
Cor. Awa 
Men. How, away ¢ 
Cor. Wit re Mother, Child, I know nof. My Affairs 
Are fervanted to others : Though | : 
My Revenge prope rly, 0 my y Remifhon yes 
In Vol(cian Breafis. Ina at we have been familiar 
Ingrate Foregefialnel fhall poi‘on, rather 
Than pity : Note how mathe thi refore be gone. 
Mine Ears againft your Suits are » ftronger th: 
Your Gates againft my Force. Yet for I | aan the 
Take this along, [ writ it-for thy = 
And would have fent it. Another w wa, Adenenixs, 


I will not hear thee fpeak, This Man, Aufidius, 
Was my belovd in Rome; yet thou behold it-—— 


Auf. You keep a cor ftant temper. 
Manent the Guard ana Menenius. 
1 Wut. Now; Sir, 1s your name Meneninus ¢ 
2 Wat. Tis a Spell you fee of much F 
You know the way home again. 

1 War Do you hear how we are fhent for keeping 
your Greatnefs ba ick 2 | 
> Wat..What:Caufe do you think I have to {woon? 

fi : Seekne! care for th? World, nor your General : 


Si Rack ¢ things as you, I can fcarce think there’s any, y are 


fo flight. $0 that hath a wil to die by himfelf, fears 1¢ 
not from another: Let your General do his nell For 


: ] : ; += | efor. ene > : a | 
yous be th at you are, long ; ana your Mifery encreafe wit 


your a I fay to you, as 1 was faid to, Away. | Exit. 
i ~ Anoble Fellow, P warrant him. 

2 ae. The worthy Fellow: 1s ee: General, .He’s th> 
Rock, the Oak’not to be wi 1d-fh [Exit Watch. 
Enter Coriolanus od “Aisfidiitis 
Cor. We will before the ° Walls of Rome to morrow 
Set down our Hott. My vacant in this Action, 
You muft report to th’ Vol/eian Lords how plainly 


I have bo rn ot Buline i$ G Sed Auf. 













































1990 Coriolanus. 
Auf. Only their Ends you have refpeceds ftopt 


Your Ears againft the general Suit of Rome: 
Never admitted a private Whifper, no not with fuch Friends 
That thought them fire of you. 
Cor. This laft, old Man, 
Whom with a crack’d Heart I have fent to Rome, 
Lov’d me above the meafure of a Father: 
Nay, Godded me indeed. Then lateft Refuge, 
Was to fend him, for whofe old Love, I have 
(Tho’ I thew’d fow’ry to him) once moreoffer'd 
The firft Conditions, which they did refufe, 
And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: A verry little 
I have yielded to. Freth Embaffie, and Suits, 
Nor for the State, nor private Friends heareafter 
Will I lend Ear to. Ha! what fhout isthis? |.Shome within 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my. Vow 
In the fame time *tis made? I will not. 
Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Martius, with 
Artenaants. 
My Wife comes foremoft, then the honour’d Mould 
Wherein this Trumk was fram’d, and in her Hand 
The Grand-child to her Blood. Burour Afi tion, 
All Bond and Privilege of Nature break; 
Let it be Viituous, to be Obftinate. 
W hat is that Court’ fie worth ? Or thofe Dove's Eyes, 
Which can make Gods forfworn ? I melt, and am not 
Of ftronger Earth than others: My Mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a Mol!e-hill fhould 
In Suppiication nod; and my young Boy 
Hath ao afpe@ of Interceflion, whic 
Great Nature crics, Deny not. Let the Volfcies 
Plough Rome, and harrow /taly; Vl never 
Be fuch a Gofling to obey Inftin@: But ftand 
As if a Man were Author of himfelf, and knew no other Kin. 
Virg. My Lord and Husband. 
Cor. Thefe Eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome, 
Virg. The Sorrow that delivers us thus chang’d, 
Makes you think fo, 
€or. Like a dull A@or now, I have forgot my Part, 
And [ am out, even to qa full Difgrace. Beft of my Flefh, 
: Forgive 
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Coriolanus. 


Forgive my Tyranny, but do not fay, 

For that forgive our Romans. O a Kifs 
i Long as my Exile, {weet as my Revenge! 
| Now by the jealous Queen of Feav'n, that Kifs 
Tcarricd fom thee, Dear; and my true Lip 
Hath Virgin’d it.e’er fince. You Gods, I pray to you, 
And the moft noble Mother of the World 
Leave unfaluted: Sink my Knee rth’ Earth; [ Xvzeels. 
Of the deep Duty, more Impreflron thew 
Than that of common Sons. 

Vol. O ftand up bleft! 
Whilft with no fofter Cufhion than the Flint 
I kneel before thee, and unproperly 


} Shew Duty as miftaken all the while, [ Kneels. 
, Between the Child and Parent. 
Sys) COs What's this? Your Knees to.me? 
~ To your CorreGted Son $ 
Then let the Pebbles on the hungry Beach 
a Fillop the Stars: Then, let the mutinous Winds 


Strike the proud Cedars *gainft the fiery Sun; 
il Murd’ring impoffibility to make 
fl What cannot be, flight work. 
: Vol. Thou art my Warrior, I hope to frame thee; 
Do you know this Lady ? 
Cor. The noble Sifter of Poplicola: 
The Moon of Rome, Chaft as the Uicle, 
Ey That’s curdied by the Froft from purelt Snow, 
Mi’ Aad hangs on Dian's Temple: Dear Valeria——— 
sie Vol. This is a poor Epitome of yours, 
Which by th’ interpretation of full time; 
May thew like all your felf. 
Cor. The God of Soldiers, 
i =~ With the confent of fupream ove, inform 
Thy Thoughts with Noblenef:, that thou may {t prove 
1 | To Shame unvulnerable, and {trike 1th’ Wars, 


—_ 


j 100 Like a great Sea-muark, ftanding every flaw, 
Acd faving thofe that Eye thee. 
n Ao Vol. Your Knee, Sirrah. 


Cor, That’s my brave Boye “ 
Vol, E. én he, yOur Wik $ this Ladys and my felf, 


Axe Suiters to you. 
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Cor. I befeech you, Peace: 

Or if you'd ask, remember this before ; 

The thing I have forfworn to grant, may never 

Be held by Pig denial. Do not bid me 

Difmifs my Soldiers, orC pe agg 

Again with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not 

Wherein I feem unnatural: Defire not t’allay 

My Rages and Rewenges, with your colder Reafons. 
Vol. Oh, no more: No more: 


You | iz lave {3 id y' ou ill not 2 24 rant us aby thing: 


/ 


pew 
‘ 
- 


——7 


For we have nothing elfe to ak but that 
Which you deny already : Yet we will ask, 
That if we ie in our requeft, the blame 


May hang upon your hardnefs; therefore hear us, 
Cor. Aihioas and you Voljcies, mi for we'll 
Hear nou; ht from Rome in private. our Requelt? 


Vol, Should we be filent and not fea our Raiment 
And ftate of Bodies would bewray what Life 
We have lead fince thygExile. Think with thy felf, 
How more unfortunate —_ living Women 
Are we come hit h r3 fince that thy fioht, which fhould 
Mak: our Hearts flow with Joy, Hearts dance with Comforts: 
Conftrains them weep, a nd fhake with Fear and Sorrow, 
Making t] the Mother, Wife, and Child to fee, 
The a the Husband, a88 the Father tearing 
i Sd hy Be owels out: And to poor we, 

e Enmity’s moft Capit: Thou barr'ft us 

aE Biwi new ita) which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we2 
Alas! how can we, for our Country pray 
Whereto we are bound? Focet 
Whereto we are bi yund Ala; 
The Country, our dear Nurt 
Our comfort in the Country.. W 
An eminent Cala ey tho’ we | 


ler with thy Vi@ory, 
d 
-k, or we muff lote 
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Our with, which fide fhou’d win. For either thou 
Mutt, as a F reign Recreant be Jed 
With Manacles through our Streets, or elfe 
poles ntly tread on thy Country’ s Ruin, 

And bear the Palm, for havin g brave! ly hed 
fe hy Wife and Childrens Blood: For my felf, Son, 
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I purpofe 10t to wait on Fortune, rll 
Thefe Wass determine: If 1 cannot perfwade thee 
Rather to fhew a noble gréce to both parts, 
Than feekthe end of one; thou fhalt no fooner 
March toaffault thy Country, then to tread 
(Truft tot, thou fhall not) on thy Mother’s Womb 
That brought thee to this World. <a 
Virg. Ay,and mine too, that brought you forth this Boy, 
To keep your Name living to Time. 
Boy. Afhall not fread on me: I] run away 
Till | am bigger, but then I'll fighr. 
Cor. Not of a Woman’s tendernefs tc be, 
Requires no Child, sor Woman’s Face to fee: 
I have fate too long. 
Vol, Nay, go not from us thus: 
If it were fo, that our Requeft did tend 
To {ave the Romans, thereby to deftroy 
The Volf/ies, whom you ferve,you might condemn Us, 
As poyforous « f your Honour. No, our fuit 
Is that you reconcile them: While the Pol/cies 
May fay, this Mercy we have fhew’d; the Romans 
This wereceiv’'d, and each in either fide 
Give the All-hail to thee, and cry, be bleft 
For making up this Peace. Thou know’ft, Great Son, 
The endof War's uncertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thou fhalt thereby reap, 15 fuch a Name, 
W hofe tepetition will be doge’d with Curfes - 
Whofe Chronicle thus writ, The Man was Noble——— 
Bur with his laft Attempt, he wip’d it out, 
Deftroy’d his Country, and his Name remains 
To th’ nfuing Age, abborr’d. Speak to me Son: 
Thou hift affedted the five ftrains of Honour, 
To imitte the Graces of the Gods 
To tear with Thunder the wide Cheeks o’th Air, 
And vetto change thy Sulphur with a Bolt, 
That fhould but rive an Oak. Why doft not fpeak? 
Think’! thou it Honourable for a Noble Man 
Still to remember Wrongs ¢ Daughter, fpeak you: 
He care; not for your weeping. Speak thou, Boys 
Perhaps thy Childifhnefs will move him more 
—_*\ 
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Than can our Reafons. There is no Man in the World 

More bound to’s Mother, yet here he lets me prate 

Like one i’th’ Stocks. Thou haft never inthy Life, 

Shew’d thy dear Mother any Curtefie, 

When the (poor Hen) fond of no fecond Brood, 

Has cluck’d thee to the Wars, and fafely home 

Logden with Honour. Say my Requelt’s unjuft, 

And {purn me back: But if it be not fo, 

Thou art not Honeft, and the Gods will plague thee 

That thou reftrain’ft from me the Duty, which 

Toa Mother’s part belongs, He turns away; 

Down Ladies; let us fhame him with our Knees, 

To his Sir-name, Coviolanus, *longs more Pride, 

Than Pity to our Prayers. Down; and end, 

This is the laft. So, we will home to Xome, 

And die among our Neighbours: Nay; behold’s. 

This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneel, and holds up Hands for Fellowfhip, 

Does reafon our Petition with-more Strength, 

Than thou haft to deny’t. Come, let us go: 

This Fellow had a Vol/cian to his Mother; 

His Wife is in Coriolws, and his Child 

Like him by chance; yet give us our Difpatch: 

Tam hutht until our City be afire, and then I'll {peak a little, 
| Holds her by the Hand, filent. 





Cor © Mother, Mother! 
W hat fave you done? Behold, the Heav’ns do ope, 
The Gods-Jook down, and this unnatural Scene 
They laugh at. Oh, my Mother, Mother: Oh! 
¥ou have won a happy Victory to Rome. 
But for your Son, believe it, Oh believe it, 
Moft dangeroufly you have with him prevail’d, 
If not moft Mortal to him. But let it come :———=« 
Aufidins, though I cannot make true Wars, 
P’ll frame convenient Peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my ftead, would you have heard 
A Mother lefs 2 Or granted lefs, sdufidins ? 

Auf. | was mov'd withal. 

Cor, I dare be [worn you were; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mines Eyes to fweatCompaffion. But, good Sir, 

| 4 What 
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What Peace you'll make, advife me: For my Parts 
Pl not to Rome, Vil back with you, and pray you 
Grand to me inthis Caufee. © Mother! Wife! 

Auf. 1 am glad thou haft fet thy Mercy, and thy Honour 
At difference in thee; out of that [ll work ( Afide. 
My {clf a former Fortune. 

Cor. Ay, by and by; but we will drink together ; 

And you fhall bear [To Vol. Virg, ee. 
A better witnefs back than words, which we 
On like Conditions, will have counter-feal’d. 
Come, enter with us: Ladies, you deferve 
\ Pfo havea Temple built you: All the Swords 
In Italy, and her Confederate Arms 
Could not have made this Peace. [ Exeunt. 


$CENE Hl. Rome. 
Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 
Men. See you yond Coin o'th’Capirol, yond Corner Stone? 

Sic. Why, what of that ? 

Men. Kf it be poflible for you to difplace it with your 
little Finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome, efpe- 
cially his Mother, may prevail with him. But i tay, there 

_jisno hope in’t, our Throats are fefitenc’d, and ftay upon 
bal! Execution. 


' 


(Hh! Sic. Is't poflible that fo fhort a time can alter the condi«- 
tion of a Man. 

0 OM, Men. There is difference between a Grub and a Butterfly, 

¢ yet your Butterfly was a Grub; this A4artiss is ge@wn from 

0h! Manto Dragon: He has Wings, he’s more than a creeping 


— 
= 
SS 


thing. 
Sic. Helov’d his Mother dearly. 
a‘ Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers his 


' . ; 

1 Mother now, than an eight years old Horfe. The tartnefs 
of his Face fours ripe Grapes. When he walks, he moves 

‘iy, like an Engine, and the Ground fhrinks before his Treading. 


i _ > > 
d He is able to pierce a Corflet'with his Eye: Talks like a 
He fits in his Srate as a 


Knell, and his hum ts a Battery» 
thing made for Alexander. What he bids be done is finifh’d 
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God, but Eter- 
nity, and a Heaven to Throne ine 

Sic. Yes, Mercy, if you report him truly. 
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fen. 1 paint hi m in the Character. Mark what Mercy 


he Mother fhrall | bri ing from him; there Is no more Merc 


n him, than there is Milk in a Male-Tyger;ethat thal our 
Ci ty bd and all this is long of you. 
Si The Geds be good 1 unto US. 
Men. No, in fueh a cafe the Gods will not be good unto 
us. When we banifh’d him, we refpeéted not them: And 


1e returning to baat our aie they re{pect not us, 
Enter a | Ad effengers 

Mef. Sir, if you'd Give your Lifeiflye to your Houfe, 
ThePlebeians have rot your Fellow- Tbane: 
And hale him up ar down, all {wearmng, ! if 
The Roman Ladies b ring sot Comfort home, 
They'll give him I is by Inches. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Sice Wi nat’s the News? 

Mef, Good News, good News, the Ladies have prevail’d, 
The Holferes are diflo 1g'd, and Adartins gone s 
A merrier Day enh ‘yet greet Rome, 


| 
No, not th’ E xp Ifion er the » Tur GHuINS. 
Sic. Friend, art thou certain this is true? 
Ist moft certain 2 
Mef. As certain as | know the Sun ts Fire: 
Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne’er through ‘an Arch fo hurrie ‘d the blown Tide, 
As the recomfort ed throuch th’ Gates. Why, hark you. 
| ev Ha autboys, Drums beat, all together. 
The Truttp< ts, Sackbuts, Pfaleeries and Fifes, 
Tabors and Cymbals, and the! fhouting Romans 
Make the Sa dance. E lark you. | 4 fhout within, 
Aten. This ts gooc . 


— 


S 
~ 
Be 


; Be Pe re 
i will go meet the L: his Volusnia 
8 = . oT 
Is nti oe Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 
ike E cicuekahiccee 4d cab aie eee ae 
A C1 (Y Of i Live wJq LULL &o ety 


A Sea anc Land full; y 
This ee » for tent! 


4 ; iTS % vy 77 . 
I'd rot have - ~ivVtil a dete 


ou have pray ‘dad well to Day: 
si Gand of ye Throats, 
Hark how they Joy. 

[ Sound ftill with the Shouts 

Sie. Firft, the Gods blefs you for your idings : 
Next, accept my T hankfulnefs. 
all great caufe to give great thanks. 

ic, They are nearthe City? ; 
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Lift fe Sir, we have 
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Mef. Almoft at point to enter. 

Sic: We'll meet them, and help the Joy. | Exennt. 
Enter two Senators, with Ladies paffing over the Stage with 
other Lords. 

Sex. Behold our Patronefs, the life of Rome: 
Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
And make triumphant Fires, ftrew Flowers before them: 
Unfhout the Noife that banifh’d AZarti as § 
Repeal him with the welcome of his Mother : 
Cry, welcome, Ladies, welcome. 
All, Welcome Ladies, welcome. | Exewnt. 
| 4 Flouri fb with Drums and Trumpets 


SCENE IV. Ant 
Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants. 


Auf. Go tell the Lords o’ th’ City, I am here: 
Deliver them this Paper: Having read if. 
Bid them repair to th? Market- place, where 
Even in theirs, and in the Commons Ears, 
Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accufe 
The City Ports by this hath enter’d, and 


tim. 


Intends t’ 


ennesr hatare The annie: hub 
appear before the People, hoping 


elf with words. 


Difpatch. 
our Con{pirators of Aufidius’s Fattion, 


To purge himf 
Enter three or J 
Moit welcome. 


1 Gon. How is it with our General ? 


Anf. Even fo, as with a Man by his own Alms impoy- 
aba and with his Charity flain. : 


2 Con, Moft noble Sir, if you do hold the fame intent, 

W Secnis you wifh’d us Parties; we'll Sins r you 
Of your great danger. 

Auf. Sir, I can not tell, 
We mu = ceed as we do find the People. 

3 Con. ‘I ° Pe yple will remain uncertain, whilft 
Twixt he there’s difference; but the fall of either 
Makes the Survivor Heir of all. 

Auf, I know it; 
And my pretext to ftrike at htm admits 
A good Conitruction. [ rais'd him, and I pawn’d 
Mine Honour for his Truth; who being fo heighten’d, 
He water’d his new P ants with dews of Flattery, 
Seducing hiswegd, 


, 


ann 


{, o Ries ; . and 
i ) In y i A iv nd ; agiitki & > 1 
= 





a Se 


ee RE nr SE 
== se es 
a 
SS 





















































































ea 


998 4 Coriolanus. 


He bow’d his Nature, never known before, 
But to be rough, unfwayable, and free. 
3 Con. Sir, his Sroutnefs 
W hen he did {tand for Confal, which he lof 
By lack of {looping 
Af. That I would have fpoke of: 
Being banifh’d for’t, he came unto my Hearth, 
Prefeated to my Koife his Throat; I took him, 
Made him joint Servant with me; gave him way 
In all his own defires; nay, let him chufe 
Out of my Files, his Proje&s to accompliths 
My beft and frefheft Men; farv'd his Defignments 
In mine own Perion; hop’d to reap the Fame 
Which he did make all this; and took fome Pride 
To do my felf this wrong; till at the laft, 
lfeem’d his Follower, nor Partner; and 
He wag’d me with his Countenance, as if 
I had been Mercenary. 
1 Con. So he did, my Lord: 
The Army marvell’d at it, and in the laft, 
When he had carried Rome, and that we look’d 
For no lefs Spoil, than Glory 
Auf, There was it; 
For which my Sinews fhall be ftretch’d upon him: 
At a few drops of Womens Rheum, which are 
As cheap as Lies, he fold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great AGion; therefore thall he dye, 
And I'll renew me in his fall. Bur hark, 
| Drums and Trumpets found, with great fhouts of rhe Peoples 
1 Com, Your Native Town you enter'd like a Poft, 
And had no welcomes home, but he returns 
Splitting the Air with Neife. 
2 Con, And patient Fools, 
Whofe Children he hath flain, their bafe Throats tear 
With giving him Glory. 
3 Con. Therefore at your vantage, 
E’er he exprefs himfelf; or move the People 
With what he would fay, let him feel. your Sword, 
Which we will fecond, when he lies along, 
After your way, his Tale pronounc’d, thal] bury 
His Reafons with his Body. 
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Auf. Say no more, here come the Lords. 
Enter the Lords of the Citye 
All Lords. You are moft welcome home. 
Auf. Lheve not deferv'd it. 
Bur, worthy Lords, have you with heed perus’d 
What I have written to you’ 
All, We have. . 
1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What Faults he made before the laft, I think 
Micht have found cafic Fines: But there to end, 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The bencfic of our Levies, anfwering us 
With our own Charge, making a Treaty where 
There was a yielding; this admits no excule. 
Auf. He approaches, you thall hear him. 
Enter Coriolanus marching with Drams and Colours, the 
Commons being with him. 
Cor. Hail, Lords, I am return’d, your Soldiers 
No more infeed with my Country’s love, 
Thain when I parted hence, but ftill fubfifting 
Under your great Command. Yow are to know, 
That profperoufly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paffage led your Wars, even to 
The Gates of Rome: Our Spoils we have brought home 
Doth more than Counterpoife a full third part 
The charges of the Action. We have made Peace 
With no lefs Honour to the Antiates 
Than Shame to th’ Romans: And we here delivers 
Subfcrib’d by th’ Confuls and Patricians, 
Tog:ther with the Seal o’th’ Senate, what 
We have compounded on. 
Auf. Read it not, Noble Lords, 
But tell the Traitor in the higheft degree 
He hath abus’d your Powers. 
Cor. Traitor!———How now !-—— 
Auf, Ay, Traitor, Martius. 
Cor. Martius! 
Auf. Ay, Martius, Caius Martins; doft thou think 
Pil grace thee with that Robbery, thy fto]n name 
Cariolanus, in Corialus? 
You Lords and Head o’ th’ State; perfidioufly 
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He has betray’a your Bufinef:, and given uP, fy, 
For certain drops-of Salt, your City Kome, WT 
I fay your City, to his Wife ana Mother, Ant 


Breaking his Oath and R efolution like Alc 
A twitt of rotten Silk, never admitting 

Counfel o’ th’ War; but at his Nurfe’s Tears 

He whin’d and roar’d away your Victory, 








That Pages blufh’d at him, and Men of Heart yf 
Look’d wondring each at other. oT 
Cor. Hear’ft chou, Mars¢ 3 
Auf, Name not the God, thou Boy of Tears. a 
Cor. Hal———— | he 
uf. No more. UD 
Cor. Meafurelefs Liar, thou haft made my Heart Af 
Too great for what containsit. Boy’ O Slave /--= Hh 
Pardon me, Lords, ’tis the firft time that ever ck 
I was fore’dto fcold. Your Judgments, my grave Lords, ch 
Mutt give this Cur the Lie; and his‘own Notion, i | 
Whio wears my ftripes impreft upon him, that hal 
Mutt bear. my beating to his Grave, fhall join Hf 
To thruft the Lie unto him. a | 
1 Lord. Peace both, and hear me fpeak. 4 
Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volfcies, Men and Lads, ¥ 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy! falfe Found!—— hp 
If you have writ your Annals true, ‘tis there, Hi 
That like an Eagle in a Dove-coat, I AIy 
Flutter'd your Vol/cies in Coriolus. Wy: 
Alore I did it. Boy! | ” 
Auf. Why, Nable Lords, | byt 
Will you be put in mind of his blind Fortune, WT 
Which was your fhame, by this unholy Braggart, sb 
*Fore your own Eyes and Ears? mf 
ll Con. Let him dye for’t. oe 
All People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently : s 
He kill’d my Son, my Daughter, he kill’d my Coufin hit 
Marcus, he kill’d my Father, A 
2 Lord, Peace, ho no outrage———peace— Ty 


The Man is noble, and his Fame folds in 

This Orb o’ th’ Earth; his laft Offences to us 

Shall have judicious hearing. Stand, «4ufadizs, 
And trouble not the Peace. Gor 
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O that I had him, with fix Asfidinffes, or more; 
His Tribe; to ufe my lawful Sword 
Auf. Infolent Villain. 
All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 
[ The Con; ipirators all GVAW y and bill Martius, whe 
falls, and Aufidius Stands on him. 
Lords. Hold, oy hold, holc 
Auf. My Noble Lords, heat me fpeak. 
1 Lora. O, hence tte 
+ Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat 
~ | Valour will weep. 
3 Lord. Tread not upon him--- Matters all, be quiet, 
Put up your Swords. 
1 Auf. My Lords, 
When you thall bite (as in this Rage 
"| Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this Man's L ife did owe you, you "tl rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleafe 1t ye yur Honours 
ET o call me to your Senate, [ll delive 
MM My f tlf your Loy a Servant, or inal 
Your heaviett Cen! ure. 
.,| & Lord. Bear from hence his Body, 
a And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
IM" As the moft Noble Coarfe, that ever Herald 
6 Did follow to his Urn. 
+ Lord. His own impatience 
Takes from Axjfidius a great part of blame: 
Let’s make the beft ufe of it. 
Auf. | My Rage ts gene, 
e, And I am ftruck with Sorrow: Take him up: 
weit Help three o’th’ chic efeft Soldiers; il be one. 
; Beat thou the Drum that it {peak mournfully : 
Trail your fteel Pikes. Though in this City he 
ily: | Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Cl’ Which to this hour bewail the Injury, 
Yet he thall have a Noble Memory. Afiitt. 
ic) ( Exennt, bearing the Body of Martius. 4 dead March foundea. 
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\J/Dramatis Perfone. 
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a] 4 779 
4 \ Aturninus, pa to the late Emperor of Rome, 
. ) ana ay fterwards detlar’d Emperor bimfelf. 
Bail: Anus, a ick to Saturninus, 72 Love with 
Lavinia. 


i! (ROE ee , *4 ; ore = Fa) AT 2 
Titus Andronicus, a Nodle Roman, General againft 


a hy go 
: / t 


—_—_ 
4 *. rw "Eh Ay 
VIULLIS. 


Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People, and 
Brother to Vitus. 


Mare >uSs -4 

Cjuintus re es Fit 

“neh c dons to Titus Andronicus. 
Icius, 

Mutius, J 

Loung Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius. 

Alarbus, 

Chiron, ¢ Sous to Tamora. 

Demetrius, 


Aaron, 4 Moor, Belov’d by Tamora. 
WOM EN. 


Tamora, Queen of the Goths, aud afterwards Mar- 
ried to Saturninus. 


Lavinia, Day ighter to Titus Andronicus. 


Senators, Fudges, Officers, Soldiers, and other At- 
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S CEN E> Rome, 


Enter theTribunes ana Senators aloft,as intheSenate. 
Enter Saturninus and his Followers at one ‘Door, 
and B aflian US 4&7 nd his F OL lowers at the other, with 


‘Drum and Celours. 


SATURNINYGVS. 
Saif sle Patricians, Patrons of my Right, 
aent z aly fA Defend the Juttice of my Cav o vith Arms. 
é And C oupety men and loving Followers, 
Ht Plead my! ucceflive Title with your Swords. 
I was the farft-born Son of him that laft 
Wore the Imperial Diadem of Kome: 
Then let my Father’s Honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine Age with this Indignity. 
Baf: Romans, Friends, Followérs; 
Favourers of my Right; 
If ever Baffianus, Cefar’s Sons 
Were gracious in the Eyes of Royal Rome, 
Keep then this paflage to the Capitol ; 


And f{uffer not Difhonour to approach 
FH h 3 Th Im- 
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Th’ Imperial Seat, to Virtue Confecrate, 
To Juftice, Continence, and Nobility: 
Zut let Defert in pure Election fhine; be 
And, Romans, fight for Freedom In your Choice. | 
Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft with the Crown, 
Mar. Princes that ftrive by Factions and by Friends, 
Ambitovfly for Rule and Empery; 
Know, that the People of Kome, for whom we ftand 
A {pecial Party, have by Common Voice, 
In Election for the Roman Empery, 
Chofen Andronicus, Surenamed Pixs, 
For many good and great deferts to Kome. 
A Nobler Man, a braver Warrior, 
Lives not this day within our City Wails. 
He by the Senate is accited home, 
From weary Wars againft the barbarous Goths, 
That with his Sons (a terror to our Foes) 
Hath yoak’d a Nation ftrong, train’d up in Arms. 
Ten Years are {pent fince firft he undertook 
This Caufe of Rome, and-chaftifed with Arms 
Our Enemies Pride. Five times he hath return’d 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant Sons 
In Coffins from the Field. 
And now at lift, laden with Honour’s Spoils, 
Returns the good Audronicus to Rome, 
Renowned 7it#s, flounfhing in Arms. 
Let us intrea*, bys Honour of his Name, 
Whom (worth:ly) you would have now fucceed, 
And in the Capitol and Senate’s Right, 
Whom you pretend to Honour and Adore, 
That you withdraw you, and abate your Strength; 
Difmifs your Followers, and as Suiters fhould, 
Plead your Deferts in Peace and Humblencfs. 
Sat. How fair the Tribune fpeaks, 
To calm my Thoughts. 
Baf. Marcus Andronicus, fo 1 do afhe 
In thy Uprightnefs and Tacegrity : 
And fo I Love and Honour thee and thine; 
Thy Noble Brother Tit#s, and his Sons, 
And her (to whom ‘our Thoughts are humbled all) 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich Ornament, 
T hat 
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That I will here difmifs my loving Friends; 
And tomy Fortunes, and the People Favour, 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh’d, 
(Ex. Soldiers 

Sat. Friends that hive-been ) 
Thus forward in my Right, 
I thank you all, and here difmifs you all 5 
And to the Love and Favour of my Couctry, 
Commit my Self, my Perfon, aad the Caules 
Rome, be as juft and gracious unto més 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the Gates, and let me in. 

Baf. Tribunes, and me, a poor Competitor. 

[They go up into the Senate-Hoxfe. 
Enter a Captain. 

Cap. Romans, make way? The good Andronicus, 
Patron of Virtue, Rome’s beft Champion, 
Succefsful in the Bartels that he fights, 
With Honour and with Fortune Is return’d, 
From whence he circumfcribed with his Sword, 


And brought to yoke the Enemies of Rome. 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, and then enter Mutius and Mare 
cus: After them, two Men bearing a Coffin cover'd with 
black; then Quintus avd Lucius. After them Titus An 
dronicus; and thee Tamora, the Queer of Goths, Alarbus, 
Chiron and Demetrius, with Aaron the Moor, Préfoners, 
Soldiers, and other Attendants. They fet aown the Coffin, ana 
Titus (peaks. 


Tit. Hail, Rome, 
Vi@orious in thy mourning Weeds ! 
Loe, as the Bark that hath difcharg’d her Freights 
Returns with precious lading to the Bay, 
From whence at firit fhe weigh’d her Anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus with Laurel Boughs, 
To re-falute his Country with his-T ears; 
Tears of true Joys for his return to Keme. 
Thou great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend. 
Romans, of five anc twenty Valiant Sons, 
Half of the number that King Priam had, 
Hh 4 Behold 
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Behold the poor remains alive and dead! 
Thefe that Strvive, let Rome reward with Love; 
Thefe that 1 bring unto their lateft Home, 
Vith burial among their Anceftors. 
Flere Gorhshave given me leave to fheath my Sword: 
Titus unkind, and carelefs of thine own, 
Why fuffer’ft thou th y Sons unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful Shoar of Styx % 
Make way to lay them by their Brethren. 
| They open the Tomb, 
There greet in filénce, as the dead are wont, 
And fieep in Peace; flain in your Country’s Wars: 
O facred Receptacle of my Joys, 
Sweet Cell of Virtue and Nobility, 
Flow many Sons of mine haft thou in ftore, 
That thou wilt nevér render fo me more? 
Luc: Give us the proudeft Prifoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his Limbs, and ona Pile, 
Md manes Fratrum,* Sacrifice his Fleth, 
Before this Earthly Prifon of their Bones, 
That fo the Shadows be not u 1appeas d, 
Nor we difturb’d with Prodigies on Earth. 
Zit. 1 give him you, the. nobleft that furvives, 
The Eldeft Son.of this diftreffed Queen. 
Lam. Stay; Roman Brethren, gracious Conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, ruethe Tears I thed, 
A. Mother’s Tears in Paffion for her Son: 
And if thy Sons were ever dear to thee, 
© think my Sons to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautifie thy Triumphs, and return 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman Yoak: 
But mult my Sons be flaughter’d in the Streets, 
For valiant dotags tn their Country’s Caufe2 
O! if to fight for King and Common. weal, 
Were Piety in thine, it is in thefe: 
Andronicus, ftain not thy Tomb with Blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods 
Draw near them then in being merciful ; 
Sweet Mercy is Nobility’s true badge, 
Thrice Noble Zits, {pare my firft-born Son, 
Tit, 


=== 
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Tit. Patient your felf, Madam, and pardon me. § 
Thefe are the Brethren, whom you Gorhs behold 
Alive and dead, and for their Brethren flain, 
Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice ; 

To this your Son is markt, and die he muft, 
To appeale their groaning Shadows that are gone. 
Luc. Away with him, and make a Fire ftraight. 
And with our Swords upona Pile of Wood, 
Let’s hew his Limbs ‘till they be clean confum’d, 
TExeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus azd Lucius with Alarbus. 

Tam. © cruel irreligious Piety! 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous? 

Dem. Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome, 

Alarbus go to reft, and we furvive, 
To tremble under 7itus’s threatning Looks, 
Then, Madam, ftand refolv’d, but hope withal, 
The felf-fame Gods that arm’d the Queen of Troy, 
With opportunity of fharp Revenge 
Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Lent, 
May favour Zamora, the Queen of Gorhs, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was Queen) 
To quit her bloody Wrongs upon her Foes, 

Exter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus avd Lucius. 

Luc. See, Lord and Father, how we have perform’d 
Our Roman Rites, Alarbzs’s Limbs are lopr, 

And Intrails feed the facrificing Fire, 

Whofe Smoke, like Incenfe, doth perfume the Sky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our Brethren, 

And with loud Larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be fo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateft farewel to their Souls. 

[Then found Trumpets, ana lay the Coffins in the Tomb. 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 
Rome's readieft Champions, repofe you here in reff, 
Secure from worldly Chances and Mifhaps : 
Here lurks no Treafon, here no Envy {wells, 
Here grow no damned Grudges, here no Storms, 
No Noife, but Silence and eternal Sleep: 
In Peace and Honour reft you here, my Sons, 


Enter 
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And led my Country’s Strength fuccefsfully, 


Exter Lavinia. id burt 
Lav. In Peace and Honour live Lord Titus long, hed 
My Noble Lard and Father, live in Fame: Right 
Lo at this Tomb my tributary Tears ee 
g render, for mY Brethrens Obfequies : not a 
And at thy Feet | kneel, with Tears of Joy, ht 
Shed on the Earth, for thy return to Rome. War? 
O biefs me here with thy victorious Hand, ty, Pr 
Whofe Fortune Rome's beft Citizens applaud. Thy Pa 
Tit. Kind Rome, w Re 
That h.{t thus lovingly referv'd cia 
The Co-dial of mine Age, to glad mine Heart, Il Sate 
Lavinia, live, out-\ive thy Father’s Days; since 
And Fame’s eternal date for Virtue’s praife. set th 
Mar. Long live Lord Titus, my beloved Brother, It, P 
Gracious Triumpher in the Eyes of Rome. No 
Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, t 
Noble Brother AZarcus. 1 Per 
Mar. And welcome Nephews from fuccef-ful Wars, Bale 
You that furvive, and you that fleep in Fame: thon 
Fair Lords, your Fortunes are alike in all, ik 
That in your Country's Service drew your Swords. vil a 
But fafec Triumph is this Funeral Pomp Noble 
That hath-afpir’d to Solon’s Happinefs, Ti, P 
And triumphs over Chance in Honour’s Bed. KYO 
Titus Andronicus, tne People of Rome, il yo 
Whofe Friend in Juftice thou haft ever been, Uy, 
Sendthze by me their Tribune, and their truft, oat 
This Palliament of white and fpotlefs Hue, Is Peg 
And naime thee in Election for the Empire, lit, T 
With thefe our late deceafed Emperor’s Sons: eyo 
Be Candidatus then, and put it on, nh Sa 
And help to fet a Head on headlefs Rome. ie 
Tit. A better Head her Glorious Body fits, nd np 
Than his that thakes for Age and Feeblenefs; en if 
' What fhould I don this Robe, and trouble you? ‘own | 
Fe Be chofe with Proclamations to Day, Mer 
} Hit ‘To Morrow yield up Rule, refign my Life, cig 
T And fet abroach new Bufinefs fir you all. and § 
1 Rome, 1 have been thy Soldier forty Years, td fy 
i; 
Nay 
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And buried one and twenty valiant Sons, 
) Knighted in Field, {lain manfully in Arms, 
In Right and Service of their Noble Country: 
Give me a Staff of Honour for mine Age, 
But not a Scepter to controul the World, 
Upright he held it, Lords, that held it laft. 
Mar. Titus, thou fhaltobtain and ask the Empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canft thou tell? 
Tit. Patience, Prince Saturuinus. 
Sat. Romans, do me right. 
Patricians draw your Swords, and fheath them not 
) Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor: 
Andronicus, would thou wert fhipt to Hell, 
~ Rather than rob me of the People Hearts. 
tt, Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That Noble-minded 7itas means to thee. 
Tit, Content thee Priace, | will reftore to thee 
The Peoples Hearts, and wean them from themfelves. 
Wy Bafz Andronicus, 1 do not flatter thee, 
+ But honour thee, and will do *tll I die’ 
My Faction, if thou ftrengthen with thy Friends, 
wy I will moft thankful be; and thanks to Men 
Of noble Minds is honourable Meed. 
Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
I ask your Voices, and your Suffrages, 
Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ? 
Mar. To gratifie the good dudronicus, 
, And gratulate his fafe Return to Rome, 
The People will accept whom he admits. 
Tit, Tridunes, I thank you, and this fuic I make, 
) That you create your Emperor’s eldeft Son, 
Lord Saturnine; whofe Virtues will, I hope, 
Rifle& on Rome, as Titan’s Rays on Earth, 
And ripen Juftice in this Common-weal: 
Then if you will Elec by my Advice, 
Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperor. 
Mar. With Voices and Applaufe of every fort, 
Patricians.and Plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor; 
And fay, Long live our Empercr Saturnine. 
( «4 long Flouri fh ‘till they come down, 
Sat, 
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a Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy Favours done, 
i at To us in our EleGion this Day, How, 




















Pe | I give thee Thanks in part of thy Deferts, “Ay, t 
3} ip And will with Deeds requite thy pentlenefs ; poy fel 

Can And for an Onfet; Yit#s, to advance 
t: Thy Name, and honourable Family, 1, S40 
ey Lavina will l make my Emperefs, nce 
BPR it Rome’s Royal Mittrefs, Miftrefs of my Heart, “And 
a: | i And 1n the facred Pantheon her Efpoufe: Trait 
‘a Bell | Tell me, Andronicus, doth this Motion pleafe thee 2 My, my 
ae Tit. Itdoth, my worthy Lord; and inthis Match, jp 
| I hold me hichly honour’d of your Grace: ‘By hi 
Piha And here in fight of Rome, to Saturninus, ps Bet 

reat King and Commander of our Common-weal, 

Met The wide World’s Emperor, do I Confecrate i, Bro 
a My Sword, my Chariot and my Prifoners, ith MY 
aie Prefents well worthy Reme’s Imperial Lord: Folk 
4 Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, t. Mb 
+ Mine Honours Enfigns humbled at thy Feet. 8 Whe 
1) Sat. Thanks, noble Tiras, Father of my Life, , He 
i How proud I am of thee, and of thy Gifts, My 
? Rome {hall record, and when I do forget nteful 
La Tre leaft of thefe unf{peakable Deferts, Nor 
iv Romans forget your Fealty to me. his Wo 
4 Zit. Now, Madam, are you Prifoner to ah Emperor, i, rel 
| To him that for your Honour and your State « Dea 
Will ufe you nobly, and your Followers, bs anot 
Sat. A goodly Lady, truft me, of the Hue, m No, 
That f would chufe, were Ito chufe a-new: ie, 0 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy Countenance, it by 
Tho’¢hance of War hath wrought this change of cheer, it, 
Thou com’ft not to be made a {corn in Rome = erate 
Princely fhall be thy Ufage every way. bitte 
Reft on my Word, and let not difcontent im 
: Daunt all your Hopes: Madam, he comforts you, tele 
bi Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths. Hid 
: Lavinia, you are not difpleas’d with this2 ‘ON 
Lav. Not I, my Lord, fith true Nobility But 
Warrant thefe Words in Princely Courtefie, Mths 
Sat. Thanks, {weet Lavinia. Komans, let us £0. att | 


Ranf-mlefs here we fet our Prifoners free, 
Proclaim 
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foclaim our Honours, Lords, with Trumpet and Drum. 
Baf. Lord Titus, by your leave this Maid is mine. 
| Seizing Lavinia. 
Tit. How, Sir? Are you in earneft then, my Lord? 
Baf. Ay, noble Titus; and refolv’d withal, 
odo my felf this Reafon and this Right, 
| The Emperor Courts Tamora in dumb [bew. 
Mar, Suum cuigue, 1s our Roman jultice: 
his Prince in Juitice feizeth but his own. 
' “Luce And that he will, and fhall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor’s Guard? 
ireafon, my Lord; Lavinia 1s furpriz d. 
IM) Sat. Surpriz’d! by whom é 
Baf. By him that juftly may 
far his Betroth’d from ali the World away. 
h [Exit Baffianus aith Lavinia. 
i Wut, Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
nd with my Sword T’ll keep the Door clofe. 
Tit. Follow, my Lord, and I'll foon bring her back. 
it, ‘Mut. My Lord, you pais not here. 


, “at, What Villain, Boy, barr’ me my way 1n Rome 


Lif, dwt. Help, Lecius, help. [ He kills hin 
Luc. My Lord, you are unjuft, and more than fo, i. 


wroneful Quarrel you have flain your Son. 
, 4. 


| 


Wy 


Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any Sons of mine. 
y Sons would never fo Difbonour me. 
Coeptaitor, reftore Lavinia to the Emperor. 
. Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his Wife, 
hat is another’s lawful promis’d Love. el 
y, Emp. No, Titus, no, the Emperot needs her not, 
», other, nor thee, nor any of thy Stock; \ 
wt, Utruft by Leifure him that mocks me once, bit 
{ye tee never, nor thy Traiterous haughty Sons; 


tate 


i mfederates all, thus to Difhonour me. i 
'as there none elfe in Rome to make a Stale of rut 
it Saturnuine 2 Full well, Andronicas, 

sy, HEE thefe Deeds, with that pr ud Brag of thine, 

| fat faid’ft, I beg’d the Empire at thy Hands. 


Ohi 


Tit. O Monftrous! what reproachful Words are thefe¢ He 
Sat. But go thy ways, go give that changing Picce, | | 
Y Shim that fourith’d for her with his Sword; et 
ii Valiant Son-it.-Law thou fhalr enjoy : One if 
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One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs Sons, H 
To ruffle in the Common-wealth of "Rome. oa 
Tit. Thefe Words are Razors to my wounded Heart, 7” 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths, 


That like the ftately Phabe ’mongft her Nymphs, i 
Dolt over-fhine the Gallant’ {ft Dames of Rome, ‘hy 
If thou be pleas’d with this my fudden Choice, i 
Behold I chufe thée, Tamora, for my Bride, ‘i 
And will create thee Emperefs of Rome. so 


Speak, Queen of Goths, doft thou applaud my Choice? 
And here I fwear by all the Roman Gods, ~- — 

Sith Prieft and Holy-water are fo near, i 
And Tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 


In readinefs for Hymeneus ftand, iS 
I will not re-falute the Streets of Rome, g 
Or climb my Palace, *till from forth this place ‘se 
I tead efpous’d my Bride along with me. e 

Tam, And here in fight of Heav’n to Rome I fweat, re 
If Saturwine advance the Queen of Goths, . 
She will a Hand-maid be to his Defires, ‘h 
A loving Nurfe, a Mother to his Youth. * 

Sat. Afcend, Fair Queen, 4 
Pantheon Lords, accompany be 
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely Bride, i 


Sent by the Heavens for Prince Sarurnixe ; 
Whofe Wifdom hath her Fortune Conquered, ox 


There thall we confummate our Sponfal Rites, | Exeumh : 
Tit. T am not bid to wait upon this Bride. 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, . 
Difhonoured thus, and challenged of Wrongs? 7 
Exter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, azd Marcuh f 
Mar. O Titus fee, O fee what thou haft done/ ¥ 
In a bad Quarrel flain a Virtuous Son, . 
Tit. No; foolifh Tribune, no: No Son of mine, ' 

M 


Nerthou, nor thefe Confederates in the Deed, 
That hath Difhonoured all our Family, 
Unworthy Brother, and unworthy Sons. 

Luc. But let us give him Burial as becomes, 
Give Afatius Burial with our Brethren, 
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Tit. Traitors away, he refts not in this Tomb; 
This Monument five hundred Years hath ftood, 
i Which I have fumptuoufly re-edified : 
aj, Here none but Soldiers, snd Rowme’s ServitOrss 
Mh, Repofe in Fame: None bafely flain in Brawls. 
» Bury him where you can, he comes not her€e 
vin ~~ Adar. My Lord, this is Impiety in yous 
» My Nephew Mutius’s Deeds do plead for him, 
He muft be busied with his Brethren. 
ny() [Titus’s Sons fpeak. 
Sons. And fhall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And fhall? What Villain was it fpake that Word? 
[ Titus’s Son fpeaks. 
Quin. He that would vouch in any place but here. 
Tit. What would you bury him in my Defpighté 
Mar. No, noble Titus, but intreat of thee, 
To pardon Adutins, and to bury him. 
aul . Zits Afarcus, even thou haft ftruck upon my Creft, 
"And with thefe Boys mine Honour thou haft wounded, 
! My Foes, I do repute you every one, 
So trouble me no more, but get you gore. 
Luc. He is not himfelf, let us withdraw. 
Quin. Not I, till AZatins Bones be buried. 
' '( The Brother and the Sons kuect. 
o Mar. Brother, for in that Name doth Nature plead. 


coo 


) Quin. Father, and in that Name doth Nature f{peak. 
rth Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed. 


Ris Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my Soul. 
it Luc. Dear Father, Soul and Subftance of us all. 
My Mar. Suffer thy Brother Afarcus to inter 
i: lis noble Nephew here in Virtues Neft, 
nt’ That died in Honour, and Lavinia’s Caufe. 
itd Thon art 2 Reman, be net barbarous: 
The Greeks upon Advice did bury jax 
softs That flew bimfelf; And ev’n Laertes Son 
Deh ‘Did egracioufly p!cad for his Funerals: 
Let not voune Adatias then, that was thy Joy, 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 
“om Tit. Rife, Adarcus, rife 
The difmall’& Day is this that e’er I faw, 
To be Dithonoured by my Sons in Rome: 
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Well, bury him, and bury me the next. 
| They put him in the Tomb, 
Lac. There lyethy Bones, {weet A¢utius, with thy Friends, 
*Till we with Trophies do adorn thy Tomb. 
| They all kneel, and fay 
o Man fhed Tears for noble A/utins 5 

i lives in Fame, en died in ‘Jikau s Caufe, 

Mar, My Lord, to itep out of thefe fudden Dumps, 

How comes it that the fubtle Queen of Gozhs 

Is of a fudden thus advanc’d in Rome? 

Zit. I know not, AZarcus, but I know it ts, 

Whether by device or no, the Heav’ns can tell: 

Is fhe not then beholden to. the Man, 

That brought her for this high good rurn fo far? 

Yes, and will Nobly him remunerate. 

Flourifh, Enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron ana Deme- 
trius withthe Moor at one Doer. At the ether Door Bali 
nus asd Lavinia with others. 

Sat. So, Baffianus, you have plaid your Prize, 
God give you Joy, Sir, of your Gallant Bride. 
Baf. And you of yours, my Lord; I fay uo more, 

Nor with no lef, a and fo I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have’Law, or we have Power, 

Thou and thy. Faction thall repent this Rape. 

Ba/. Rape call you it, my Lord, to feize my own, 

My true Specched Love, and now my Wife ¢ 

But let the Laws of Rowe determine all, 

Mean while Il am pofleft of that is mine. 

Sat. ’ Tis good, Sir; you are very fhort with us, 

But if we live, we'll be’as: tharp with you. 

Baj. My L ord, what I haveidone, as beft I may, 

An{wer I muft, and fhall do with imy Life, 

Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 

By al all the Duties which I Gwe to Rome, 

This noble Genileman, Lord ‘Tits here, 

Is in Opinion ard in Honour wrone’d, 

That in the Refcué of heal 

With hisown Hand did fliy his ye nuAge lt Son, 

In Zeal to you, and high ly mov'd-to Wrath, 
To be control’d in that he frank ly pave; 
Receive him then to favou Ty Sater: Wie, 
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That hath expreft himfelf in all his Deeds, 
A Father and a Friend to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baffianus, leave to plead my Deeds, 
‘Tis thou, and thole, that have difhonour’d me: 
Rome and the Righteous Heav'ns be my Judge, 
How have | lov’d and Lonour’d Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy Lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in thofe Princely Eyes of thine, 


“Then hear me {peak, indifferently, for all; 


And at my Suit (Sweet) pardon what Is paft. 
Sat. What, Madam, be difhonoured openly, 
And bafely put it up without Revenge ¢ 
Tam. Not fo, my Lord, 
The Gods of Rome fore-fend, 
I thould be Author to difhonour you, 
But, on mine Honour dare, I undertakes 
For good Lord Titws’s innocence in all; 
Whofe Fury not diffembled fpeaks his Griefs: 
Then at my Suit look gracioufly on him, 
Lofe not fo noble a Friend on vain fuppofe, 
Nor with fowre looks afflié his eentle Heart.——— 


My Lord, be rul’d by me, be won at lait, [ Afde. 


Diflemble all your Griefs and Difcontents, 
You are but newly planted in your Throne ; 
{eft then the People and Partricians. too, 
Upon a juft Survey take Titus part, 
And fo fupplant us for Ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a hainous Sin, 
Yield at Iotreats, and then let me alone 5 
T'll find a Day to Maflacre them all, 
And raze their Faétion, and their Family, 
The Cruel Father, and his Tratterous Sons, 
To whom I fued for my dear Sons Life: 
And make them know what ’tis to let a Queen 
Knee] in the Streets, and beg for Grace In vain. 
Come, come, iweet Emperor, come Andronic#s, 
Take up this good old Man, and chear the Hearts 
That dies in Tempeft of thy angry Frown. 

Sat. Rife, Tit#s, rifles 
My Emprefs hath prevail'd. 

Tit. 1 thank your Majeftys 

Vox. IV: Ii An 
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2018 
And her, my Lord. . 


Thefe Words, thefe Looks, infufe new Life an me, 
* Tay. Titus, 1 am incorporate in Kome, 
A Roman now adopted happily : 
And muft advife the Emperor for his good. 
This Dav all Quarrels die, Andronicus, 
And let it be my Honour, good my Lord, 
That I have reconcil’d your Friends and you. 
For you, Prince Baffianus, 1 have patt 
My Word and Promife to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable. 
And fear not, Lords ; 
And you, Lavinia, 
By my Advice all humbled on your Knees, 
You fhall ask Pardon of his Majefty. 
Luc. We do, 
And vow to Heaven, and to his Highnefs, 
That what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our Sifter’s Honour and our own, 
Mar. Thaton mine Honour here I do proteft. 
Sat. Away, and talk not, trouble us no more. 
Lam. Nay, nays 
Sweet Emperor we muift all be Friends. 
The Tribune and his Nephews ‘kneel for Grace, 
I will not be denied, Sweet-heart, look back. 
Sat. Adarcus, 
For thy fake and thy Brother's here, 
Aad at my lovely Tamora’s Intreats, 
I do remit thefe young Mens hatnous Faults. 
Stand up. Lavinia, though you Icft me like achurl, 
T found a Friend, and fure as Death I {wore, 
I would not part a Batchelor from the Prieft. 
Come, if the Emperor’s Court can feaft two Brides, 
You are my Gueft, Lavinia, and your Friends; 
This Day fhall be a Love-day, Tamora, 
Tit. To Morrow, and it pleafe your Majefty, 
To hunt the Panther ahd the Hart wich me, : 


With Horn and Hound, we'll give your Grace Bow-jonr. 
Sat. Be it fo, Titus, and Gramercy too, [ Exeunt. 
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A Os OB. Ss G EuN: Boe 
SCENE Rome. 


Enter Aaron aloxe. 
Maron. OW climbeth Tamora Olympus top, 
Safe out of Fortune’s fhot, and fits aloft, 
Secure of Thunders crack, or Lightning flafh, 
Advanc’d above pale Envy’s threatning reach; 
As when the golden Sun falutes the morn, 
And having gilt the Ocean with his Beams, 
Gallops the Zodiack in his gliftring Coach, 
And over-looks the higheft piering Hills: 
So Tamora. 
Upon her Wit doth carly Honour wait, 
And Virtue ftoops and trembles at her Frown. 
Then Aaron arm thy Fleart, and fit thy Thoughts, 
To mount alofe with thy Imperial Miftrefs, 
And mount her Pitch, whom thou in triumph long 
Haft Prifoner held, fetter’d in amorous Chains, 
And fafter bound to Aaron's charming Eyes, 
Than is Prometheus ty’d to Caucafus. 
Away with flavith Weeds, and idle Thoughts, 
I will be bright, and thine in Pearl and Gold, 
To wait upon this new made Emperefs. 
To wait. faid [¢ To wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddefs, this Semiramis, this Queen, 
This Syrez, that will charm Rome's Satarnine, 
And fee his Shipwrack, and his Common-weals. 
Holla, what Storm 15 this ¢ 
Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
Dem. Chiron, thy Years want Wit, thy Wit wants Edge 
And Manners, to intrude where I am Grac’d, 
And may, for ought thou know’ ft, affected be. 
Chi. Demetrias, thou doft over-ween 10 all, 
And fo in this, to bear me down with Braves: 
Tis not the Difference of a Year or two 
Makes me lefs Gracious, oF thee more Fortunate; 
T am as able, and as fit as thou, 
To fe ve, and to deferve my Miftreis Grace, 
And that my Sword upon thee fhall approve, 
= Li 2 And 
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And plead my Pafion for Lavinia’s Love, 
Aar. Clubs, Clubs, thefe Lovers will not keep the Peace, 
Dem. Why Boy; although our Mother (unadvis’d) 
Gave you a dancing Rapier by your fide, 
Are you fo defperate grown to threat your Friends ? 
Go to; have your Lath glued within your Sheath, 
Fill you know better how to handle it. 
Chi. Mean while Sir, with the little Skill I have, 
Full well thalt thou perceive how much I dare. 
Dem. Ay Boy, grow ye fo braveé | They araw. 
Aar, Why now, Lords ¢ 
So near the Emperor's Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain fuch.a Quarrel openly ¢ 
Full well I wot the ground of all this Grudge. 
I would not for a Million of Gold, 
The Caufe were known to them it moft concerns. 
Nor would your noble Mother, for much morc, 
Be fo Difhonoured in the Court of Rowe. 
For fhame put up. 
Dem. Not I, till I have theath’d 
My Rapier in his Bofom, and withal 
Thruft thefe reproachful Speeches down his Throat, 
That he hath breath’d in my Difhonour here. 
Chi. For that I am prepar’d and full refolv’d, 
Fou! {poken Coward! 
Thou thundreft with thy Tongue, 
And with thy Weapon nothing dar’{t perform. 
Aar. Away, I fay. 
Now by the Gods that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty Brabble will undo us all; 
Why Lords and think you not how dangerous 
It is to fet upon a Prince’s Right? - 
What is Lavinia then become fo loofe, 
Or Baffianus fo degenerate, 
That for her Love fuch Quarrels may be breacht, 
Without Controulment, Juftice, or Revenge? 
Young Lords, beware and fhould the Emprefs know 
This Difcord’s ground, the Mufick would not pleafe. 
Chi. I care not, I, knew fhe and all the World, 
I love Lavinia more than all the World. 
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Dem. Youngling, 
Learn thou to make fome better clfdice, 
Lavinia is thine elder Brother's hope. 


‘ 
2, 


Jar. Why are ye m ad! Or know ye not in Reme 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook Competitors in Love? 
I tell you Lords, you do but plot your Deaths 
By this devife. 
Chi. Aaron, a thoufand Deaths would | propofe, 
To atchieve her whom I do loveé 
Aar. To atchieve her 
Dem. Why mak’f{t thou it fo ftrange$ 
She is a Woman, therefore may be woo'd, 
She is a Woman, therefore may be won, 
She is Lavinia, therefore muft be lov'd. 
What Man, more Water glideth by the Mill 
Than wots the Miller of, and eafie it 1S 
Of a cut Loaf to fteal a Shive we know: 
Tho’ Baffianus be the Emperor’s Brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcans Badge. 
Aar, Ay, and as good as Saturninus may- 
Dem. ‘Then why fhould he defpair, that knows to court it 
With Words, fair Looks, and Liberality 2 
What haft thou not full often ftruck a Doe; 
And born her cleanly by the Keeper's Nofe¢ 
Aar. Why then tt fsems fome certain foatch or fo 
Would ferve your turns. 
Chi. Ay, fo the turn were ferved. 
Dem. Aaron, thou haft hit it- 
Avr. Would you had hit it too, 
Then fhould not we be tir’d with this ado: 
Why, hark ye; hark ye-——ard are you fuch Fools 
To fquare for this¢ Would it offend you then ¢ 
Chi, Faith, not M€- 
Dem. Nor me, fo I were one. 
Aar. Fer fhame be Friends, and join for that you jar- 
Tis Policy and Stratagem muft do 
That you affect, and fo muft you refolve, 
That what you cannot as you would atchieve, 
You muft perforce accomplifh 4s you may: 


Take this of me, Lacrece was not more Chafte 
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Than this Lavinia, Baffianus’'s Love; 

A fpeedier courfe than hiagring Languifhment 
Mutt we purfue, and I have found the Path. 
My Lords, a folemn Hunting is in hand, 

There will the lovely Roman Ladies troop: 
The Foreft walks are wide and {pacious, 

And many unfrequented Plots there are, 

Fitted by kind for Rape and Villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty Doe, 

And ftrike her home by force, if not by words: 


y 


This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Emprefs with her facred Wit 
To Villany and Vengeance confecrate, 
We will acquaint with all that we intend, 
And the fhall file our Engines with advice, 
That will not fuffer you to fquare your felves, 
But to your wifhes heighth advance you both, 
The Emperor’s Court is like the Houfe of Fame, 
The Palace full of Tongues, of Eyes, of Ears: 
The Woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf and dull: 
There fpeak, and ftrike, brave Boys, and take your turns, 
There ferve your Lufts, fhadow’d from Heaven’s Eye, 
And revel in Lavinia’s Lreafury. 
Chi. Thy Counfel, Lad, {mells of no Cowardife. 
Dem. Si fas aut nefas, till 1 find the ftreams 
To cool this Heat; a Charm to calm their Fits, 
Per Styga, per Adanes vehor. | Exeunt. 


SCENE IL. A Foref. 


Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, making a noife 
with Hounds aud Horns, and Marcus. 


Tit. ‘The hunt is up, the Morn is bright and gray, 
The Fields are fragrant, and the Woods are green, 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay, 

And wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a Hunter’s Peal, 
That all the Court may Eccho with the Noife. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
To attend the Emperor’s Perfon carefully : 
I have been troubled in my Sleep this Night, 
But dawning Day new Comfort hath infpir'd. 
) Wina 
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Wind Horns. Here a cry of Hounds, aud wind Horns in a 
Peal; then enter Saturninus, i amora, Baffianus, Lavinia, 


Chiron, Demetrius, 424 their <4 tenaants. 
Lit. Many 3 POC od morrows to your Maj {} 
dae to you as many and as goo 
| promifi ed your Grace a hunt 
Sat, And you nave rung it Hye Ys my Lords, 
tT, 
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Sat. Come or. then, Horfe wether ots let us have, 
And to our Sport: Madam, now fhall ye lee 
Our Roman Hunting. 

Mar. 1 have Dogs, my.Lord, 
Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the Chafe, 
And climb the higheft Promontory top, 

And I have Horfe will follow, where the Game 

Makes way, and run like Swallows o’er the Plain, 


Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, WI ith Horfe nor Hound: 


> 


But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to Ground. [ Exer 
Enter Aaron alone. 
Aar. He that had Wit,. would think that I hid none, 
To bury fo much Gold under a Iree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Tet him that thinks of me fo al jects 
Koow that this Gold muft coin at 


Which cunningly. effected, will eo 
A very excellent piece of Villany 
And {o repofe {weet Gold for their unrelft, 
That have their Alms out of the Emprefs Cheft. 
Exter Tamora. 

Tam. My love ly Aaron, 
W her efore look’f tho a fo fad, 
When every thing doth make a G!eeful boalt 2 
The Birds chaunt melody on every Bulh, 
The Snake lies rolled in the chearful Sun, 
The green Leaves quiver with the cooling Wind, 
And make a cheque! >d thadow on the Ground: 
Under their {weet fade, «darom, let us fit, 
And whilft the babliag Eecho mocks the Hounds, 
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Replying fhrilly to the weil-tun’d Horns, 
Asif a double hunt were heard at cnce, — 
Let us fit down and mark their yelping notfes 
And after confli& fuch as was fuppos’d — 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy’d, 
When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz’d, 
And curtain’d with a Counfel-keeping Cave, 
We may each wreathed in the others Arms, 
(Our Paftimes done) poffefs a Golden flumber, 
W hilft Hounds and Horns, and {weet melodious Birds 
Be unto us, as is a Nurfe’s Song 
Of Lullaby, to bring her Babe afleep. 
Mar. Madam, 
Though Yezus govern your Defires, 
Saturn 1s Dominator over mine: 
What fignifies my deadly ftanding Eye, 
My Silence, and my cloudy Melancholy, 
My Fleece of woolly Hair, that now uncurls, 
Even as an Adder when fhe doth unrowl! 
To do fome fatal Execution ? 
No, Madam, thefe are no Venereal figns, 
Vengeance isin my Heart, Death in my Hasd, 
Blood and Revenge are hammering in my Head. 
Hark, Tamora, the Emprefs of my Soul, 
Which never hopes more Heaven than refts in thee, 
This is the Day of Deom for Baffanas ; 
His Philome! mutt lofe her Tongue to Day; 
Thy Sons make Pillage of her Chaftity, 
And wath their Hands in Baffanus’s Blood. 
Sceft thou this Letter, take it up I pray thee, 
And give the King this fatal plotted Scrow!; 
Now queftion me no more, we are efpied, 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful Booty, 
Which dreads not yet their Lives deftrution. 
Enter Baflianus and Lavinia. 
Tam. Ah, my {weet Azoor, 
Sweeter to me than Life. 
tar. No more, great Emprefs, Baffianus comes; 
Be crofs with him, and I’ll go fetch thy Sons 
To back thy Quarrels, whatfoe’er they be, [ Exit. 


Baf. 
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Baf. Whom have we here? 
Rome’s Royal Emprefs! 
Unfurnith’d of her well-befeeming Troop ? 
Or is it Dian habited like her, 
Who hath abandoned her holy Groves, 
To fee the g neral Hunting in this Foreft 2 

Tam, Sawcy Controller of our private Steps: 
Had I the Power that fome fay Dian had, ; 
Thy Temples fhould be planted prefently 
With Horns, as was 4éeon’s, and the Hounds 
Should drive upon thy hew transformed Limb , 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou art. 

Lav. Under your Patience, gentle Emprefs, 
°Tis thought you havea goodly gift in Horning, 
And to be doubted, that your Adoor and you 
And fingled forth to try Experiments : 

Fove thield your Husband from his Hounds to Day, 
Tis pity they fhould take him for 2 Stag. : 

Baf. Believe me, Queen, your fwarth Cymmerian 
Doth make your Honour of his Body’s hue, 
Spotted, derefted and abominable. 

Why are you fequeftred from all your Train? 
Difmounted from your Snow-white goodly Steed, 
And wandred hither to an obfcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous 4Zo0r, 

If foul defire had not condu@ed you? 

Lav. And being interrupted in your fport, 
Great reafon that my Noble Lord be rated 
For Saucinefs; I pray you let us hence, 

And let her joy her Raven-coloured Love, 
This Valley fits the purpofe pafling well. 

Ba/. The King my Brother fhall have notice of this. 

Lav. Ay, for thefe flips have made him noted long. 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Tam. Why have I patience to endure all this 2 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Dem. How now, dear Sovereign 
And our gracious Mother, 

Why does your Highnefs look fo pale and wan? 

Tam. Yave I not reafon, think you, to look pale 2 
Thefe two have tic’d me hither to this place, 
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A barren and detefted Vale-you fee it 1s. 

The Trees, tho’ Summer, yet forlorn and lean, 

O’ercome with Mofs, and baleful Miffelto. 

Here never fhines the Sun, here nathing breeds, 

Unlefs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven. 

And when they fhew’d me this abhorred Pit, 

They told me, here at dead time of the Night, 

A thoufand Fiends, a thoufand hifling Snakes, 

Ten thoufand {welling Toads, as many Urchins, 

Would make fuch fearful and confufed Cries, 

As any mortal Body hearing it, 

Should ftraight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly. 

No fooner had they told this hellifh Tale, 

But ftreight they told me they would bind me here, 

Unto the Body of a difmal Yew, 

And leave me to this miferable Death. 

And then they call’d me foul Adultereds, 

Lafcivious Goth, and all the bittereft terms 

That ever Ears did hear to fuch effec. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This Vengeance on me had they executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your Mother’s Life, 

Or be ye not henceforth call’d my Children. 
Dem. This is a witnefsthat I amthySon. _ [Stabs Bal. 
Chi. And this for me, 

Struck home to fhew my Strength. 

Lav. | come, Semiramis, nay barbarous Tamora, 

For no Name fits thy Nature but thy own. 

Tam. Give methy Poniard; you thall know, my Boys, 
Your Mother’s Hand fhall right your Mother’s wrong. 
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her, 

Firit, thrafh the Corn, then afcer burn the Straw: 

This Minion ftood upon her Chaftity, 

Upon her Nuptial Vow, her Loyalty, 

And with that painted hope fhe braves your Mightinefs; 

And fhall fhe carry this unto her Grave? Z 
Chi. And if the do, 

T would I were an Eunuch. 

D-ag hence. her Husband to fome fecret Hole, 

Aod meke his dead Trunk Pillow to our Luft. 
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Tam. But when you have the Honey you defire, 
Let not this Wafp out-live us both to fting. 
Chi. ¥ warrant you, Madam, we will make that fure; 
Come Miftrefs, now per force we will enjoy 
That nice-preferved honefty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamora, thou bear’ ft a Woman’s Face—— 
Tan. \ will not hear her {peak; away with her. 
| Lav. Sweet Lords, intreat her hear me but a Word 
i Dem, Liften, fair Madam, let it be your glory 
To fee her Tears; but be your Heart to them, 
As unrelenting Flints to drops of Rain, 
Lav. When did the Tyger’s young ones teachthe Dam? : 
O do not learn her Wrath, fhe taught it thee, 
thy The Milk thou fuck’ft from her did turn to Marble ; 
Even at thy Teat thou hadft thy Tyranny: 
Yet every Mother breeds not Sons alike; 
Do thou intreat her, fhew a Woman Pity. 
Chi. What ! 
W ouldft thou have me prove my felf a Baftard ¢ 





, Lav. *Tis true, 
The Raven doth not hatch a Lark: 
Yet have I heard, O could I find it now, bi 


The Lion, mov’d with Pity, did endure 
To have his Princely Paws par’d all away. 
Some fay, that Ravens fofter forlorn Children, 
The whilft their own Birds famith in their Nefts: 
Oh be to me, tho’ thy hard Heart fay no, 
Nothing fo kind, but fomething pitiful. 

Tam. I know not what it means 5 away with her. 


Amiri, 
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yt Lav, Oh let me teach thee for my Father’s fake, 

hth, That gave thee Life, when well he might have flain thee: : 

nT Be not obdurate, open thy deaf Ears. ia 
Tam, Hadi thou in Perfon ne'er offended me, \ 

Even for his fake am I now pitilefs : 
Mik Remember, Boys, I pour'd forth Tears 10 Vaim, 
To fave your Brother from the Sacrifice ; 


But fierce Andronicus would not relent: 
Therefore away with her, and ufe heras you will, 
The worfe to her, the better lov’d of me. 
Lav. O Tamora, 
| Be call’d a gentle Queen, 
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And with thine own Hands kill me in this Place ; 
For ‘tis not Life that I have begg’d fo long; 
Poor I was flain when Baffianus dy’d. 
Tam. What bege’ft thou then? Fond Woman, let me 20, 
Lav. ’Tis prefent Death I beg, and one thing more, 
That Womanhood denies my Tongue to tell: 
© keep me from their worfe than killing Luft, 
And tumble me into fome loathfom Pit, 
Where never Man’s Eye may behold my Body: 
Do this, and be a charitable Murderer. 
Tam. So fhould I rob my {weet Sons of their Fee, 
No, let them fatisfie their Luft on thee. 
Dem. Away. 
For thou haft ftaid us here too long. 
Lav, No Graceé 
No Woman-hood? Ah beaftly Creature, 
The blot and Enemy of our general Name ; 
Confufion all 
Chi. Nay, then I’ll ftop your Mouth 
Bring thou her Husband: | Dragging off Lavinia, 
This is the hole where Aaron bid ushide him. __[ Excenmt, 
Tam, Farewel, mySons, fee that ye make her fure; 
Ne’er let my Heart know merry Cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away: 
Now will I hence to feek my lovely Aor, 
And let my fpleenful Sons this Trull deflour. [ Exit. 
Exter Aaron, with Quintus and Marcus. 
Aaron, Come on, my Lords, the better Foot before, 
Strait will I bring you to the loathfom Pit, 
Where I efpied the Panther faft aflcep. 
Quina. My fight is very dull, what e’er it bodes. 
(Mar, And mine, I promife you; were it not for fhame, 
Well could I leave our Sport to fleep a while. 


[ Marcus falls into the Pit. 











Quin, What, art thou fallen? 
What fubtle Hole is this, 
Whofe Mouth is covered with rude growing Briars? 
Upon whofe Leaves are drops of new-fhed Blood, 
As freth as Morning Dew diftill’d on Flowers? 
A very fatal Place it feems to me: 
Speak, Brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall? 
Adar. O B:other, With 
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With the difmal'ft Obje& 
That ever Eye, with fight, made Heart lament. 
Aar. Now will I fetch the King to find them here, 
That he thereby may nave a likely gues, 
How thefe were they that made away his Brother. 
[ Exit Aaron. 
Mar. Why doft not comfort me, and help me out, 
Erom this unhallow’d and blood-ftained Hole ¢ 
Quin, 1 am farprized with an uncouth fear 5 
A killing Sweat o’er-runs My trembling Jornts ; 
My Heart fufpects more than mine Eye can fee. 
Mar. To prove thou haft a true divining Heart, 
Aaron and thou, look down into the Der, 
And fee a fearful fight of Bood and Death. 
Onin. Aaron is gone, 
And my compaffionate Heart 
Will not permit. mine Eyes once to behold 
The thing whereat it trembles by furmife: 
O tell me how it is; for ne’er till now, 
Was I a Child, to fear I know not what. 
Mar. Lord Baffianus lyes embrewed here, 
Allon a heap, like to the flaughter’d Lamb, 
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking Pit. 
Quin. Tf it be dark, how do’ft thou know ’tis he? 
Mar. Upon his bloody Finger he doth wear 
A precious Ring, that lightens all the Hole: 
Which like a Taper in fome Monument, 
Doth fhine upon the dead Man’s earthly Cheeks, 
And thews the ragged intrails of the Pit. 
So pale did thine the Moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath’d in Maiden-blood. 
© Brother help me, with thy fainting Hand 5 
If Fear hath made thee faint, .as me it hath, 
Out of this fell devouring Receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytws mifty Mouth, 
Quin, Reach me thy Hand, that I may help thee out, 
Or wanting ftrength, to do thee fo much good, 
I may be pluck’d into the fwallowing Womb 
Of this deep Pit, poor Ba/fianus Grave > 
I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mar. Nor I no ftrength to climb without thy help. 
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Quin. Thy hand once more, I will not lofe again, 
*Till thou art here aloft, or I below: 
Thou can’ft not come to me, I come to thee. | Bothfall in, 
Enter the Emperor and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me, Pil fee what Hole is here, 
And what he is that now is leap’d into It. 
Say, who art thou chat lately didft defcend 
Into this gaping Hollow of the Earth? 

Mar. The unhappy Son of old Axdronicus, 
Brought hither in a moft unlucky Hour, 
Lo find thy Brother Baffianus dead. 

Sat. My Brotherdead? I know thou doft but jeft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 
Upon the North-fide of this pleafant Chafe, 
"Tis not an hour fince I lefc him there. 

Afar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas, here have we found him dead. 

Exter Tamora, Andronicus, azd Lucius. 

Tam. Where is my Lord, the King? 

Sat. Here Tamora, though griev’d with killing Grief, 

Tam. Where is thy Brother Bajianus ? 

Sat. Now to the bottom doft thou fearch my Wound, 
Poor Baffauus here lyes murthered. 

Zam. Then all too fate I bring this fatal Writ, 
The complot of this timelefs Tragedy, 
And wonder greatly that Man’s Face can fold 
In pleafing {miles fuch murderous Tyranny. 

| She giveth Saturninus a Letter. 

Saturninus reads the Letter. 
And if we mils to meet him handfomly, 
Sweet Hunt{man, Baffianus, ‘tis we mean, 
Do thou fo much as dig the Grave for him, 
Thon know? oar meaning, look for thy reward 
Among the Nettles at the Elder-tree: 
Which over-fhades the mouth of that fame Pit, 
Where we decreed to bury Baflianus; 
Do this, and purchafe us thy lafting Friends. 

Sat. Oh Tamora, was ever heard the like? 
This is the Pir, and this the Elder-tree : 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the Huntfman out, 
That fhould have murthered Ba/ianas here. 
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Alar. My gracious Lord, here is the Bag of Gold. 

Sat. Two of thy Whelps, fell Curs, of bloody kind 
Have here bereft my Brother of his Life: | To Titus. 
Sirs, drag them from the Pit unto the Prifon, 

There let them bide until we have devis’d 
Some never heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Tamy What are they in this Pit ¢ 
Oh wondrous thing! : 
How ealily Murder is difcovered? 
Tit. High’Emperor, upon my feeble Knee, 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly fhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurfed Sons, 
Accurfed, if the faults be prov’d in them 
Sat. If itbe prov’d? you {ee it iS apparent. 
Who found this Letter, Tamora, wasit you ? 
Tam. Andronicus himfelf did take it up. 
Tit. I did, my Lord, 
Yer let me be their Bail. 
For by my Fathes’s reverend Tomb I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highnefs Will, 
To anfwer their Sufpicion with their lives. 

Sat. Thou fhalt not bail them, fee thou follow me: 
Some bring the murther’d Body, fome the Murtherers. 
Let them not {peak a word, the Guilt 1S plain, 
For by my Soul; were there worle end than Death, 
That end upon them fhould be executed, 

Tam. Andronicas, 1 will entreat the King, 
Fear not thy Sons, they fhall do well enough. 

Tite Come, Laucias, comes 
Stay not to talk with them. | Exewnte 

Exter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, ber Hands 

cut off, and her Tongue cut out, ana yavifP a. 

Dem. So now go tell, and if thy Tongue can fpeak, 
Who ’twas that cut thy Tongue and ravifh’d thee. 

Chi. Write down thy miod, bewray thy meaning {0, 
And, if thy Scumps will let thee, play the Scribe. 

Dem. See how with figns and tokens fhe can {.owl. 

Chi. Go home, 

Call for fweet Water, wath thy hatds. 

Dem. Shehath no tongue to call, nor hands to wath ; 

And fo let’s leave her to her filent Walks. 
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Chi. And ’twere my Caufe, I fhould go hang my felf, 

Dem. If thou had’it Hands to help thee knit the Cord. 
l Exeunt, 

Wind Horns. Exuter Marcus from Haunting, to Lavinia, 

Mar. Who is this, my Niece, that fl:es away fo faft? 

Coufin, a Word, where is your Husband ? 

If 1 do dream, would all my Wealth would wake me; 

If do wake, fome Planet firike me down; 

That [ may flumber in eternal Sleep, 

Speak, gentle Niece, what ftern ungentle Hands 

Hath lop’d and hew’d, and made thy Body bare 

Of her two Branches, thofe {weet Ornaments, 

Whofe circling Shadows Kings have fought to fleep in, 

And might not gain fo great a Happinefs, 

As half thy Love! Why do’lt nor {peak to me? 

Alas, a crimfon River of warm Blood, 

Like to a bubling Fountain ftirr’d with Wind, 

Doth rife and fall between thy rofy Lips, 

Coming and going with thy Honey Breath. 

But fure fome Terezs hath deflour’d thee, 

And left thou fhould’ft dete& him, cut thy Tongue, 

Ah, now thou turo’ft away thy Face for Shame! 

And notwithftanding all this lofs of Blood, 

As from a Conduit with their iffuing Spouts, 

Yet.do thy Cheeks look red as Titan’s Face, 

Blufhing to be encountred with a Cloud, 

Shall I fpeak for thee? Shall I fay, ’tis fo 2 

Oh that I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaft, 

That I might rail at him to eafe my mind. 

Sorrow concealed, like an Oven ftopt, 

Doth burn the Heart to Cindars where it is. 

Fair Philomela, fhe but loft her Tongue, 

And in a tedious Sampler fewed her mind. 

But lovely Niece, that mean is cut from thee, 

A craftier Terews haft thou met withall, 

And he hath cut thofe pretty Fingers off 

That could have better fewed that Philomel. 

Oh had the Monfter feen thofe Lilly Hands 

Tremble like Afpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the filken Strings. delight to kifs them, 

He would not then have touch’d them for his Lifes 
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Or had he heard the heav’nly Harmony, 

Which that fweet Tongue hath made; 

He would have dropt his Knife and fell afleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poct’s feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy Father blind, 

For fuch a fight will blind a Father’s Eye. 

One how:’s Scorm will drown the fragrant Meads, 

What will whole Months of Tears thy Father’s Eyes? 

Do not draw back, for we wil] mourn with thee : : 

Oh could our Mourning eafe thy Mifery. [ Exeunt. 





A Fatih oS Co BEN ask 


Enter the Fudges and Senators, with Marcus and Quintus 
bound, paffingon the Stage to the place of Execution, and Tie 
tus going before, pleading. : 


Tite Ear me, grave Fathers, noble Tribunes ftay, 

For pity of mine Age, whofe Youth was {pent 
In dangerous Wars, whilft. you fecurely flept: 
For all my Blood in Rome’s great Quarrel fhed, 
For all the frofty Nights that I have watcht, 
And for thefe bitter Tears, which you now {ee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my Cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned Sons, 
Whole Souls are not corrupted, as cis thought: 
For two and twenty Sons [ never wept, 
Becaufe they died in Honour’s | fty Bed. 

| Andronicus lieth down, and the Fudges pafs by hime 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the Duft I write 
My Heart's deep Languor, and my Soul’s fad Tears: 
Let my Tears ftanch the Earth’s dry Appetite, 
My Sons {weet Blood will make it fhame and blufh: 
O Earth! | will befriend thee more with Rain, [ Exeunt. 
That fhall diftil from thefe two ancient Ruins, 
Than youthful April fhall with all her Showers 
In Summer's drought: Pll drop upon thee ftill, 
In Winter with warm Tears I'll melt the Snow, 
And keep eternal Spring-time on thy Face, 
So thou refufe to drick my dear Son’s Blood. 
VoL lV. K k Enter 








TF Tiets ndronicus, 


Enter Lucius with his Sword drawing 
Oh Reverend Tribunes! geatle aged Ment 
Unbind my Sots, reverfe the doom of Death, 
And let me fay (that never wept before} 
My Tears are now prevailing Orators. 
‘Luc. Oh, Noble Father, you lament in vain; 
The Tribunes hear you not, no Man is by, 
And you recount your Sorrows to a Stone. 
Tit, Ah Lucius, for thy Brothers let me plead —— 
Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you 
Luc, My gracious Lord, no Tribune hears you fpeak. 
Tit. Why, ’tis no matter, Man; if they did hear, 
They would not mark me: Or if they did hear, 
They would not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my Sorrows bootlefs to the Stones; 
Who, tho’ they cannot anfwer my Diftrefs, 
Yet in fome fort they are better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my Tale; 
When I do weep, they humbly at my Feet 
Receive my Tears, and feem to weep with me; 
And were they but attired in grave Weeds, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 
A Stone is as foft Wax, 
Tribunes more hard than Stones: 
A Stone is filent, and offendeth not, 
And Tribunes with their Tongues doom Men to desth. 
But wherefore ftandeft thou with thy Weapon drawn? 
Luc. To refcue my two Brothers from their Death, 
For which attempt, the Judges have pronounc’d 
My everlafting doom of Banifhment. 
Tit. O happy Man, they have befriendéd thee: 
Why, foohith Lucius, doft thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a Wildernefs of Tygers? 
Tygers mult prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine; how happy art thou then, 
From thefe Devourers to be banifhed? 
But who comes with our Brother. 4Zarcus here? 
Exter Marcus and Lavinia, 
Mar. Titus, prepare thy Noble Eyes to weep, 
Or if not fo, thy Noble Heart to break: 
I bring confuming Sorrow to thine Age, 
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Tit. Will it confume me? Let me fee it then. 
Mar. This was thy Daughter. 
Tit. Why, AZarcus, fo fhe 1S. 
Luc. Ah me, this Object kills me. 
Tit, Faint-hearted Boy, arife and look upon hers 
Speak my Lavinia, what accurfed Hand 
Hath made thee handlefs in thy Father’s fight ? 
What Fool hath added Water to the Sea? 
Or brought a Faggot to bright-burning Troy? 
My Grief was at the heighth before thou cam’ft, 
And now like Niles it difdaineth bounds = 
Give me a Sword, I'll chop off my Hands too, 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain: 
And they have nurs’d this woe, in feeding Life: 
In bootlefs Prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferv’d me to effeGlefs ufe. 
Now all the Service I require of them, 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other: 
Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no Hands, 
For Hands to do Rome Service are but vain. 
Luc. Speak, gentle Sifter, who hath martyr'd thee? 
Mar. O that delightful Engine of her Thoughts, 
That blab’d them with fuch pleafing Eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 
Where like a fweet melodious Bird it fung, 
Sweet various Notts inchanting every Ear. 


Luc. Oh fay thou for her, 
Who hath done this Deed? r 
Mar. © thus I found her fraying in the Park, “t 
Seeking to hide her felf, as doth the Deer i 
That hath receiv'’d fome unrecuring Wound. | 
Tit. It was my Deer, 
And he that wounded her | 
: 


Hath hurt me more than had he kill’d me dead: 
For now I ftand, as one upon a Rock, 

Environ’d with a Wildernefs of Sea, 

Who marks the waxing Tide grow Wave by Wave, 


Expecting ever when fome envious Surge i 
Will in his brinifh Bowels {wallow him. ! 
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This way to death my wretched Sons are gone: 
Here ftands my other Son, a banifh’d Man, 
And here my Brother weeping at my W oes. 
But that which gives my Soul the greateft {purn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my Soul 
Had I but feen thy Picture in this plighr, 
It would have madded me. What fhall I do, 
Now I behold thy lively Body fo? 
Thou haft no Hands to wipe away thy Tears, 
Nor Tongue to tell me who hath martyr’d thee; 
Thy Husband he is dead, and for his Death 
Thy Brothers are coademn’d, and dead by this. 
Look AZarcus, ah Son Lucius look on her: 
When I did name her Brothers, then freth Tears 
Stood on her Cheeks, as doth the Honey dew, 
Upon a gather’d Lilly almoft wither’d. 
Mar. Perchance the weeps becaufe they kill’d her Husband, 
Perchance becaufe fhe knows him Innocent. 
Tit. If they did kill thy Husband, then be joyful, 
Becaufe the Law hath ta’en revenge on them. 
No, no; they would not do fo foul a Deed, 
Witnefs the Sorrow that their Sifter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy Lips, 
Or make fome figns how I may do thee eafe: 
Shall thy good Uncle, and thy Brother Lucius, 
And thou andI fit round about fome Fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our Cheeks, 
How they are ftain’d like Meadows yet not dry 
With miery {lime left on them by a Flood: 
And in the Fountain fhall we gaze fo long, 
Till the freth tafte be taken from that clearnefs, 
And made a Brine-pit with our bitter Tears¢ 
Or-fhall we cut away our Hands like thine? 
Or fhall we bite our Tongues, and.in dumb Shows 
Pafs the remainder of our hateful Days? 
What thall we do? Let us that have our Tongues 
Plot fome devife of further miferies | 
To make us wondred at in time to come. 
Luc. Sweet Father, ceafe your Tears, for at your Grief 
See how my wretched Sifter fobs and weeps. 
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ice, good Titus dry thine Eyes. 


Tit. Ah Marcus, Marcus, Brother, well 1 wots 


Thy Napkin cannot drink 


a tear of mines 


For thou, poor Man, halt drown’d it with thine own. 
Luc. Ab, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy Cheeks. 


Tit. Mark, A4arcus, mat 


k, I underftand her Sighs 


Had fhe a Tongue to fpeak, now would fhe fay 


That to her Brother whic 


hi {zid to thee. 


His Napkin with his true tears all bewet: 

Cah do no fervice on her forrowful Checks. 

Oh what a fympathy of Woe is this! 

As far from help as Limbo is from Blifs. 
Enter Aaron alone. 


Aar. Titus Andronicus: 


my Lord the Emperor 


Sends thee this Word, that if thou love thy. Sons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old 711#5; 
Or any one of you chop off your Hand, 


And fend it to the King ; 
Will fend thee hither both 


he for the fame 


thy Sons alive, 


And that hall be the Ranfom for their Fault. 

Tit. Oh gracious Emperor! oh gentle Aaron! 
Did ever Raven fing fo like a Lark, 
That gives {weet Tydings of the Sun’s uprife? 
With all my Heart, I'll fend the Emperor my Hand, 


Good Aaron wilt thou help to chop it off ? 
Luc. Stay, Father, for that noble Han 


d of thine, 


That hath thrown down fo many Enemies, 

Shall not be fent 5 my Hand will ferve the cura. 
My Youth can better fpare my Blood than you, 
And therefore mine fhall fave my Brothers lives. 


Mar. Which of your Hands hath not de 
And rear’d aloft the bloody Battel-ax, 


fended Kome, 


ftle¢ 


Writing Deftruction on the Enemies Calti¢s 


Oh none of both but are 
My Hand hath been but 


To ranfome my two Nephews 


of high defert = 
idle, let it ferve 
from their Death, 


Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 


Aar, Nay, Come agrees 
For fear they die before t 


whofe Hand fhall go alongs 


heir pardon come. 


Mar. My Hand hall go- 
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Luc. By Heav’n it fhall not go. 
Tit. Sirs, ftrive no more, fuch wither’d Herbs as thefe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet Father, if I fhail be thought thy San, 
Let me redeem my Brothers both from Death. 
Mar. And for our Father’s fake, and Morher’s care, 
Now lect me fhew a Brother’s love to thee. 
Tit. Agree between you, I will {pare my Hand, 
Luc. Then I'll go fetch an Ax, 
Mar. But I will ufe the Ax. [ Exeunt, 
Tit. Come hither, daron, I'll deceive them both; 
Lend me thy Hand, and I will give thee. mine, 
Adar, \f that be call’d deceit, I will be honeft, 
And never whilft I live deceive Men fo; 
But I'll deceive you in another fort, 
And that you'll fay ¢’er half an hour pafs. 
| He cuts off Titus’s Hand. 
Enter Lucius and Marcus again, 
Tit. Now ftay your Strife; what thall-be, is difpatchts 
Good Aaron, give his Majefty my Hand: 
Tell him, 1t was a Hand thet warded him 
From thoufand Dangers, bid him bury it, | ‘ 
More hath it merited: That let it have. 
As for my Sons, fay, I account of them, 
As Jewels purchas’d at an eafie Price, 
And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own. 
Mar. I go, Andronicus, and for thy Hand 
Look by and by to have thy Sons with thee: 
Their Heads I mean.———Oh, how this Villany 
Doth fat me with the very thought of ir, 
Let Fools do good, and fair Men call for Grace, 
Aaron at his Soul black like his Face, [ Exit, 
Tit. O hear! I lift this one Hand Ds 
And bow this feeble ruin to the Earth, feenstie ae 
If any Power pities wretched Tears, 
‘To that I call: What wilt thou kneel with me?2 
Do then, dear Heart, for Heav’n thall heer our Pravers 
Or with our fighs we'll breath the Welkin dim pie 
And ftain the Sun with Fog, as fometime Clouds 
When they do hug him in their meltip ; 


g Bofoms, 
Mar. Oh, Brother, {peak with Pollibilities, 


[ Afide. 
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And do not break into thefe two Extreams. 


mil Tit. Is not my Sorrow deep, having 00 bottom ¢ 
ri Then be my .Paflions bottomiefs wich them. 

Mo Mar. But yet let Reafon govern thy Lament. 

| Tir. If there were Realon for thefe Miferies 


t,! Then into limits could | bind my. W o¢s; 

| When Heav’n doth weep, doth nor the Earth o'er: flow? 
In, | If the Winds rage, doth not the Sea wax mad, 

| Threatning the Welkin with his big-fwoln Face é 

bk And wilt thou havea Reafon for this Coil $ 


‘wh =o. am the Sea, hark how her Sighs do blow 3 
My She is the weeping Welkin, | the Earth: 
nel Then muft my Sea be moved with her Sighs, 


Then muft my Earth with her continual Lears 
Beconie a Deluge, over-flow’d,and drown d: 
| For why, my Bowels cannot hide her Woes, 
Tiwi) But like a Drunkard muft I vomit them 5 
| Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave, 
To eafe their Stomachs with their bitter Tongucs. 
Enter -a Meffenger with twe Heads.and a Hand. 
Mef. Worthy..Audronicns, iLart thou repay ds 
For that good Hand thou fent’ft-the Emperors 
ere are the Heads of thy two noble Sons; 
And here’s thy Hand in {corn to thee’ {ent back; 
Thy Griefs, their Sports, thy Refolution mockt : 
That woe is me to think upon thy Woes, 


e Aine 
} } Avi 


More than Remembrance of my Eather’s Death. Exit. 
Mar. Now let hot «ina cool in. Sicily, i 
ey And be my Heart a0 ever-burning Hell; ‘ 
ssi Thefe Mi(eries are more than may: be born. | 
To weep with them chat weep, doth eafe fome deals ql 
ms ,, But Sorrow Aouted at is double Death, 
neh mt Luc. Ah that this fight fhould make fo deep a Wound, 
up “And yet detefted Life not fhrink thereat; ' 
That ever Death fhould let Lifebear his Name, f 
Where Life hath no more Intereft but to breathe. | 
ae Mar. Alas, poor Hearts chat Kifs is comfortlefs, 
& Payi As frozen Water to 2 ftarved Snake. 
iD, Tit, When will this fearful flumber have an end? 
Ty Mar. Now farewel Flattery> die Andronicus, 
“i Thou doft not flumber, fee thy two Sons Heads, 
iets Thy 
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Thy warlike Hand, thy mangled Daughter here; 
Thy other banifh’d Son with this dear Sight 
Struck pale and bloodlefs, and thy Brother I, 
Even like a ftony Image, cold and numb. 
Ah new no more will I controul my Griefs, 
Rend off thy Silver Hair, thy other Hand 
Gnawing with thy Teeth, and be this difmal fight 
The clofing up of our moft wretched Eyes; 
Now isa time to ftorm, why art thou ftill2 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha. 
Mar, Why doft thou laugh? it fits not with this.Hour, 
Tit. Why I have not another Tear to fhed ; 
Befides, this Sorrow is an Enemy, 
Aod would ufurp upon my watry Eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary Tears, 
Then which way fhall I find Revenges Cave? 
For thefe two Heads do feem to fpeak to me, 
And threat me, J fhall never come to-Blifs, 
’Till all thefe M {chiefs be return’d again, 
Even in their Throats that have committed them. 
Come let me fee what Task I have to do 
You heavy People circle me about, 
That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And {wear unto my Soul toright your Wrongs. 
The Vow is made, come Brother take a Head, 
And in this Hand the other will I bear, 
Lavinia, thou fhalt be employ’d in thefe things; 
Bear thou my Hand, fweet Wench, between thy Teeth; 
As for thee, Boy, go get thee from my fight, 
Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay. 
Hie to the Gorhs, and raife an Army there, 
And if you love me, as I think you do, 
Let’s kifs and part, for we have much to do. [ Exeunt, 
Manet Lucius. 
Luc. Farewel Andronicus, my noble Father 
The woful’ft Man that ever liv’d in Rome; 
Farewel, proud Rome, ’till Lucius come apain 
He leaves his Pledges dearer than his Life; ° 
Farewel Lavinia, my noble Sifter, 
© would thou wert as thou to fore haft been. 
But now, nor Lucins nor Lavinia lives 
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But in Oblivion and hateful Griefs; 


If Lucius live, he will requite your Wrongs, 

And make proud Saturninus and his Emprefs 

Beg at the Gates like Tarquin and his Queen. 

Now will I'to the Gorhs and raife a Power, 

To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine. | Exit Lucius. 
A Banquet. Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and the Boy. 
Tit. So, fo, now fit, and look you eat no more 

Than will preferve juft fo much Strength tn us, 

As will revenge thefe bitter Woes of ours. 

Marcas, unknit that Sorrow-wreathen knot; 

Thy Niece and I, poor Creatures, want our Hands 

And cannot paffionate our ten-fold Grief, 

With folded Arms. This poor Right Hand of mine 

Is left to Tyrannize upon my Breaft, 

And when my Heart, all mad with Mifery, 

Beats in this hollow Prifon of my Flefh, 

Then thus I thump it down. 

Thou Map of Wo, that thus doft talk in Signs, 

When thy poor Heart beats with outragious beating, 

Thou canft not ftrike it thus to make it {till; 

Wound it with Singing, Girl, kill it with Groans 5 

Or get fome little Knife between thy Tceth, 

And juft againft thy Heart make thou a hole, 

That all the Tears that thy poor Eyes let fall 

May run into that Sink, and foaking in, 

Drown the lamenting Fool in Sea-falt Tears. 

Mar. Fie, Brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 

Such violent Hands upon her tender Life. 

Tit. How now! Has Sorrow made thee doat already? 

Why, 44arcus, no Man fhould be mad bur I; 

W hat violent Hands-can fhe lay on her Life? 

Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of Hlands,——— 

To bid e4#neas tell the Tale twice o’er, 

How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable 2 

© handle not the Theam, no talk of Hands, 

Left we remember (till that we have none. 

Fie, fie, how Frantickly I fquare my Talk, 

As if we fhould forget we had no Hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of Hands? 

Come, 
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Come, let’s fall too, and gentle Girl eat this, 
Here is no Drink: Hark, AZarcus, what. the fays, 
I can interpret all her martyr’d Signs, ; 
She fays, fhe drinks no other Drink but Tears, 
Brew’d with her Sorrows, mefh’d upon her Cheeks. 
Speechlefs complaint-—-© I will learn thy Thought, 
Inthy dumb Action will I be as perfeat 
As begging Hermits in their holy Prayers. 
Thou fhali not figh, nor hold thy Stumps to Heav’n, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a Sign, 
But I, of thefe, will wreft an Alphabet, 
And by ftill PraGtice, learn to know thy Meaning. 
Bey. Good Grandfire leave thefe bitter deep Laments, 
Make my Aunt merry, with fome pleafing Tale. 
Mar, Alas the tender Boy, in Paffion mov’d, 
Doth weep to fee his Grandfire’s heavinefs. 
Tit. Peace tender Sapling, thou are made of Tears, 
And Tears will quick'y melt thy Life away. 
Marcus frrikes the Difh with a Knife. 
What doft thou ftrike at, AZarcus, with thy Knife 2 
Mar, At that that I have kill’d, my Lord, a Fly. 
Tit. Out on thee, Murderer; thou kill’ft my Heart, 
Mine Eyes are cloy’d with view of Tyranny: 
A deed of Death done on the Innocent 
Becomes not Titus Brother; get thee gone, 
I fee thou art not for my Company. 
Mar. Alas, my Lord, I have but kill’d a Fly, 
Tit. But how if that Fly had a Father and Mother? 
How would he hang his flender gilded Wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the Air? 
Poor harmlefs Fly, 
That with his pretty buazing Melody, 
Came here to make us merry, 
And thou hait kill’d him. 
Mar. Pardon me, Sir, 
It was.a black, ill-favour’d Fly, 
Like to che Emprefs Moor, therefore I kill’d him, 
Tit. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haft done a Charitable Deed: 
Giye me thy Knife, I will infule on him, 
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Flattering my felf, as if it were the AZoor, 
Come hither purpofely to poilon me. 
There’s for thy felf, and that’s for Tamora ; Ah Sirra? 
} Yet I think we are not brought fo low, 
a But that between us, we can kil a Fiy, 
i | That comes in likenefs of a Cole-black Jor. 
Mar. Alas poor Man, Grief hasfo wroug! ton him, 
) He takes falfe Shadows for true Subftances. 
iV Come, teke away; Lavinia, £0 with me, 
I'l] to thy Clofer, and go read with thee 
Sad Stories, chanced in the times of old, 
if Come, Boy, and go with me, thy Sight is young, 
‘nest And thou fhalt read, when mine begin to dazie. | Exeunt. 
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Enter young Lucius and Lavinia runzing after him, and the 
Boy flies from her, with his Books under his Arm, Enzet 
Titus ana Marcus. 


Hii Bay LAE Grand-fire, help, my Aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good Uncle Aarcus, tee how {wift fhe comes: 
Alas, {weet Aunt, I know not what you mean. 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucins, do not fearthy Aunt. 
Tit. She loves thee, Boy, too well to do thee harm. 
ad No Boy. Ay, when my Father wasin Kome fhe did. 
Mar.What means my Neece Lavinia by thefeSigns? : 
Tit.Pear thou not; Lucius, {omew hat doth fhe mean: h 
See Lucius, fee, how much fhe makes of thee: | 
Some whither would fhe have thee go with her. ; 
Ah, Boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her Sons, than fhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet Poetry, and Twlly’s Oratory: | 
Can'ft thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My Lord, 1 know not I, nor can I guefs, 
Unlefs fome Fit or Frenzte do poffefs her: 
For I have heard my Grand-fire fay full oft 
Extremity of Grief would make Men mad. 


And I have read, that Alecuba of Trey 
Flt Rao 
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Ran mad through forrow, that made me to fear; 
Although, my Lord, I know my noble Aunt 

Loves me as dear as e’er my Mother did, 

And would not, but in fury, fright my Youth, 
Which made me down tothrow my Books, and flie 
Caufelefs perhaps; but pardon me, {weet Aunt, 
And, Madam, if my Uncle Adarcus go, 

I will moft willingly attend your Lady thip. 

Mar. Lucius, 1 will. 

Tit. How now; Lavinia ? Marcus, what meansthis? 
Some Book there is that fhe defires to fee, 

Which is it, Girl, of thefe? Open them, Boy, 
But thou art deeper read, and better skill’d, 
Come and make choice of all my Library, 
And fo beguile thy Sorrow, ‘till the Heav’ns 
Reveal the damn’d contriver of this deed: 
What Book ¢ 

Why lifts fhe up her Arms in fequence thus? 

Mar. \ think fhe means that there was more than one 

Confederate in the Fat. Ay, more there was: 
O- elfe to Heav’n fhe heaves them, to revenge, 
Tit. Lucius, what Book is that the toffes {02° 

Boy. Grand-fire, ’tis Ovid's ALetamorphofis, 
My Mother gave it me. 

Mar. For love of her that’s gone, 

Perhaps fhe cull’d it from among the reft. 

Tit. Soft! fee how bufily the turns the Leaves! 
Help her: What would fhe find? Lavinia, thall I read? 
This is the tragick Tale of Philomel, 

And treats of Tereus Treafon and his Rape; 
And Rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, Brother, fee, note how fhe quotes the Leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz’d, fweet Girl, 
Ravifh’d and wrong’d, as Philomela was, 

Fore'd in the ruthlefs, vaft, and gloomy Woods? 

See, fee; Ay, fuch a Place there is, where we did hunt, 
¢(O had we never never hunted there) 

Pattern’d by that the Poet here defcribes, 

By Nature made for Murders and for Rapes. 

Mar. O why fhould Nature build fo foul a Den; 
Unlefs the Gods delight in Tragedies? 
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Tit. Give Signs, {weet Girl, for here are none but Friends, 
What Roman Lord it was durft do the deed; 
Or funk not Saturnine, as Targuin ert, 
That left the Camp to fin in Lacrece Bed? 
Mar, Sit down, {weet Neice; Brother, fit down by me, 
Apollo, Pallas, Fove, or Mercury, 
Infpire me, that I may this Treafon find. 
My Lord, look here ; look here Lavinia. 
He writes bis Name with his Staff, and guides tt with his Feet 
and Month. 
This fandy Plot is plain, guide, if thou canft, 
This after me, when I have writ my Name, 
Without the help of any Hand at all. 
Curft be that Heart that fore’d us to this fhifc! 
Write thou, good Neice, and here difplay at leaft, 
What God will have difcoverd for Revenge; 
Heav’n guide thy Pen, to print thy Sorrows plain, 
That we may know the Traitors, and the Truth. 
She takes the Staff in her Mouth, and guides it with her Stumps, 
ana Writes. 
Tit. Oh do you read, my Lord, what the hath writ? 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius. 
Mar. What, what!——— the luftful Sons of Tamora, 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed 
Tit. Magni Dominator Poli, 
Tam lentus audis {celera! tam lentus vides ! 
Mar, Oh calm thee, gentle Lord; although I know 
There is enough written upon this Earth, 
To ftir a Mutiny in the mildeft Thoughts, 
And arm the minds of Infants to Exclaims. 
My Lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel, 
And kneel, {weet Boy, the Roman Heétor’s hope, 
And {wear with me, as with the woful Peer, 
And Father of that chaft difhonoured Dame, 
Lord Fanins Brutus {ware for Lucrece Rape, 
That we will profecute (by good Adyice) 
Mortal revenge upon thele Traiterous Goths, 
And fee their Blood, or die with this Reproach. 
2. "Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 
But if you hurt thefe Bear-whelps, then beware, 


The Dam will wake, and if fhe wind you once, ; 
, SNe coe S e’s 
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She’s with the Lion deeply ftill in League; 
And lulls him whilft the playeth oa her Back, 
And when he fleeps will fhe do what the lift. 
You are a young Huntfiman, Adarcus, let it-alone; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of Brafs, 
Aad with a Gad of Steel will write thefe Words, 
And lay it by 5 the angry Northern Wind 
Will blow thefe Sands like Sybils leaves abroad, 
And where’s your Leffonthen? Boy, what fay you! 
Boys I fay, my Lord, that if L were a Man, 
Their Mother’s Bed-chamnber thould not be fafe, 
For thefe bad Bond-men to the Yoak of Rome. 
Mar, Ay, that’s my.Boy, thy Father hath full oft 
For his ungrateful Country done the tike. 
Boy. And, Uncle, fo will I, and if I live. 
Zit, Come, go with me into mine Armory, 
Lucins (ll fit thee, and withal, my Boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprefs Sons, 
Prefents that I intend to fend them both, 
Come, come, thou’lt do my Meflage, wilt thou nor? 
Boy, Ay, with my Dagger in their Bofom, Grand fire. 
Tit. No, Boy, not fo, VII teach thee another Courfe. 
Lavinia, come; Afarcus, look to my Houfe, 
Lucius and Vil go brave it at the Court, 
Ay, mirry will we, Sir, and we'll be waited on. | Exeunt, 
Mar. O Heav’ns, can you hear a good Man groans 
And not relent, or not compaffion him? 
Marcus attend him in his Extafie, 
That hath more Scars of Sorrow in his Heart, 
Than Foe-mens Marks upon his batter’d Shield, 
But yer fo juft, that he will not revenge, 
Revenge the Heav'ns for old Andronicus, [ Exit. 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, avd Demetrius at one Door: And at 
another Door young Lucius and another, with a bundle of 
Weapons, and. Verfes writ upon them. 
Chi. Demetrius, here’s the Son of Lucins, 
He hath fome Meffage to deliver us, 
Alar. Ay, fome mad Meflage from his mad Grandfather, 
Boy. My Lords, with all the humblenefs T mays 
I greet your Honours from Andronicus, 


And pray the Rowan Gods confound you both, 
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Dem. Gramercy lovely Lucius, what’s the News? 
Boy. For Villains mark’d with Rape. May it pleafe you, 
My Grandfire well advis’d hath fent by me, 
The goodlieft Weapons of his Armory, 
To gratifie your honourable Youth, 
The hope of Rome, for fo he bad me fay : 
And fo I do; and with his Gifts prefent 
Your Lordfhips, when ever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well. 
And fo I leave you both, like bloody Villains. | Exit. 
Dem. What's here, a Scrole, and written round about ¢ 
Let’s fee. 
Integer vite [celerifque purus, non eget Mauri jaculis nec arch. 
Chi. O’tisa Verfe in Horace, 1 know it well: 
I read it in the Grammar long ago. 
Aar. Ay juft, a Verfe in Horace 
Now what a thing it isto be an Afs? 
Here’s no found Jeft, th’ old Man hath found their Guilt, 
And fends the Weapons wrap’d about with Lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick: 
But were our witty Emprefs well a-foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus conceit: 
But let her reft, in her unreft a while. 
And now, young Lords, was't not a happy Star 
Ted us to Rome, Strangers, and more than fo, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height % 
It did me good, before the Palace Gate 
To brave the Tribune in his Brother’s hearing. 
Dem. But me more good; to fee fo great a Lord 
Bafely infinuate, and fend us Gifts. 
Aar. Had he not reafon, Lord Demetrius ? 
Did you not ufe his Daughter very friendly ¢ 
Dem. 1 would we had a thoufand Romax Dames 
At fuch a Bay, by turn to ferve our Luft. 
Chi. A charitable with, and full of Love. 
Aar. Here lacks but your Mother for to fay, Amen. 
Chi. And that would fhe for twenty thoufand more. 
Dem. Come, Ict us go> and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloved Mother in her Pains. 
Aar, Pray to the Devils, the Gods have given us over. 
[ Flouri fp. 


Dem. 


right, you have it-——— 
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Dem. Why do the Emperor’s Trumpets flourifh thus? 

Chi. Belike for joy the Emperor hath a Son. 

Dem. Soft, who comes here 2 

Enter Nurfe with a Black-a-moor Childs 

Nur. Good morrow, Lords: 

O tell_m¢, did you fee Aaron the Azoor ? 

Aar. Well, more or lefs, or ne’er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now 2 

Nar. O gentle -daron, we are all undone. 

Now help, or wo betide thee evermore? 

Aar. Why, what a Caterwalling doft thou keepe 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine Arms? 

Nar. O that which I would hidefrom Heav’ns Eye, 
Our Emprefs fhame, and ftately Rome's difgrace, 

She is delivered, Lords, the is delivered, 

Aar. To whom? 

Nur. 1 mean, fhe ts brought to Bed. 

Aar. Well, God give her good reft, 

What hath he fent her? 

Nur. A Devil. 

ar. Why then fhe is the Devil’s Dame: a joyful Iffue. 

Nur. A joylefs, difmal, black and forrowful Iflue, 
Here is the Babe, as loathfome as a Toad, 

Amongft the faireft Breeders of our Clime, 

The Empzvefs fends it thee, thy Stamp, thy Seal, 
And bids thee Chriften it with thy Dagger’s point. 
4ar. Out, you Whore, is Black fo bafe a hue2 

Sweet Blowfe, you are a beauteous Boffom fire. 

Dem. Villain, what haft thou done2 

ar. That which thou canft not undo, 

Chi. Thou haft undone our Mother, 

Dem. And therein, hellith Dog, thou haft undone— 
Wo to her Chance, and damn’d her loathed Choice, 
Accurs’d the Off-{pring of fo foul a Fiend. 

Chi. It fhall not live, 

Adar. It fhall not die. 

Nur. Aaron it mult, the Mother wills it fo. 

“far. What, muft it, Nurfe2? Then let no Man but I 
Do Execution on my Fleth and Blood. 

Dem, Vl broach the Tadpole on my Rapter’s point: 
Nurfe, give it me, my Sword fhall foon difpatch it. 
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Aar. Sooner this Sword fhall plough thy Bowels up. 
Stay, murtherous Villains, will you kill your Brother? 
Now by the burning Tapers of the Sky, 

That fhone fo brightly when this Boy was got, 
He dies upon my Cymitar’s fharp point, 
That touches this my firft-born Son and Heir. 
I tell you, Younglings, not Exceladus 

With all his threatning Band of 7)phon’s Brood, 
Nor great Alcides, nor the God of War, 

Shall {eize this Prey out of his Father’s Hands: 
What, what, ye fanguine fhallow-hearted Boys, 
Ye white-limb’d Walls, ye Alehoufe painted Signs; 
Coal-black is better than another hue, 

In that it fcorns to bear another hue: 

For all the Water in the Ocean 

Can never tura the Swan’s black Legs to white, 
Although the lave them hourly in the Flood. 
Tell the Emprefs from me, I am of Age 

To keep mine own, excufe it how fhe can. 

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble Miftreis thus¢ 

Aar. My Mittrefs tsmy Miftrefs; this, my felf; 
The Vigour, and the Picture of my Youth: 

This, before all the World do I prefers 
This, mavgre ali the World, will I keep fafe, 
Or fome of you fhall {moke for it in Rome. 

Dem. By this our Mother is for ever fham’d. 

Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foul Efcape. 

Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her Death. 

Chi. 1 bluth to think upon this [gnominy. 

Aar. Why there’s the privilege your Beauty bears: 
Fie treacherous hue, that will betray with blufhing 
The clofe Enacts and Counfels of the Heart: 

Here’s a young fad fram’d of another leer, 
Look how the black Slave {miles upon the Fathers; 
As who fhonld fay, old Lad I am thine own. 
He 1S your Brother, Lords; fenfibly fed 
OF that felf-blood that firft gave life to you, 
And from that Womb where you imprifoned were, 

Te is infranchifed and come to light: 
Nay> he is your Brother by the {urer fide, 

Although my Seal be ftamped on his Face. 

Vox. lV. L | Nur. 
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Nur. Aaron, what fhall I fay unto the Emprefs¢ 

Dem. Advife thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice: 
Save thou the Child, fo we may albbe fafes 

Aar. Then fit we down, and ler us all confalt, 
My Son and I will have the wind of you: 
Keep there, now talk at pleafure of your fafety. 

| They fit on the Ground. 

Dem. How many Women faw this Child of his? 

Aar. Why fo, brave Lords, when we all join in league, 
I am a Lamb; but if you brave the Moor, 

The chafed Boar, the Mountain Lionefs, 
The Ocean {wells not foas Aaron ftorms: 
But fay again, how many faw the Child? 

Nur. Cornelia the Midwife, and my felf. 
And none elfe burt the delivered Emprefs. 

Aar. The Emprefs, the Midwife, and your felf- 
Two may keep Counfel, when the third’s away: 
Go to the Emprefs, rell her, this F faid—— | He kills here 
Week, week, fo cries a Pig prepar’d to th’ Spit. 

Dem. What mean ft thou, Aaron? 
Wherefore didit thou this? 

Aar: O Lord, Sir, tis a deed of Policy: 
Shall the live to betray this Guilt of ours?é 
A long-tongu’d babling Goflip? No, Lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent: : 
Not far, one Mulitexs lives, my Country-man, 
His Wife but yefternight was brought to Bed, 
His Child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack with him, and give the Mother Gold, 
And tell them both the circumftance of all, 
And how by this their Child fhall be advane’d, 
And be received for the Emperor's Heir, 
And fubftituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this Tempeft whirling in the Court; 
And let the Emperor dandle ham for his own. 
Hark ye, Lords, ye fe I have given her Phy fick, 
And you muft needs beftow. her Funeral, 
The Fields are near, and you are gallant Grooms: 
This done, fee that you take no longer Days, 


But fend the Midwife prefently to me. 
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The Midwife and the Nurfe well a aways 
Then let the Ladies tactle what th pleafe. 
Chi. Aaron, 1 fee thou wilt not t uf the Air with Secrets. 


Dem. ~ this care of { Tamora ly 

Her felf and hers are highly b wed to thee. [Excunt. 
Aar. Now to the Goths, as {wift as Swallow flies, 

There to difpofe this Treafure in mine Arms, 

And fecretly to greet the Empreis Fri nds. 

Come on, you thick-lip’d Slave; (ll bear you hence, 

For it is you that puts us to our fhifts: 

I’ll make you feed on Berries, atid oh Roots, 

And feed on Curds, a Whey, and fuck the Goat, 

And Cabin in a Cave, and bring you up 

To be a Warrior, and command a a Cam Ds Evie. 

Enter Titus, old» Marcus, _— Lu cius, ana other pee 
men with Bows, aad Titus bears the Arrows with Lette 
on the ena ef them. 
Tit. Come, Marcus, come Kinfm ells this-t 1$ th 1e@ way y. 

Sir Boy, now ict me ae your Archery, 
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Mar. O, Pubiins, is not this a heavy cafe, Ma 
To fee thy noble Unkle thus diftract ? | Your | 
Pub. Therefore, my Lord, it highly us concerns, Tit 
By Day and Night t’attend him carefully: Ge, ft 
And feed his Humour kindly as we may, Ma 
Till time beget fome careful Remedy. a The B 
"Mar. Kinfmen, his Sorrows are palt remedy. That ¢ 
Join with the Goths, and with revengeful War, And v 
"Take wreak on Rome for this Ingratitude, the lat 
And Vengeance on the Traitor Saturnine. But 2 
Tit. Publius, how now? how now, my Mafters, Tit, 
Whar have you met with her 2 
Pub. No, my good Lord, but Plute fends you word, News, 
If you will have Revenge from Hell, you fhall: b Marce 
Marry for Juftice the is fo imploy’d, Sirah, 
He thinks with Fove in Heav’n, or fome. where elfe; Cull | 
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. Cen 
Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, hem 
Pll dive into the burning Lake below, next 
And pull her out of Acheron by the Heels. Tit 
Marcus, we are but Shrubs, no Cedars we, Ch 
1 No big-bon’d Men, fram’d of the Cyclops fize, I ney 
A But Metal, Marcus, Steel to the very Back, Tj 
ie Yet wrung with wrongs more than our Backs can bear. Ch 
oy And fith there’s no Juftice in Earth nor Hell, 7 
ce We wll follicit Heav’n, and move the Gods, tl 
ir. To fend down Juftice for to wreak our wrongs: Cod 
‘a Come to this gear, you are a good Archer, Adarcus. vont 
a, | He gives them the Arrows. Tit 
4 Ad Fovem, that’s for you here ad Apollonem—— I Unc 
Ma LA ariemy, that’s for my felf 5 } 
Here Boy, to Pallas here to Afercury Ors 
To Calus and to Saturun———not to Saturnine a 
You were as good to thoot againft the Wind. j 
‘ott, Boy, ALarcus loofe when I bid: aie 
Of my word, I have written to effe&, 


ve 


Fhere’s not a God left unfollicited. Li 
Afar. Kinfmen, fhoot alt your Shafts into the Court, | 

We will affi@ the Emperor in his Pride. [ They [ho0te Bu 
Tit. Now, Mafters, draw; Oh well faid, Lucius: 

Good Boy in Virgo's Lap, give it Pallas, 

i Mar. 
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Mar. My Lord, I am a mile beyond the Moon ; 


Your Letter is with Fupiter by tuis 


Tit. Ha, ha, Padlins, Publius, what haft thou done’ 
See, fee, thou haft thot off one of Taaras’s Horns. 

Mar. This was the {port, my Lord, when Publins thot, 
The Bull being gall’d, gave Aries fach a knocks 
That down fell both the Rams Horns in the Court, 

And who fhould ficd them but the Emprefs Villaias 

She laugh’d, and told the Afoor he fhould not chule 

But give them to his Mafter for a prefent. . 
Tit. Why there it goes, God give your Lordfhip joys 

Enter a Clown with a Basket ana two Pigeons. 

News, News from Heav'n; 

Marcus, the Poft is come. 

Sirrah, what Tydings¢ have you any Letters? 

Shall I have Juftice, what fays Fupiter 2 

Clow. Who 2 the Gibbet-maker¢ he fays that he hath taken 
them down again, for the Man muft not be. hang’d ‘till the 
next Week. 

Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I ask thee? 

Clow. Alas, Sir, 1 know not Fupiter, 

T never drank with him in all my Life. 

Tit. Why Villain, art not thou the Carrier 2 

Clow. Ay, of my Pigeons, Sir, nothing clie- 

Tit. Why, didft thou not come from Heav’n? | 

Cloy. From HMeav’n? Alas, Sir, I never came there. 
God forbid I fhould be fo bold to prefs into Heay’p in my 
young Days. Why I am going with my Pigeans to the 
Tribunal Plebs, to take up a matter of brawl] betwixt my 
Uncle and one of the Emperials Men. 

Mar. Why Sit, that is as + as can be to ferve for your 
Oration, and let him deliver the Pigeons to the Emperor 
from you. 3 “a. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an Oration to the &mperor 
with a Grace¢ 

Clow. Nay: truly, Sir, I could never te 
Life. | 


Tit. Sirrah, come hither, mak O more avy 


ry - 
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3 
Bur give your Pigeons to the Emperor. 
wa : = << <2 - r : oo wal i 
By me thou fhale have Juftice at his francs. 
Hold, hold——m«ean while here’s Mony fortnhy Charges. 
ts Give 
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Give méa Pen and Ink. 
Sirrah, cao you with a Grace deliver a Supplication? 

Clow. Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then here is a Supplication for you: and when youl 
come to him, at the firft approach you muft kneel, then kif 
his Foot,{chen deliver up your Pigeons, and then look for your 
Reward. I'll be at hand, Sir, fee you do it bravely, 

Clow. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 

Tit. Sirrah, haft thou a Knife? Come, let me fee it. 
Here, AZareus, fold it in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humbie Suppliant, 
And when thou haft given it the Emperer, 
Knock at my Door, and tell me what he fays. 
Clow. God be with you, Sir, I will. 
Tit. Come, AZarcus, let us go, Publius follow me. 
| Exeunt. 
Enter Emperor and Emprefs, and her two Sons; the Emperor 
brings the Arrows in his Hand that Titus phot. 

Sat, Why Lords. 

What Wrongs are thefe? was ever feen 

An Emperor of Rowe thus over-born, 

Tioubled, contronted thus, and for the extent 

Of equal Juftice, us’d in fuch Contempr? 

My Lords, you know, as do the mightful Gods, 
(However the difturbers of our Peace 

Buz in the Peoples Ears) there nought hath paft, 
But even with Law againft the wilful Sons 
Ofeld Audronicus. And what and if 

His Sorrows have fo over-whelm’d his Wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenfie, and his bitternefs 2 

And now he writes to Heav’n for his redrefs, 
See, here’s to Fove, and this to Mercury, 

This to pollo, this to the God of War: 

Sweet Scrowls to fly about the Streets of Rome. 
What’s this-but Libelling apainft the Senate, 

And blazoning our Injuftice every where? 

A gocdly humour, is it not, my Lords? 

As who would fay, in Rome no Juttice were, 
But if L live, his feigned Extafies 
Sal) be no fhelter to thefe Outrages : 
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But he and his fhall know, that Juftice lives 


| In Saturninus health, whom, if fhe fleep, 

3.1] {> awake, as fhe in tury fhall 
ha Cut of the proudeft Confpirator that lives, 
iy Tam. My gracious Lord, my lovely Satur nines 
Lrg Lord of my Lite, Commander of my Thoughts, 
i} Calm thee, and bear the fault: of Titus Ages 


Th’ effeas of Sorrow for his v sliant SONS, 

I W7hofe lofs hath pierca him deep, and (-arr’d his Eleart 5 
And rather comfort his diftrefled plight, , 
Than profecute the meaneft or the beft, 
For thefe Contempts. W hy thus it fhall become 
High witted Zamora to elofe with all : 
But Titus, 1 have touch’d thee to the quick, 

} Thy Life-blood ont: if Aaron now be wife, 


pant 


Then is all fafe, the Anchor’s in the Port. 


et 
the bm Enter Clown. 
fh How now, geod Fellow, wouldit rhou {peak with usé¢ 
€.-footh, and your Mifterfhip be Emperial. 


LO} ; 


Clow. Yea 
Tam. E.mprefs 1 am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 


Clow. ’Tis he: God and St. Stephen give YOU good-e'en, 


T have brought you a Lette! and a couple Pigeons heres 
| He veads the Letters 
sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently- 
Clow. How much Mony mult I have ¢ 
if Tam. Come, Sirrabs thou muft be hang’d. 
| Clow. Hang’d! by rf Lady, then I have brought up te 
MIE» 


*> 


toa fair end. 

Sat. Defpightful and intolerable Wrongs, 
Shall ! endure this monitrous Villany ¢ 
T know from whence this fame Device proceeds: 
May this be born 2 As if his Traiterous Sons, 
That dy'd by Law for Murther of our Brother, 
Have by my means been butcher’d wrongfully ¢ 
Go, arag the Villain hither by the Hairs 
Nor Age nor fonour fhall fhape Privilege. 
Jor this proud mock I'll be thy Slaughter-man; 
Slv £ antick Wretch, that holp’{t to make me greats 
In hope thy felf fhould govern Rome and me. 

[ 


L1 4 Enter 
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Exter Nuntius A+enilius. 

Sate What News with thee, é£milins 2 

eZmil. Arm, my Lords, Rome never had more caufe: 
The Goths have gather’d head, and with a Power 
Of high refolved Men, bent to the fpoil, 
They hither march amain, under the Condu@ 
Oj Lucius, son to old Andronicus: 
Who threats in courfe of his revenge to do 
As much as ever Coriolanas did. 


r 


Sat. \s warlike Lacius General of the Goths2 
Thefe Tydings nip me, and I hang the Head 
s Flowers with Froft, or Grafs beat down with Storms, 

Ay, now begin our Sorrows to approach, 

Tis he the Common Px ople love fo much, 

My felf hath often heard them fay, 

(When I have walked like a private Man) 

That Lucizs Banithment was wrongfully, 

And they have with’d that Lacins were their Emperor. 
Lam. Why fhould you fear? Is not our City ftrong? 
Sat. Ay, but the Citizcrs favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to fuccour him, 

Tam. Wing, be thy Though:s imperious like thy Name, 

Is the Sun dim’d, that Gnats do Ay in ite : 

The Eagle fuffers little Birds to fing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing that with the Shadow of his Wings, 

Fle can at pleafure ftint their melody; 

Even fo may ft thou the giddy Men of Rome, 

hen cheer thy Spirit, for know, thou Emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With Words morefweet, and yet more dan 

Than baits to Fith, or Honeyeltalks to She 

When as the one is wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious Food. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his Son for us. 
Tam. li Tamora intreat him, then he will, 

For Le¢an {mooth, and fill his aged Ear 

With golden Promifés, that were his Heart 

Almoft impregnable, his old Ears deaf, 

Yet thould both Ear and Heart obey my Toneue, 
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Go thou before as cur Ambaflador, [7o Amilius. 
Siy. that the Emperor requefts a Parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 
Sat. eEmilius, do this Meffage honourably, 
And if he ftand on Hoftage for his fafety, 
Bid him demand what Pledge will pleafe him beft. 
e£mil. Your bidding fhallI do effeually. | Exit, 
Tam. Now will Ito that old Axdronicas, 
And temper him with all the Art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, fweet Emperor, be blith again, 
And bury all thy Fear in my Devices. 
Sat. Then go fuccefifully and plead for me. | Exit. 





AG eve. S-Clb-N-E:- I, 
SCENE A Camp. 


Enter Lucius with Goths, with Dram and Soldiers. 
Luc. A Pproved Warriors, and my faithful Friends, 


I have received Letters from great Rome, 
Which fignifie what hate they bear their Emperor, 
And how defirous of our fight they are, 
Therefore, great Lords, be as your Titles witnels, 
Imperious and impatient of your Wrongs, 
And wherein Rome hath done you any {cathe, 
Let him make treble Satisfa@tion. 

Goth. Brave Slip, fprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whofe Name was once our Terror, now our Comfort, 
Whofe high Exploits, and Honourable Deeds, 
[Ingrateful Rome requites with toul Contempt, 

Be bold in us, we'll follow where thou lead ft : 
Like ftinging Bees in hotreft Summer's Day, 
Led by their Mafter to the flower’d Fields, 
And be aveng'd on curfed Lamor ae 

Omn, And ashe faith, fo fay we all with him. 

Luc. t humbly thank him, and I thank you all, 
But who comes here led by a lufty Goth? 


Enter 





LO re, 


wen ye 


Ws 
‘ES 
a 
vt 
yd 


ae Wy wae 
a 





2058 ot itus Andronicus. 


Enter a Gotl i 1 leading Aaron with his Child in bis Ay ms, 

Goth. owned Lucins, om our Troops I ftraid 
To gaze upon a ruinous Monaitery, 
And as I earneftly did fx mine Eye 
Upon the was ‘ted Building, fuddenly 
T aR rd a Child cry undermeati a Wall; 
1 made unto the Noife, when foon I heisd, 

The crying Babe control’d with this Dif fotaaaaa 
ce, Tawny Slave, half me, and half thy Dam, 
Did not ay Hue bewray whofe Brar thou art, 
Fad Nature lent thee but thy Mother’s look, 
Villain, eg might'{t have been an Emperor: 

2ut where the Bull and Cow are both Milk-white, 
The y never do beget a Cole-black Calf; 
Peace, Villains Peace, (even thus he rates the Babe) 
For [ mult bear thee to a ny Goth, 
Who when he knows thou. are the Emprefs Babe, 
Will | hold thee dearly for thy Mother’s fake, 
With this, sity Fat draw n | ruth’d upon him, 
Surpriz’d him fuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To ufé, as vouch sink heedful of the Mat 

Luc. Oh worthy Gorh, this is the incarnate Devil, 
That robe $: Andronicus of his good Hand; 
This is the earl that pleas’d your Emprefs’s Eye, 
And here’s the bafe Fruit of his burning Luft. 
Say, wall-ey’d Slave, whither would {t thou convey 
This g: wt ig Image of thy Fiénd-\ike Face ¢ 
W hy dot not fpeak? what de af2 no! Not a word? 
A Halter, Sok diers hang him on this Tree, 
And by his fide his Pruit of Baterdy. 

Aar. Touc h not the Boy, he is of Royal Bloods 

Luc. 100 like tae syre for ever being 200d. 
Firft hang the Child, that he may fee it {prall, 
A fight to vex the Father’s Soul withal. 

Aar. Getmea Ladder, Lucius, fave the Child, 
And bear it from me to the Emprefs; 


7 ea: i Me Be ¥*?} fhe A L 

ifthou do this, [ll thew thee wondrous things, 
ry F ; BES. ak FS — -7 Be ot lo ~ 

Pnat higniyv mesy aave tage thee to hear ; : 


If thou wilt nor, etal what may befall, 
Ij] {peak no more; but Vengeance rot you all, 
it pleafe me, which thou fpeak’lt 
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Thy Child thall live, and I will fee it Nourifh’d. 
Aar, And if it pleafe thee?’ why aflure thee, Laci#s, 
Twill vex thy Soul to hear what I fhall fpeak: 
For 1 muft talk of Murthers, Rapes, and Maflacres, 
AGts of black Night, abominable Deeds, 
Complots of Mitchief, 7 reaion, V illanies, 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly. perform’d, 
And this fhall all be buried by my Death, 
Unlefs thou {wear to me my Child fhall live. 
Luc. Tell on thy mind, 3 
I fay thy Child fhali live. 
Aar. Swear that he fhall, and then I will begin, 
Luc. Who fhould I fwear by ¢ = 
Thou believeft no God, 
That granted, how can’ft thou believe an Oath? 
Aar. What if I do not, as indeed 1 do nor, 
Yet for I know thou art Religious, 
And haft a thing within thee called Confcience, 
With twenty Popifh Tricks and Ceremonies 
Which I have feen thee careful to obferve : 
Therefore I urge thy Oath, for that I know 
An Idiot holds his Bauble for a God, 
And keeps the Oath, which by that God he fwears, 
To that I'll urge him ;——therefore thou fhalt vow 
By that fame God, what God fo e’er it be 
That thou adoreft and haft in reverence; 
To fave my Boy; nourifh and bring him up, 
Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee. 
Luc. Even by my God i fwear to thee, I will. 
Aar. Firft know thou, 
I begot him on thy Emperefs. 
Luc. Omott infatiate luxurious Woman! 
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this wasbut a Deed of Charity, 
To that which thou fhalt hear of me anon. 
‘Twas her two Sons that murdered Baffianns, 
They cut thy Sifter’s Tongue, and Ravith’d her, 
And cut her Hands off, and trimm’d her as thou faw’lt. 
Luc. Oh dereftable Villain! 
Call’ft thou that trimming ? 
Aar. Why the was wafh’d, and cut, and trimm’d ; 


_ - ‘on ig . | rs } x i 3, he 
And ‘twas trim ipore Cor them that had :he doing of 1 
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Luc. Oh barbarous beaftly Villains, like thy felf! hi on 

Aar. Indeed, I was their Tutor to inftru& them; Have ¥ 

That codding Spirit had they from their Mother, : if 
Ut, 


As fure a Card, as ever won the Set; r 
That bloody Mind I think they learn’d of me, sw 


As true a Dog as ever fought at Head; hed 
Well, let my Deeds be Witnefs of my Worth, pth 
I train’d thy Brethren to that guileful hole, Lp 
Where the dead Corps of Baffanus lay: , Oe 
I wrote the Letter that thy Father found, Att. 
And hid the Gold within the Letter mention’d, Ty Iv 
Confederate with the Queen and her two Sons. ae 
And what not done that thou halt caufe to rue, at t0 
Wherein [ had no ftroke of Mifchief in it 2 Lat, 
I plaid the Cheater for thy Father’s Haad, 
And when I had it, drew my felf apart, Gur 
And almoft broke my Heart with extream Laughter. Dees 
I pried me through the Crevice of a Wall, Lac 
When for his Hand, he had his two Sons Heads, Welec 
Beheld his Tears, and laugh’d fo heartily, vi) 
That both mine Eyes were rainy like to his: The R 
And when I told the Emprefs of this Sport, Ans 
She fwooned almoft at my pleafing Fale, He cr 
And for my Tidings, gave me twenty Kiffes. Wil 
Goth. What can’ft thou fay all this, and never bluth? et 
Mar. Ay, like a black Dog, as the faying 1s. oH 
Luc. Art thou not forry for thefe hainous Deeds? Ln 
ar, Ay, that I had not done a thoufand more. Unto 
Even now I curfe the Day, and yet I think Aad 
Few come within the Compafs of my Curfe; 1 Sy 
Wherein I did not fome notorious II], 
As kill a Man, or elfe devife his Death, 
Ravith a Maid, or plot the way to do it, a 
Wl 


Accufe fome Innocent, and forfwear my felf, | 
Set deadly Enmity between two Friends, ind 
Make poor Mens Cattle break their Necks, fo} 


Set Fire en Barns and Hay-ftacks in the Night, Kno 
And bid the Owners quench them with their Tears; : 
Ofc have I digg’d up dead Men from their Graves, asi 

An 


And fet them upright at their dear Friends Doors, 
E\co when their Sorrow almoft was forgot, 


And 
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I And on their Skins, as on the Bark of Trees, 
1; Have with my Knife carved in Roman Letters, 
Let not your Sorrow die, though I am Dead. 
Tut, 1 have done a thoufand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a Fly, 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thoufand more. 
Luc. Bring down the Devil, for he muit not die 
So {weet a Death, as Hanging prefently. 
Aar. If there be Devils, would I were a Devil, 
7 To live and burn in everlafting Fire, 
So I might have your Company in Hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter ‘Tongue. 
| Luc. Sirs, ftop his Mouth, and let him {peak no more. 
Enter Ai milius. 
Goth. My Lord, there is a Meffenger from Rome 
Defires to be admitted to your Prefence. 
Luc. Let him come near.——— 
Welcome, e£milinus, what’s the News from Rome? 
emi. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Goths, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me, 
And, for he underftands you are in Arms, 
He craves a Parley at your Father’s Houfe, 
Willing you to demand your Holiages, 
in) And they fhall be immediately delivered. 
et Goth. What fays our General ¢ 
motte Luc, e£milins, let the Emperor give his Pledges 
Det Unto my Father, and my Uncle Adarcas, 
mdr And we will come: March away. | Exeunt 


SCENE IJ. Titus’s Palace im Rome. 
Enter Tamora, Chiron ava Demetrius, Difeuis'd. 
Tim. Thus in thefe ftrange and fad Habiliments, 
I will encounter with Andronicus, 
And fay, Iam Revenge fent from below, 
To join with hin, and right his heinous Wrongs: 
Knock at the Study, where they fay he keeps, 
: To ruminate ftrange P!ots of dire Revenge; _ 
“ett Tell him Revenge is come to join with him, 
aves And work Confufion on his Enemies. | 
att [ They knock, ana Titus Appears — 
the 
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Tit. Who doth moleft my Contemplation ? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the Door, 
That fo my fad Decrees may fly away, 
And all my Study be to no effet? 
You are deceiv’d, for what I meat to do, 
See here in blo ody Lines s I have fet down; 
And what is written, fhall be executed. 
Tam. Titus, t am come to talk with thee. 
Tite ‘No not aword: How can I grace my Falk, 
Wanting a Hand to give it Action? 
Thou hait the odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tam. lf thou didft know me, 
Thou would’ft talk with me. 
Tit. Yam not mad, I know thee well enough, 
Witnels this wretched Stump, 
Witnefs the Crimfon Lines, 
Witnefs thefe Trenches, made by Grief and Care, 
Witnefs the tyring Day and heavy Night; 
Witnefs all Sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Emprefs, shite Tamora : 
Is not thy coming for my other Hand? 
Tam. Know thou, fad Man, Iam not Tamora, 
She is thy Enemy, and I thy Friend; 
fam Revenge, fent from the infernal Kingdom, 
To eafe the gnawing Vulture e of thy Ming, 
By working wreakful Vengean ice on thy Foes. 
Come down and w elcome me to this World’s light; 
Confer with me of Murder and of Death, 
There’s nota hollow Cave, or lurking place, 
No vatt Obicaricy or mifty bie 
Where blo veey Murther or detefted | Rape, 
Can couch for fer, | but I will find them our, 
And in their Bagg’ tell them my dreadful Name, 
Revenge, which makes the fou! Offenders quake. 
Tit. Artthou Re venge? And art chou fent to me, 
To be a Torment to mine Enemies? 
Tam. Tam; therefore come down and welcome me. 
Do me fome Service, e’er I come to thee: 
Lo by thy fide, where Rape and Murder ftands, 
Now give fome furance that thou ait Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy Chariot Wheels, 
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7 2064 —/ Titus Andronicus. 

pe * And would you reprefent Gur Queen aright, a 
, ae It were convenient you had fuch a Devil: This 
ae But welcome, as you are, what fhall we do¢ Ashe 
Tam. What wouldft thou have usdo, Andronicus ? Me 
Dem. Shew me a Murtherer, V’ll deal with him. At 
Chi. Shew mea Villain that hath done a Rape, he 
And [ am fent to be reveng’d on him. lit 
Tam. Shew me a Thoufand that have done thee wrong, Orel 
And I will be revenged on them all. had 
Tit. Look round about the wicked Streets of Rome, Tim 
And when thou find’ft a Man that’s like thy felf, While 
Good. Murder ftab him, he’s a Murderer. How 
Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap Viel 
To find'another that is like to thee, And t 
Good Rapine ftab him, he is a Ravifher. 7 Ti 
Go thou with:them, and in the Emperor’s Court And v 
There is a Queen attended by a Adoor ; A pat 
Well may ft thou know her by thy own proportion, De 
For up and down fhe doth refemble thee ; Ta 
T pray thee do on them fome violent Death ; Tolay 
They have been violent to me and mine. Tit 
Tam. Well haft thou Leffor’d us; this fhall we do. Chi 
But would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus, Tit, 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant Son, Pali 

Who leads towards Rome a Band of Warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and Banquet at thy Houfe, Pu 
When heis:hére, even at thy folemn Feaft, Ti 
T will bring in the.Emprefs and her Sons 5 Py 
The Emperor himfelf, and all thy Foes, | tak 
And at thy. Mercy thall they ftoop and kneel, Re 
And on them fhalt thou eafe thy angry Heart: The 
What fays dzdronicus to this Devife 2 And 
Enter Marcus. Cain, 
Tit. Adarcus my Brother, ‘tis fad Tizzs calls; Of 
Go gentle AZarcus to thy Biother Lacixs; | And 
Thou fhalt enquire him/out among the Goths: C 
Bid him repair to.me, and bring with him P 
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Goths; Sto} 
Bid him Encamp his Soldiers where they are; Is h 
Tell him the Emperor and the Emprefs too, Ent 
Feafts 7 
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Titus Andronicuk_ — 206§ 
Feaft at my Houfe, and he fhall Feaft with them; 
This do thou for my love, and fo let him, 
As he regards his aged Father’s Life. 
Mar. This will 1 do, and foon return again. | Exite 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy Bufinefs, 
And take my Minifters along with me. 
Tit. Nay; nay, let Rape and Marder ftay with me, 
Or elfe I°1] call my Brother back again, 
And cleave tono Revenge but Lucius. 
Tam. What fay you, Boys, you will abide with him, 
Whiles I go tell my Lord, the Emperor, 
How I have govern’d our determin‘d Jett? 
Yield to his humour, fmooth and {peak him fair; 
And tarry with him ‘till I return again, 
Tir, T know them all, tho’ they fuppofe me mad; 
And will o’er-reach them in their own Devices, 
A pair of curfed Hell-hounds and their Dam. [ Afde. 
Dem. Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus, Revenge now goes 
Tolay a Complot to betray thy Foes. [Exit Tamora, 
Ti. I know thou doft, and fweet Revenge farewel. 
Chi. Tell us, Old Man, how fhall we be employ’d? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 
Publius, come hither, Casus and Valentine. 
Enter Publius and Servants. 
Pub. What is your will ? 
Tit. Know ye thefe two 
Pub, The Emprefs Sons 
I take them, Chiron, Demetrius. 
Tit. Fie, Publias, fie, thou art too much deceiv’d, 
The one is Murder, Rape 1s the other’s Name; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius, 
Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them, 
Oft bave you heard me with for fuch an hour, 
And now I find it, therefore bind them fure. [Zxit Titus. 
Chi. Villains, forbear, we are the Emprefs’ Sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded, 
Stop clofe their Mouths; let them not fpeak a Word. 
Is he {ure bound? look that ye bind them faft. 
Enter Litus Andronicus with 4 Kui e,and Laviniawith a Ba/one 
Tit. Come, come Lavintas look, thy Foes are bound ; 
Vo. IV. M m Sirs 
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Sirs, ftop theif Mouths, ket them not {peak tome, 
But let them hear what fearfal Words I utter, 
Oh Villains, Coiron and Demetrias ! ih oa 
Here ftands the Spring whom you, have {tain’d with Mud, 
This goodly Summer with your Winter mixt: 
You kill’d ber Husband, and for that vile Fault, 
Two of her Brothers were Condemn’d to, Death, 
My Hand cut off, and madea merry jeft, 
Both her {weet Hands, her Tongue, and that more dear 
Than Hands or Tongue,. her fpotlefs Chaftity, 
Inhuman Traitors, you conftrain'd and fore’d. 
What would you fay if 1 fhould, let. you fpeak 2 
Villains !—for fhame you could not beg for Grace. 
Hark, Wretche:, how I mean-to Martyr you, 
This one Hand yet is left. to cut your Throats, 
Whilft that Lavinia “twixt her Stumps doth hold 
The Bafon that receives your,guilty Blood, 
You know your Mother méans to fealt with me, 
And calls’her felf Revenge, ‘end thinks me mad . 
Hark, Villains, I will grind your Bones to Duft, 
And with your Blood and it, 1°ll make a Pafte, 
And of the Pafte'a Coffin wall I rear, 
And make two Pafties of your fhameful Heads, 
And bid that Strumpet, -your ushallowed Dam, 
Like to the Earth, {wallow her own Increafe. 
This is the Feaft that I have bid her to, 
And this the Banquet fhe fhall fuifeit on; 
For worfe than Philomel you us’d my Daughter, 
And worfe than Progue, I will be reveng’d, 
And now:prepare your Throats: Lavinia, come, 
[He cuts their Throats, and Lavinia receives the 
Blood in a Bafin. 
Receive the Blood, and when that they.are dead 
Let me go pgrind thetr Bones to Powder. {mall, 
And with this hateful. Liquor temper it; 
And in that Pafte lee their wild Heads be bak’d, 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this Banquet, which I with might prove 
More ftern ard bloody ‘than the Cextaurs Featt. 
So, flow bring them'is, for Til play the Cook, 
Asd fee them»ready ’gainft the Mother comes. [EB xennt. 
Enter 








Ent 
Lue 
That | 
Gott 
[a0 
This 1 
let b 
Till | 
For T 
And fi 
| fear 
Aat 
And p 
The V 
Lwe 


Sirs, | 
The | 


hana 


Sat 
Lie 
M 
Thef 
The 
Hath 
For 
Heal 
Sa 
AT, 


We 
Wel 


Lore (ey 


; Hath ordained to an ‘honourable ends 


—— 
were 


Titus Andronict\. — 2067 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, 424 Gate with Aaron Prifoner. 


Luc. Uncle Adarcus, ince tis m y Father’s mind 
That I repair to Reme, I am conten 

Goth. And ours with thine, befa ' what Fortune, will 

Luc. Good Uncle, take you in this barbareus AdZoor, 
This ravenous Tiger, thi is accurfed Devil, 
Let him receive no Suftenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the Emp:<ror ’s Face, 
For Teftimony of thefe foul | proceedings : 
And fee the Ambuth of our Friend be ftrong, 
I fear the Emperor paegns no good to Us 

Aar. Some Devil whifper C urfes 19 my Ear, 
And prompt me, that my Tougue may utte forth 
The venomous Malice of my. {welling 

Luc. Away, inhuman Deg, v4 nhallow’d Slaves 

Liner Goths with Aaron. 
Sirs, help our Uncle, to canvey him in. | Flasri fb. 
The Trumpets fhew the Empe ‘ror is.at hand. 
Sound Trumpets. Enter Evaperor and Emprefs; with Tri- 
bunes and otpers. 

Sat. What, hath the Firmament more Suns tha ‘ one 2 

Luc. What.boots it thee to call thy felfa Sun 

Mar. Rome's Emperor and Nephew break the Balch, 
Thefe Quarrels muft be quietly Debated: 
The Fealt is ready, which the careful Titus 
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For Peace, for Love, for Leagues and good to Rome: 
Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 
Sat, Atarcus, we will. | Hautboys. 
ATable brought in Enter. Titus like 4 Cooks] p! acing the Mi:at 
og the Table, ana Lavinia with a Fe oil over her Face. 
Tit. Welcome, My: pracious Lord, 
Welcome, Dread Queen, 
Welcome, ye W larlike Goths , welcome LUCtiH#S; 
And welcome all; although ‘the Cheer be poor 
*Twill fill your Stomachs, ple afe you eat of ite 
Sat. Why art thou thus attir’d, Aza lronicus? 
Tit. Becaufe I would be fure to have all well, 
To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprefs, 
ram, Weare bs holden to you, good Androuitnss 


Ta 
7 it. And tf your Highnels {s knew my Heath you W eres 
My Lords the Emperor refaive me | thi 2 
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2068 ee Tits Andronicus. 
Was it well done of rath Virginins, 
To flay his Daughter with his own Right-Hand, 
Becaufe fhe was enforc’d, ftain’d, and deflour’d? 
Sat. It was, Andronicus. 
Tit. Your Reafon, mighty Lord? 
Sat. Becaufe the Girl thould not furvive her Shame, 
And by her Prefence ftill renew his Sorrows. 
Tit. A Reafon mighty, ftrong, and effcctual, 
A Pattern, Prefident and lively Warrant, 
For me, moft wretched, to perform the like: 
Die, die, Lavisia, and thy Shame with thee, 
And with thy Shame thy Father’s Sorrow die. [He kills her, 
Sat. What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind? 
7it. Kill’d her for whom my Tears have made me blind. 
Tam as woful as Virginius was, 
And have a thoufind times more Caufe than he. 
Sat, What, was fhe ravifh’d@ tell, who did the Deed? 
Tit, Will’t pleafe you ear, 
Will’t pleafe your Highnefs feed 2 
Tam. Why haft thou flain thine only Daughter thus? 
Tit. Not I, ’twas Chiron and Demetrins. 
They ravifh’d her, and cut away her Tongue, 
And they, ’twas they, that did her all this Wrong. 
Sat. Go fetch them hither to us prefently. 
Tit. Why there thcy are both, baked in that Pye, 
Whereof their Mother daintily hath fed, 
Eating the Flefh that fhe her {lf hath bred. 
*Tis true, ’tis true, witnefs my Knife’s fharp Point. 
| He ftabs the Emprefs. 
Sat. Die, frantick Wretch, for this accurfed Deed. 
| He fabs Titus. 
Luc. Can the Son’s Eyes behold his Father bleed2 
There’s meed for meed, Death for a deadly Deed. 
| Lucius fabs the Emperor. 
Mar. You fad-fac’d Men, People and Sons uf Rome, 
By uprore fever’d, like a flight of Fowl, 
Scatter’d by Winds and high tempeftuous Gufts, 
Oh let me teach yeu, how to knit again ) 
This fcatter’d Corn into one mutual Sheaf; 


‘Thefe broken Limbs again into one Body. 


Goth, Let Rome her felf be bane unto her felf, 
And the whom mighty Kingdoms curtfie to, Like 

























Tha 


Like 
Do fl 


Grav 
Cann 
Speak 
Whe 
To | 
The 
Whet 
Tell 
Or W 
That 
My F 
Nor 
Bat £ 
And 
Whe 
Lend 
Here 
Your 
Ls 
That 
Were 
And 
Hor 
Our 
Of 
And 
Lift] 
The 
To | 
Whe 
And 


p And 


Tha 
And 
She; 


las 


Shae 


(He 
kind 
nade meh 


ey 


— rae 


Titus Andronicth\_ 2069 
Like a forlorn and defperate Caft-away, 


Do thameful Execution on‘ her felf. - 
Mar. But if my frofty figns and chaps of Age, 
Grave Witnefles of true Experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my Words, 
Speak, Rome’s dear Friend ; as erft-our Anceftor, | To Lucius. 
When with his folemn Tongue he did difcourfe 
To Love-fick Dido’s fad attending Ear, 
The Story of that baleful burning Night, 
When fubtile Greeks furpriz’d King Priam’s Troy : 
Tell us what Sizon hath bewitch’d our Ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal Engine in, 
That gives our Troy, our Rome the civil wound. 
My Heart is not compact of Flint nor Steel 5 
Nor can I utter all our bitrer Grief, 
But floods of Tears will drown my Oratory, 
And break my very utterance; even in the time 
When it fhould move you to attend me molt, 
Lending your kind Hand, Commiferation, 
Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale, 
Your Hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak. 
Luc. This Noble Auditory, be it known to-you, 
That curfed Chiron-and Demetrius, 
Were they that Murdered our Emperor’s Brother ; 
And they it were that ravifhed our Sifter : 
For their fell faults our Brothers were Beheaded, 
Our Father’s Tears defpis’d, and bafely cozen'd 
Of that true Hand, that fought Rome's Quarrel out, 
And fent her Enemies into the Grave. 
Laftly, my felf unkindly Banifhed, 
The Gates fhut on me, and turn’d weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's Enemies, 
Who drown’d their enmity in my true Tears, 
And op’d their Arms to embrace me as a Friend: 
And I am turn’d forth, be it known to you, 
That have preferv’d her welfare in my Blood, 
And from her Bofom took the Enemy's point, 
Sheathing the Steel in my adventrous Body. 
Alas, you know I am no Vaunter, TI, 
My Scars can witnefs, dumb although they are, 
That my Report 1s juft, and fall of Truth : 
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But foft, methinks I do digrefs too mueh, 
Citing my worthlefs Praife: Oh pardon més 
For when no Friends are by, Men praife themfelves. 


Mar. Now is my Tongue to {peak: Behold this Child, 


Of this was Tamora delivered. 
The Iffue of an irreligious JZoor, 
Chief Archite& and Plotter of thefe woes; 

The Villain is alive in Ztus Houfe, 

And as he is, to witneis this is true. 

Now judge what caufe had Titws to revenge 

Thefe wrongs, uofpeakable, paft Patience, 

Or more than any living Man could bear. 

Now you have heard thetruth, whatfay you Romans’ 
Have we done ought amifs? fhew us wherein, 

And from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Asdronicus, 

Will Hand in Hand all headlong eaft us down, 
And on the ragged Stones beat out ovr Brains, 
And make a mutual clofuve of our Houfe: 

Speak, Romans, {peak, ane if you fay we fhall, 

To Hand in Hand, Lacias and I will fall. 

Aim. Come, come, thou Revererd Man of Rome, 
And bring our Emperor gestly in thy Hand, 
Lucius our Emperor: For-well I know, 

The common Voice do ery it fhall be fo, 

Mar. Lucius, ali hail, Reme’s Royal Emperor; 

Go, go into old Titus’s forrowful Houfe, 

And hither hale that misbeheving 44o0r, 

To be adjude’d fome direful llaughtering Death, 
As punifhment for his moft wicked Life. 

Lucius all hail! Rome’s gracious Governor, 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans, may I Govern fo, 
To heal Rowe’s harm, and. drive away her woe, 
But, gentle People, give me aim a while, 

For Nature puts me toa heavy Task: 

Stand all aloof; but Uncle, draw you near, 

To thed obfequious Tears upon this Trunk: 

Oh take this warm Kifs on thy pale cold Lips, 
Thefe forrowfal drops upon thy Blood-ftain’d Face 3 
The laft true Duties of thy Noble Son. | 
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Mar. Ay, Tear for Tear, and loving Kifs for Kifs, 
Thy Brother AZarcus tenders on thy Lips: 

O were the fum of thefe that I fhould pay, 
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them. 

Luc. Come hither Boy, come, come, and learn of us 
To melt in Showers, thy Grand-fire lov’d thee well; 
Many a tine he dane’d thee on his Knee; 

Sung thee afleep, his loving Breaft thy Pillow: 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet and agreeing with thy Infancy. 

In that repe& then, like a loving Child, 

Shed yet fome {mall drops from thy tender Spring, 
Becaufe knd Nature doth require it fo ; 

Friends fhould affociate Friends, in Grief and Woe: 
id him farewel, commit him to the Grave, 

Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O Grand-fire, Grand-fire! even with all my Heart, 
Would I were dead, fo you did live again 
O Lord, I cannot {peak to him for weeping-——. 

My tears will cheak mes, if I ope my Mouth. 
Exter Romans with Aaron. 

Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with Woes, 
Give Sen:ence on this exécrable Wretch, 

That hath been Breeder of thefe dire Events. 

Luc, Set him Breaft-deep in Earth, and famifh him: 
There lethim ftand, and rave and cry for Food: 

If any ore relieves or pities him, 
For the Offence he dies: This 1s our Doom 
Some ftav to fée him faftned in the Earth. 

Aar. ( why thould Wrath be mute, and Fury dumb? 
T am no Baby, I, that with bafe Prayers 
I hould repent the e\ il I have done: 

Ten thoufand worfe than ever yet I did, 

Would I perform, if I might have my Will: 

If one good Deed 1n all my Life I did, 

I do repent it from very Soul. 

Luc. Some loving Friends convey the Emperor hence, 
And giv: him burial in his Father's Grave. 

My Father, and Lavinia, thal] forthwith 
26 clofed in our Ho fhold: Monument: 
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No funeral Rites, not Man in mournful Weeds, 
No mournful Bell fhall ring her Burial; 
But throw her forth to Beafts and Birds of Prey: 
Her Life was Beaft-like} and devoid of Pity, 
And being fo, fhall have like want of Pity. 
See Juftice done on Aaron that damn’d AZoor, 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning ; 
Then afterwards, to order well the State, 
That like Events may ne’er it ruinate. 
| Exeunt omnes. 


The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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